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DRAMATIS      PERSON  iE. 


Lear  King  o/"  Britain, 
King  o/"  France,^ 
Duke  of  Burgundy. 
Duke  of  Cornwall. 
Duke  o/"  Albany. 
EarlofGW^Qx. 
Sari  of  Kent. 
"Edgar,  fan  to  Gto'fter. 
Edm.  bajiardfon  to  Glo'iler. 
Curan,  a  courtier. 
Do&or, 
Fool, 

0{v/a\d,jfcward  to  Goner il! 
j4  Captain,  employed  by  Ed- 
mund. 

SCENE 


Gentleman,  attendant  on  Gor» 

deli.1. 
A  Herald. 

Old  man,  tenant  to  Glo'fter, 
Seri-ant  to  Gornwall. 

'  J '  1  Servants  to  Glo'fter. 

Gonerill.  I 

Regan,     ^daughters  foLear, 

Con 


gan.     ^dau^ 
rdelia.J 


Knights  attending  on  ikeKing^ 
Officers,  Mejj'engers,  Soldi" 
,  ers,  and  Attendants. 

lies    in  Britain. 
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ACT    I.       SCENE    I. 

The  King^s  Palace, 

Ejiter  Kent,  Glo'fter,  and  Edmund  the  Bajlard. 

Kent.    ^W  Thought  the  "King  had  more  afiedled  the 
Duke  of  Albany  than  Cornwall. 

Glo;    It  did  always  feem   (o  to  us  :  but 
now,  in  thedivifion  of  the  kingdom,  it  ap- 
pears not  which  of  the  Dukes  he  values  mofi  j  for  qua- 

A  -i  lities 


ler  r%. 

I 


4  KingLear.  a  a  h» 

Jjties  arc  To  weigh'd.  that  cutiofity  *  in  neither  caa 
make  choice  of  either*?  rroiety. 

Kent.  Is  not  this  yf  ur  iov.,  my  Lord  ? 

Glo.  His  breeding.  Sir,  hath  bepn  at  my  charge.  I 
have  fo  often  blufh'd  to  acknowledge  him,  that  now  I 
am  braz'd  to't. 

Kent,  I  cannot  conceive  you. 

Glo'  Sir,  this  young  fellow's  mother  could  ;  where- 
upon fbe  grew  round-womb'd  ;  and  had  indeed.  Sir, 
a  fon  for  her  cradle,  'ere  ihe  had  a  husband  for  her  bed. 
Do  you  fmelL  a  fault  ? 

Kent.  I  cannot  wifh  the  fault  undone,  the  iflue  of  it 
being  fo  proper. 

Glo.  But  I  have  a  fon,.  Sir,  by  order  of  law,  fome  yearj 
elder  than  this,  who  yet  is  no  dearer  in  my  account  ; 
though  this  knave  came  fomewhat  faucily  into  the 
world  before  he  was  fent  for,  yet  was  his  mother  fair  j 
♦here  was  good  fport  at  his  making,  and  the  whorfon 
jnuft  be  acknowledged.  Do  you  know  this  Nobleirian^^ 
£dmund  ?-  - 

Earn.  No,  my  L^r^. 

Glo.  My  Lord  of  Kent  j 
Remember  him  hereafter  as  my  honourable  friend; 

Edm.  My  fervices  to  your  Lordfhip. 

Kent,  I  muft  love  you,  and  fue  to  know  you  betten 

Edm.  Sir,  I  /hall  itudy  your  deferving. 

Clo,  He  hath  been  out  nine  years,  and  away  he  fhall 
again.  [Trumf  its  found,  wit  bin. 

The  King  is  coming. 

SCENE     II. 
Snter  King  Lear,  Cornwall,  Albany,  Gonerill,  Regan^ 
Cordelia,  and  Attendants, 

Lenr,  Attend  the  Lords  of  France  and  Burgundy> 
Clo'fler. 

Glo.  1  fhall,  my  Liege.  \Exh, 

Lear,  Mean  time  we  ihall  exprefs  our  darker  -j-  purpofe. 
Give  me  the  map  here  s  know,  we  have  divided, 

*  Curicftty.  for  exaBeJi  fcrutiny . 

•f  Darker,  for.  morejeeret  \  not  for  indireB,  thJi^ue, 

In 


Sc.  z,  KingLear.  ^ 

In  three,  our  kingdom  j  and  'tis  our  firft  Intent, 
To  fhake  all  cares  and  bufinefs  from  our  age; 
Conferring  them  on  younger  ftrengths,  while  we 
Unburthen'd  crawl  tow'rd  death.  Our  fon  of  Cornwall, 
And  you,  our  no  lefs  loving  fon  of  Albany, 
,We  have  this  hour  a  conftant  will  to  publifh 

*  Our  daughters  fev'ral  dow'rs,  that  future  ftrife 
May  be  prevented.     The  Princes  France  and  Burgundy, 
Great  rivals  in  our  younger  daughter's  love. 
Long  in  our  court  have  made  their  am'rous  fojourn, 
And  here  are  to  be  anfvver'd.     Tell  me,  daughters, 
(Since  now  we  will'diveft  us,  both  of  rule, 
Int'reft  of  teriitory,  and  cares  of  ftate) 
Which  of  you,  fhall  we  fay,  doth  love  us  moft  ? 

,    That  we  our  largeft  bounty  may  extend. 
Where  nature  doth  with  merit  challenge.     Gonerill, 
Our  eldeft  born,  fpeak  firft. 

Gon.  I  love  you.  Sir, 
Dearer  than  eye-fight,  fpace,  and  liberty  j 
Beyond  what  can  be  valued,  rich  or  rare  j 
No  lefs  than  life,  with  grace,  health,  beauty,  honour ; 
As  much  as  child  e'er  lov'd,  or  father  found  : 
A  love  that  makes  breath  poor,  and  fpeech  unable. 
Beyond  all  manner  *  of  fo  much  1  love  you. 

Cor,  What /hall  Cordelia  do  ?  love,  andbcfilent. 

Lear.  Of  all  thefe  bounds,  ev'h  from  this  line  to  this. 
With  fhadowy  forefts  and  with  champions  rich'd. 
With  plenteous  rivers  and  wide-skirted  meads. 
We  make  thee  lady.     To  thine  and  Albany's  iflue 
Be  this  perpetual.— What  fays  our  fecond  daughter. 
Our  dearefb  Regan,  wife  of  Cornwall  ?  fpeak. 

Reg.  I'm  made  of  that  felf-metal  as  my  ftfter. 
And  prize  me  at  her  worth,  m  my  true  heart. 
I  find  flie  names  my  very  deed  ol  love  ; 
Only  flie  comes  too  Ihort :  that  I  profefs 
Myfelf  an  enemy  to  all  other  joys, 
Which  the  moft  precious,  fquare  of  fenfe  poflefles  5 

*  it  e.  beyond  all  e^cprejjion, 

A3  A^d 


6  King  Lear.  A<fl  r> 

And  find  latn  alone  felicitate 
In  your  dear  Highnefs*  love. 

Cor.  Then  poor  Cordelia !  \^j4Jid:. 

And  yet  not  fo,  fince  I  am  fure  my  love's 
More  pond'rous  than  their  tongue. 

Lear.  To  thee  and  thine,  hereditary  ever. 
Remain  this  ample  third  of  our  fair  kingdom  ; 
No  lefs  in  fpace,  validity,*  and  pleafure. 

Than  that  conferr'd  on  Gonerill. Now  our  joy. 

Although  our  laft,  not  leaft  ;  in  whofe  young  love. 
The  vines  of  France,  and  milk  of  Burgundy, 
Strive  to  be  iat'refs'd:  what  fay  you,  to  draw 
A  third,  more  opulent  than  your  fifters  ?  fpeak. 

Cor.  Nothing,  my  Lord. 

Lear.  Nothing  ? 

Cor.  Nothing. 

Lear.  Nothing  can  come  of  nothing  ;  fpeak  again. 

Cor.  Unhappy  that  I  am,  I  cannot  heavg 
My  heart  into  my  mouth  :  I  love  your  Majefty 
According  to  my  bond,  no  more  nor  Icfs. 

Lear.  How,  how,  Cordelia  ?    mend   your  fpeech   a 
Left  you  may  mar  your  fortunes.  £]ittle,. 

Cor.  Good  my  Lord, 
You  have  begot  me,  bredme,  lov'd  me.     I 
Return  thofe  duties  back,  as  are  right  fit  j 
Obey  you,  love  you,  and  moft  honour  you. 
Why  have  my  fifters  husbands,  if  they  fay. 
They  love  you  all  ?  haply,  when  I  ftiall  wed, 
That  Lord  whofe  hand  muft  take  my  plight,  fhali  carry. 
Half  my  love  with  him,  half  my  care  and  duty. 
Sure,  I  fhall  never  marry  like  my  fifters. 
To  love  my  father  all —- 

Lear.  But  goes  thy  heart  with  this  ? 

C7r.  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 

Lear.  So  young,  and  fo  untender  ? 

Cor.  So  young,  my  Lord,  and  true. 

Lear,  Let  it  be  io,  thy  truth  then  be  thy  dower : 

*  Validity,  for  ivorthj    value -^  not  for  integrityy  or 
good  title. 

For 


Sc.  2  King  Lear.  y 

For  by  the  lacred  radiance  of  the  iun. 
The  myfteries  of  Hecate,  and  the  night, 
By  all  the  operations  of  the  orbs. 
From  whom  we  do  exill,  and  ceafe  to  be  j 
Here  I'dirdaim  all  my  paternal  care. 
Propinquity,  and  property  of  blood. 
And  as  a  ftranger  to  my  heart  and  me. 
Hold  thee  from  this  for  ever.   The  barbVous  Scythian^ 
Or  he  that  makes  his  generation  mefles. 
To  gorge  his  appetite,  fliall  to  my  bofora  ^ 
Be  as  well  neighbour'd,  pitied,  and  reliey'd>. 
As  thou  my  fometime  daughter. 
Kent.  Good  my  Liege—--— 
Lear.  Peace,  Kent  I 
Come  not  between  tbe  dragon  and  his  wrath: 
I  lov'd  her  moft,  and  thought  to  fet  my  reft 
On  her  kind  nurs'ry.  Hence,avoid  my  fight  !-[T<?Gor; 
So  be  my  grave  my  peace,  as  here  I  give 
Her  father's  heart  from  her.     Call  France  ;  who  ftirs  ? 

Gall  Burgundy. Cornwall  and  Albany, 

With  my  two  daughters'  dowers  digeft  rhe  third. 

Let  pride,  which  Ae  calls  plainnefs,  marry  her. 

I  do  inveft  you  jointly  with  my  power, 

Preheminence,  and  all  the  large  efFeds 

That  troop  with  Majefty.     Ourfelf  by  monthly  courfe. 

With  refervation  of  an  hundred  knights. 

By  you  to  be  fultaih'd,  fliallour  abode 

Make  with  jou  by  due  turns  :  only  retain 

The  name  and  all  th'  addition  to  a  King  : 

The  fway,  levenue,  execution  of  th' heft. 

Beloved  fons,  be  yours  ;  which  to  confirm,. 

This  coronet  part  between  you.  [Gi'ving  the  cmOB* 

Kent.  Royal  Lear, 
Whom  I  have  ever  honour'd  as  my  King, 
Lov'das  my  father,  as  my  mailer  follow' d. 
And  as  my  patron  thought  on  in  my  pray'rs- — ^— 
Lear.   Th^;bt.wis  bent  and  drawn,  make   from  the 
Kent,  Let  it  fall  rathei ,  though  the  fork  iniade  [fliaft. 
The  region  ot  my  heart  5  be  Kent  unmannerly. 
When  Lear  is  mad;  what  would'ftthou  do,  old  man  ? 

Think^ft 
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Think'ft  thou  that  duty  fhall  have  dread  tofpeak. 
When  power  to •flatt'ry  bows?  to  plainnefs  honour 
Is  bound,  when  Majefty  to  folly  falls. 
Referve  thy  ftate  ;  with  better  judgment  check 
This  hideous  rafhnefs  j  with  my  life  I  anfwer. 
Thy  youngeft  daughter  does  not  love  the  leaft  j 
Nor  are  thofe  empty -hearted,  whofe  low  found 
Reverbs  no  hollownefs. 

Lear.  Kent,  on  thy  life  no  more. 
'    Kent.  My  life  I  never  held  but  as  a  pawn 
To  wage  againll  thy  foes  j  nor  fear  to  lofe  it. 
Thy  fafety  being  the  motive. 
Lear.  Out  of  my  fight ! 

Kent.  See  better,  Lear,  and  let  me  ftill  remain- 
The  true  blank  of  thine  eye. 
Lear.  Now  by  Apollo  — — 
Kent.  Now  by  Apollo,  King, 
Thou  fwear'ft  thy  gods  in  vain. 

Lear.  O  vaflal  !  mifcreant  I 

[Laying  bis  hand  on  bis  fivord, 
j41b.  Corn.  Dear  fir,  forbear. 
Kent,  Kill  thy  phyfician,  and  thy  fee  beftow 
Upon  the  foul  difeafe  5  revoke  thy  doom, 
Or  whilft  I  can  vent  clamour  from  thy  throat, 
I'll  tell  thee  thou  doeftevil. 
Leer.  Hear  me,  recreant! 
Since  thou  haft  fought  to  make  us  break  our  vow. 
Which  we  ddrft  never  yet ;  and  with  ftrain'd  pride. 
To  come  betwixt  our  fentence  and  our  power  ;* 
Which  nor  our  nature,  nor  our' place,  can  bear. 
Our  potency  make  good  j  take  thy  reward. 
Five  days  we  do  alott  thee  for  provifion^ 
To  (hield  the  from  difafters  of  the  world  j 
And.  on  the  fixth,  to  turn  thy  hated  back 
Upon  our  kingdom  }  if,  the  tenth  day  following,. 
Thy  bani/h'd  trunk  be  found  in  our  dominions. 
The  moment  is  thy  death  ;  away  !  By  Jupiter, 
This  fhall  not  be  revoked. 

**  power f  for  execution  of  the  fentence*. 

Kent, 
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Kent.  Fare  thee  well.  King  ;  fith  thas  thou  wilt  ap- 
Freedom  lives  hence,  and  banifhment  is  here  ;       [pear. 
The  gods  to  their  dear  /helter  take  thee,  maid,  \To  Cor. 
That  juftly  think'ft,  and  haft  moft  rightly  faid  j 
Asd  your  large  fpeeches  may  your  deeds  approve, 

'  [To  Gon.  and  Reg, 

That  good  efFeas  may  fpring  from  words  of  love. 
Thus  Kent,  O  princes,  bids  you  all  adieu,  ^ 

He'll  fijape  his  old  courfe  in  a  country  new.  {Exit, 

SCENE     III. 
Enter  Glo'fter,  tuitb  France  and  Burgundy,  and  At* 
tendants. 
Gh.  Here's  France  and  Burgundy,  my  Noble  Lord, 
.     Lear.  My  Lord  of  Burgundy, 
We  firft  addrefs  tow'rd  you,  who  with  this  King 
Have  rivall'd  for  our  daughter  j  what  at  leaft 
Will  you  require  in  prefent  dower  with  her. 
Or  ceafe  your  queft  of  love  ? 

Bur.  Moft  Royal  Majefty, 
I  crave  no  more  than  what  your  Hlghnefs  oiferM, 
Nor  will  you  tender  lefs. 

Lear.  Right  Noble  Burgundy, 
When  ihe  was  dear  to  us,  we  held  her  fo  ; 
But  now  her  price  is  fall'n.     Sir,  there  flie  ilands. 
If  aught  within  that  little  leeming  fubftance. 
Or  all  of  it  with  our  Ijiiipleafure  piec'd. 
And  nothing  more,  may  fitly  like  your  Grace, 
She's  there,   and  /he  is  your's. 

Bur.  I  knov/  no  anfwer. 

Lear.  Will  you  with  thoie  Infirmities  ihe  owes, 
-Unfriended,  new -adopted  to  our  hate, 
Dower'd  with  our  curfe,  and  ftranger'd  with  our  oath. 
Take  her,  or  leave  her  i 

Bur.  Pardon,  Royal  Sir  j  ^ 

Eleftion  makes  not  up  on  fuch  conditions.  [me, 

Lear.  Then  leave  her.  Sir  ;  for  by  the  pow'r  that  made 

I  tell  you  all  her  wealth. For  you,  great  King, 

[To  France. 

I  would  not  from  your  love  make  fuch  a  ftray, 

To  match  you  where  I  hate ;  therefore  befeech  you 
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T'avert  f  ycur  liking  a  more  worthy  way. 
Than  on  a  wretch,  whom  nature  is  afham'd 
AJmoft  t  acknowledge  her's 

1  hat  ihe    who  ev'n  but  now  was  your  beft  ohiert, 
Vourpra:fe's  argument,  baJm  of  your  age,     ^      " 
Deareft  and  beft,  ftould  in  this  trice  of  time 
Commit  a  thing  fo  monftrous,  to  difmantle 
Sd  many  folds  of  favour  !  Sure,  th'  offence 
Muft  be  of  fuch  unnatural  degree 
As  monfters  it  J  or  yourfore-vouch'd  affedion 

Ia  au  '"^r  •^'''"^  '•  ^^^^^  to  believe  of  her. 
Muft  be  a  faith  that  reafon  without  miracle 
6houJd  never  plant  in  me. 

Cor    I  yet  befeech  your  Majefty, 
(If,  tor  I  want  that  glib  and  oily  art, 

iMi  J'-  V'r'*^  P^'P"^'  "°^  5  ^'""  ^^hat  I  well  intend 
111  do  t  before  I  fpeak)  that  you  make  known 
It  is  no  VKious  blot,  murther,  or  foulnefs. 
No  unchafte  adion,  ^r  difhonour'd  ftep, 
l^at  hath  depriv'd  me  of  your  grace  and  favour  t 
Butey  n  thew^ntof  that,  for  which  I'm  richer, 
A  ftill-foJictmg  eye,  and  fuch  n  tongue, 
1  hat  I  n,  glad  Tve  not ;  though  not  to  have  it, 
«ath  Joft  me  in  your  liking. 
Lear,  Better  thou 

Hadft  not  been  born,  than  not  have  pleas'd  me  better 

w??".  Is  It  but  this  ?  a  tardinefs  in  nature. 

Which  often  leaves  the  hiftory  unfpoke 

That  It  intends  to  do  ?   My  Lord  of  Burgundy,  i 

What  fay  you  to  the  lady  ?  Love's  not  love  '  " 

When  It  IS  mingled  with  regards,  that  ftand 

thTLu^i- !?'  ?''''  ^  P°^"'-  ^'y>  ^il^  y°"  J^^ve  her  t 
the  IS  herfelf  a  dowry. 

£ur.  Royal  King, 
Give  but  that  portion  which  yourfelf  proposed. 
And  here  I  take  Cordelia  by  the  hand, 

f  To  avert,  for  to  turn,  funply,. 
X  entire,  for  rigj^^  true. 


Duchefs 
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Duchefs  of  Burgundy, 

Lear,  Nothings IVe  fworn. 

Bur.  I'm  forry  then  you  have  fo  loft  a  father. 
That  you  muft  lofe  a  husband. 

Cor.  Peace  be  with  Burgundy  ; 
Since  that  refpeds  of  fortune  are  his  love, 
I  fliall  not  be  his  wife. 

France,  Faireft  Cordelia,  that  art  moft  rich,  being 
Moft  choice,  forfaken  !  and  moft  lov'd,  defpisM!   [poor  I 
Thee  and  thy-  virtues  here  I  feize  upon. 
Be't  lawful  I  take  up  what's  caft  away. 
Gods,  gods!  'tis  ftrange,  that  from  their  cold'ftnegle^ 
My  love  fhould  kindle  to  infiam'd  refpe£t. 
Thy  dow'rlefs  daughter,  King,  thrown  to  my  chance. 
Is  queen  of  us,   of  ours,  and  our  fair  France, 
Not  all  the  Dukes  of  wat'rifti  Burgundy 
Can  buy  this  unpriz'd,  precious,  maid  of  me. 
Bid  them  farewel,  Cordelia,  tho*  unkind  j 
Thou  lofeft  here,  a  better  where  to  find. 

Lear.  Thou  haft  her,  France ;  let  her  be  thine,  foif 
Have  no  fuch  daughter  j  nor  fhall  ever  fee;<  £wc 

That  face  of  her's  again  ;  therefore  be  gone 
Without  our  grace,  our  love,  our  benizon. 
Come^  Noble  Burgundy. 

\Flourip.     Exeunt  Lear  and  Burgundy, 
S  G  E  .N  E     IV. 
France.  Bid  farew«l  to  your  fifters. 
Cor.  Ye  jewels  of  our  father,  with  wafh*d  eyes 
Cordelia  leaves  you.     I  know  what  you  are. 
And,  like  a  fitter,  am  moft  loth  to  call 
Your  faults,  as  they  are  nam*d.     Love  well  our  father. 
To  your  profefling  bofoms  I  commit  him  j 
But  yet,  alas  ! ,  flood  I  within  his  grace, 
I  vvouW  prefer  him  to  a  better  place. 
So  farewel  to" you  both. 

Reg.  Prefcribe  not  us  our  duty. 
Gon.  Let  your  ftudy 
Be  to  content  your  Lord,  who  hath  receiv'd  you 
At  fortune's  alms  ;  you  have  obedien' e  fcanted. 
And  well  are  worth  the  want  that  you  h^ve  vaunted. 
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Cor.  Time  fliall  unfold  what  plaited  cunning  hidet. 
Who  coverM  faults  at  laft  with  ftiame  derides. 
Well  may  you  profper ! 

Ftanct.  Come,  my  fair  Cordelia . 

[Exeunt  France  and  Cordelia 

SCENE     V. 

Gen,  Sifter,  it  is  not  little  I've  to  fay. 
Of  what  moft  nearly  appertains  to  us  both  j 
I  think  our  father  will  go  hence  to-night. 

Reg,  That's  certain,  and  with  you ;  next  month  with 
us. 

Gon,  You  fee  how  full  of  change  his  age  is,  the  ob- 
fervation  we  have  made  of  it  hath  not  been  little :  he 
always  lov'd  our  fifter  moft,  and  with  what  poor  judg- 
ment he  hath  now  caft  her  off,  appears  too  grofsly. 

Reg.  'Tis  the  infirmity  of  his  age }  yet  he  hath  ever 
but  flenderly  known  himfelf. 

Gon.  The  beft  and  foundeft  of  his  time  hath  been  but 
rafli ;  then  inurt:  we  look,  from  his  age,  to  receive  not 
alone  the  imperfeftions  of  long-ingrafted  condition,  but 
therewithal  the  unruly  waywardnefs  that  infirm  and  cho- 
leric years  bring  with  them. 

Reg.  Such  unconftant  ftarts  are  we  like  to  have  from 
him,  as  this  of  Kent's  banifhment. 

Gon.  There  is  further  compliment  of  leave-taking  be- 
tween France  and  him  ;  pray  you,  let  us  hit  together  : 
if  our  father  carry  authority  with  fuch  difpoCtion  as  he 
bears,  this  laft  furrender  of  his  will  but  offend  us. 

Reg    We  Ihall  further  think  of  it. 

Con,  We  muft  do  fomething,  and  i'th'heat.  [Exeunt, 

S  C  E  N  E    VI. 

Changes  to  a  cajile  belonging  to  the  EarlofGW^Qx,  - 

Enter  Edmund,  tuitb  a  letter, 

EJm.  Thou,  Nature,  art  my  goddefs ;  to  thy  law 
My  fervices  are  bound  ;  wherefore  (hould  I 
Stand  in  the  plage  of  cuftom,  and  permit 
The  courtefy  of  nations  to  deprive  me. 
For  that  I  am  fome  twelve  or  fourteen  moon-fhines 

Lag 


Sc.  7»  Kin  G  L  E  A  R.  13 

Lag  of  a  brother  ?  f  Why  bajiard?  wherefore  bafe  ? 

When  my  dimenfions  are  as  well  compaft. 

My  mind  as  gen'rous,  and  my  fliape  as  true. 

As  honeft  Madam's  iflfue  ?  why  brand  they  us 

With  bafe  ?  with  bafenefs  ?  baftardy  ?   bafe,  bafe  ? 

Who,  in  the  lufty  ftealth  of  nature,  take 

More  compofition  and  fierce  quality. 

Than  doth,  within  a  dull,  ftale,  tired  bed. 

Go  to  creating  a  whole  tribe  of  fops, 

Got  'tween  a-fleep  and  wake  ?  Well  then,  good  brother. 

Legitimate  Edgar,  I  muft  have  your  land  j 

Our  father's  love  is  to  the  baftard  Edmund, 

As  toth'  legitimate  ;  fine  word legitimate 

Well^  my  legitimate,  if  this  letter  fpeed. 
And  my  invention  thrive,  Edmund  the  bafe 

Shall  be  th'  legitimate, 1  grow,  I  profper; 

Now,  gods,  ftand  up  for  baftards! 

SCENE     VII.         To  him,  enter  Glo'fter. 
Glo.  Kent  banifli'd  thus!  and  France  in  choler  parted! 
And  the  King  gone  to  -night !  fubfcrib'd  J  his  pow'r  I 
Confin'd  to  exhibition  I   all  is  gone 
Upon  the  gad  ! Edmund,  how  now  ?  what  news  ? 

Edm,  So  pleafe  your  Lordihip,  none. 

\Putting  up  the  letter, 

Glo.  Why  fo  earneftly  feek  you  to  put  up  that  letter  ? 

Edm.  I  know  no  hews,  my  Lord. 

do.  What  paper  were  you  reading  ? 

Edm,  Nothing,  my  Lord. 

-f-  Edmund  is  here  inveighing  againji  the  tyranny  of  cu- 
Jiom,  ofivhich  he  produces  two  diftinSl  injiances  ;  one  ivith 
refpeS  to -younger  brothers,  the  other  ivith  refpeB  to  bajiards. 
In  the  former,  he  muji  not  be  underjiood  to  mean  himfdf 
though  he  f peaks  in  thejrft  perjon,  but  according  to  a  com- 
mon  mode  of  fpeech  to  fuppofe  the  cafe  his  czvn,  and  as  in 
■i>rs  own  per/on  to  exclaim  againji  the  unreafonablenefs  and 
infujit  ce  of  the  thing.  The  argument  thus  becomes  gena-al 
implying  more  than  is  faid,  namely,  Wherefore  fhould  J ' 
or  any  man,  tSc,  ' 

X  f"bf<:>'ib''d,  for  transferred,  alienated. 

Vox..  VJ.  B  Glo. 
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Glo.  No  !  \vhat  needed  then  that  terrible  difpatch  of 
it  into  your  pocket  ?  the  quality  of  nothing  hath  not 
fuch  need  to  hide  itfelf  Let's  fee  j  come,  if  it  be  no- 
thing,  I  fhall  not  need  fpedlacles. 

Edm.  I  befcech  you,  Sir,  pardon  me  ;  it  is  a  letter 
from  my  brother,  that  I  have  not  all  o'er-read  j  and  for 
fo  much  as  I  have  perus'd,  I  find  it  not  fit  for  your  over- 
looking. 

Glo.  Give  me  the  letter.  Sir. 

Edm.  I  (hall  offend,  either  to  detain,  or  give  it.     The 
contents,  as  in  part  I  underftand  them,  are  to  blame. 
do.  Let's  fee,  let's  fee. 

Edm.  I  hope,  for  my  brother's  juftification,  he  wrote 
this  but  as  an  effay,  or  tafte  of  my  virtue. 

Glo.  [reads.]  This  policy  and  re'verence  of  ages  ^  makes 
the  m^orld  hitter  to  the  beji  cf  otir  times  j  keeps  our  fortunes 
from  us,  till  our  oldnefs  cannot  rellp  them.  1  begin  to  find 
an  idle  and  fond  bondage  in  the  opprefjion  of  aged  tyranny, 
which  fways,  not  as  it  hath  po^ver,  but  as  it  is  fuffered. 
Come  to  me,  that  of  this  I  may /peak  more.  If  our  father 
ivould  Jleep  till  I  tvak'd  him,  you  pouJd  enjoy  half  his  re~ 
venue  for  ever,  and  li've  the  belovea  of  your  brother,  Ed- 
car, Hum Confpiracy  ! Sleep  till  I  wake  him 

you  fhould  enjoy  half  his  revenue- — My  fon  Edgar! 

had  he  a  hand  to  write  this !  a  heart  and  a  brain  to  breed 
it  in  !  When  came  this  to  you  }  who  brought  it  ? 

Edm.  It  was  not  brought  me,  my  Lord  ;  there's  the 
cunning  of  it.     J  found  it  thrown  in  at  the  cafement  of 

my  clofet.  ,     ,   , 

Glo.  You  know  the  chara£ler  to  be  your  brother  s  ? 

Edm.  If  the  matter  were  good,  my  Lord,  I  durft 
fwear  it  were  hisj  but,  in  refped  of  that,  I  would  fain 
think  it  were  not. 

Glo.  It  is  his. 

Edm.  It  is  his  hand,  my  Lord  ;  I  hope  his  heart  is 
not  in  the  contents.  _      i.-    .    c 

Glo.  Has  he  never  before  founded  you  in  this  buh- 

tiefs  ? 

t  eg")  fignifies /om*r  times, 

Edm, 
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Edtn,  Never,  my  Lord.  But  I  have  Keard  him  oft' 
maintain  it  to  be  fit,  that  fens  at  perfect  age,  and  fa- 
thers declining,  the  father  fnould  be  as  a  waid  to  the 
fon,  and  the  fon  manage  his  revenue. 

Glo.  O  villain,,  villain !  his  very  op'nion  in  the  let- 
ter. Abhorred  villain  !  unnatural,  detefted,  brutifh 
villain!  worfe  than  brutifh  !  Go,  firrah,  feek  him  j  Til 
apprehend  him.     Abominable  villain,  where  is  he  ? 

Edm.  I  do  not  vs;ell  know,  my  Lord.  If  it  ihall  pleafe 
you  to  fufpend  your  indignation  again/l  my  brother,  till 
you  can  derive  from  him  better  teftimony  of  his  intent* 
you  fhould  run  a  certain  courfe  j- where,  if  you  violently 
proceed  againft  him,  miftaking  his  purpofe,  it  would 
make  a  great  gap  in  your  own  honour,  and  fhake  in  pie- 
ces the  heart  of  his  obedience.  I  dare  pawn  down  my  life 
for  him,  that  he  hath  writ  this  to  feel  my  afFe£lion  to 
your  Honour,  and  to  no  other  pretence  of  danger.  J 

Glo.  Think  you  fo  ? 

Edm.  If  your  Honour  judge  it  meet,  I  will  place  you 
where  you  fhall  hear  us  confer  of  this,  and  by  an  auricu- 
lar affurance  have  your  fatisfaftion  ;  and  that  without  any 
further  delay  than  this  very  evening. 

Glo.  He  cannot  be  fuch  a  monfter. 

Edm.  Nor  is  not,  fure. 

Glo,  To  his  father,  that  fo  tenderly  and  entirely  loves 

him. Heav'n  and -earth!   Edmund,  feek  him  out  j 

wind  me  into  him,  I  pray  you  ;  frame  the  bufinefs  after 
your  own  wifdora.  1  would  unftate  myfelf,  to  be  in  a 
due  refolution. 

Edm,  1  wilt  feek  him,  Sir,  prefently,  convey  §  the 
bufinefs  as  I  fhall  find  means,  and  acquaint  you  withal. 

Glo.  Thefe  late  eclipfes  in  the  fun  and  raoon  porten^ 
no  good  to  us ;  though  the  wifdom  of  nature  can  reafon 
it  thus  and  thus,  yet  nature  finds  itfelffcourg'd  by  the 
fequent  effedls.     Love  cools,   friendfhip  falls  off,  bro» 

X  Pretence^  for  purpofe  ;  danger ^  for  ivickedneft. 

§  Convey,  for  introduce  ;  but  convey  :s  a  fine  nvord, 
MS  aluding  to  the  ptaEiice  of  clandefiine  conveying  goods,  Jt 
nsnot  to  be  found  upon  the  felon  ^ 

B  a  ther* 
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theis  divide.  In  cities,  mutinies  ;  in  countries,  difcord  ; 
in  palaces,  treafon  ;  and  the  bond  crack'd  'twixt  fon  and 
father.  This  villain  of  mine  comes  under  the  prediftion, 
there's  fon  againft  father-,  the  King  falls  from  bias  of 
nature,  there's  father  againft  child.  We  have  feen  the 
beft  of  our  time.  Machinations,  hollownefs,  treachery, 
and  all  ruinous  diforders,  follow  us  difquietly  to  our 
graves!   Find   out  this  villain,  Edmund;  it   fhall  lofe 

thee  nothing,  do  it  carefully. And  the  noble  and 

true-hearted  Kent  banifti'd  !  his  offence,  honefty.    'Tis 

ftrange.  ^ ,        ^  l^'''^- 

SCENE  -VIII.  Matiet  Edmund. 
Edm.  This  is  the  excellent  foppery  of  the  world, 
that  when  we  are  fick  in  fortune,  (often  the  furfeits  of 
our  own  behaviour)  we  make  guilty  of  our  difaftejrs, 
the  fun,  the  moon,  and  ftars,  as  if  we  were  villams 
on  neceflity  ;  fools,  by  heavenly  compulfion  ;  knaves, 
thieves,  and  treacherous,  by  fpherical  predominance  j 
drunkards,  lyars,  and  adulterers,  by  an  inforc  d  obe- 
dience of  planetary  influence j  and  all  that  we  are  evil 
in  by  a  divine  thrufting  on.  An  admirable  evafion 
of'whoremafter  man,  to  lay  his  goatifh  difpofition  on 
the  change  of  a  ftar  !  My  father  compounded  with  my 
mother  under  the  Dragon's  tail,  and  my  nativity  was 
under  Urfj  major ;  fo  that  it  follows  I  am  rough  and 
lecherous.  I  should  have  been  what  I  am,  bad  the 
maiJenlieft  ftar  in  the  firmament  twinkled  on  my  ba- 

flardizine.  ^   ,  .  -pj 

S  C  E  N  E     IX.         To  him,  enter  Edgar. 

Pat! He  comes  like  the  cataftrophe  of  the  old  come- 
dy •  my  cue  is  villainous  melancholy,  with  a  figh  like 
Tom  o'  Bedlam O,  thefe  echpfes  portend  thefedi- 

vifions!  fa,  fol,  la,  me r^^Trof 

Edg.  How  now,  brother  Edmund,  what  ferious  con-^ 

templation  are  you  in  ?  ,.„•      t       j 

Edm.  I  am  thinking,  brother,  of  a  predidion  I  read 

this  other  day,  what  (hould  follow  thefe  echpfes. 
Ed^    Do  you  bufy  yourfelf  with  that  ? 
eL  I  promife  you,  the  efFeds  he  writes  of  Tucceed 

unhappily.     When  faw  you  my  father  laft  ?  ^^^^ 
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Edg.  The  night  gone  by. 

Edm.  Spake  you  with  him  ? 

Ed^.  Ay,  two  hours  together. 

Edm.  Parted  you  in  good  terms,  found  you  no  dif- 
pleafure  in  him,  by  word  or  countenance  ? 

Edg.  None  at  ail. 

Edm.  Bethink  yourfelf  wherein  you  have  offended 
him  :  and,  at  my  intreaty,  forbear  his  prefence,  until 
foms  little  time  hath  qualified  the  heat  of  his  difplea- 
fure  }  which  at  this  inftant  fo  rageth  in  him,  that  with 
the  mifchief  of  your  perfon  it  would  fcarcely  allay. 

Edg.  Some  villain  hath  done  me  wrong. 

Edm.  That's  my  fear.  I  pray  you  have  a  continent 
forbearance- till  the  fpeed  of  his  rage  goes  flower  ;  and, 
as  I  fay,  retire  with  me  to  my  lodging,  from  whence  I 
will  fitly  bring  you  to  hear  my  Lord  fpeak.  Pray  you, 
go  ;  there's  my  key      If  you  do  itir  abroad,  go  arm'd. 

Edg.  Arm'd,  brother  ! 

Edm.  Brother,  I  advife  you  to  the  beft  ;  I  am  no  ho- 
neft  man  if  there  be  any  good  meaning  toward  you.  I 
have  told  you  what  I  have  feen  and  heard,  but  faintly  j 
nothing  hke  the  image  and  horror  of  it.     Pray  youa- 

way. 

Edg.  Shall  I  hear  from  you  anon  ?  \Extt» 

S  C  E  N  E     X.. 
Edm.  I  do  ferve  you  in  this  bufinefs: 
A  credulous  father,  a^d  a  brother  noble, , 
Whofc  nature  is  fo  far  from  doing  harms. 
That  he  fufpeas  none  ;  on  whofe  foolifh  honefty . 
My  praftices  ride  eafy  si  fee  the  bufinefs. 
Let  me,  if  not  by  birth,  have  lands  by  wit  j 
All  with  me's  meet,  that  I  can  faOiionfit.  {^Exit, 

SCENE     XI.      Ihe  Duke  of  Albany  s  palace. 

Enter  Gon&xWl  and  Steward. 
Gon.  Did  my  father  ftrike  my  gentleman  for  chiding 

of  his  fool  ? 
Stenv.  Ay,  Madam. 

Gon.  By  day  and  night  he  wrongs  me  j  every  liour 
He  flafhes  into  one  grofs  crime  or  other, 
That  fets  us  all  at  odds  ;  Til  not  endure  it, 

B  3  His 
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Hio  knights  grow  riotous,  and  himfelf  upbraids  us 

On  ev'ry  trifle.     When  he  returns  from  hunting, 

I  will  not  fpeak.  with  him  ;  fay,  I  am  fick. 

If  you  com^  flack  of  former  fcrvices. 

You  fliall  do  well  j  the  fault  of  it  Tl!  anfwer. 

Steiv.  He's  coming,  Madam  j  I  hear  him. 

Gon.  Put  on  what  wary  negligence  you  pleafe, 
You  and  your  fellows;  I'd  have  i»  come  to  queftion. 
If  he  diftafte  it,  let  him  to  my  fifler, 
Whofe  mind  and  mine  I  know  in  that  are  one. 
Not  lo  be  over-rul'd.     Idle  old  man, 
Thatftil!  would  manage  thofe  authorities 

That  he  hath  given  away  ! Now,  by  my  life,. 

Old  folks  are  babes  again  j  and  mufl  be  us'd 

With  checks,  not  flatt'ries,  when  they're  feen  abus'd. 

Remember  what  I  have  faid. 

Steiv.  Very  well.  Madam.  -  [you. 

Gon.  And  let  his  knights  have  colder  looks  among 
What  grows  of  it,  no  matter;   and  advife 
Your  fellows  fo.     I'll  write  flrait  to  my  fifl:er 
To  hold  my  courfe.     Go,  and  prepare  for<iinn:r. 

[^Exeunt, 
SCENE     XII. 
Changes  to  an  open  place  hcff>rt  the  palace. 
Enter  Kent  difguii'd, 

Kent.  If  but  as  well  I  other  accents  borrow. 
And  can  my  fpeech  difFufe,*  my  good  intent 
May  carry  through  itfelf  to  that  full  iiTue, 
For'vvhich  I  raz'd  my  likenefs.     Now,  banifli'd  Kent, 
If  thou  can'ft  ferve  where  thou  doflftand  condemn'd. 
So  may  it  come,  thy  mafter,  whom  thou  lov'ft, 
Shall  find  thee  full  of  labours. 

Horns  ivithin.     Enter  Lear,  Knights  and  Attendants: 

Lear.  Let  me  not  flay  a  jot  for  dinner  j  go,  get  it 
ready. 
How  now,  what  art  thou  ?  [^o  Kent. 

*  To  diffufe,  here  fimfies  to  diforder,  to  put  out  of  a 
regular  courfe.  It  is  ufed  in  the  fame  fenfe  in  other  places 
in  this  autlb*r  j  difFufed  attire,  diffufed  founds. 

Kent, 


5c.    I  2.  K  I  N  G    L  E  A  R.  Ip 

X'c-wf.  A  man,  Sir.  ,,,«    , 

Lear.  What  doft  thou  profefs  ?    what  would  ft  thou 

with  us  ?  ,  ,  /•     L       T  r 

j^f«r.  I  do  profefs  to  be  no  lels  than  1  leem  ;  to  ferve 
him  truly  that  wjH  put  me  in  truft  ;  to  love  him  that  is 
honeftj  to  converfe  with  him  that  is  wife  j  to  fayhttlej 
to  fenr  judgment  y  to  fi^ht  Nvhen  I  cannot  chufej  and  to 

eat  no  fifh» 

L::ir.   What  art  thou  ? 

Kent.  A  verv  honeft-hearted  fellow,   and  as  poor  as 

the  Kinj?. 

Lear.  If  thou  beeft  as  poor  for  a  fubjeft  as  he's  for  a 
Kine,  thou  art  poor  enough.     What  would'ft  thou  ? 

Kent.   Service. 

L-ar.  Whom  would'ft  thou  ferve  ? 

Kent.  You. 

Lear.  Poft  thou  know  me,  fellow  ? 

Kent.  No,  Sir  j  but  you  have  that  in  your  counte* 
nance  which  I  would  fain  call  mafter. 

Xr^r.  What's  that  ? 

Kent.  Authority. 

Lear.  What  fervices  canft  thou  do  ? 

Kent  I  can  keep  honeft  coonfels  ride,  run,  mar  a 
curious  tale  in  telling  it,  and  deliver  a  plain  mefTage 
bluntly  ;  that  which  ordinary  men  are  fit  for,  I  am 
qualify 'd  in  j  and  th^  befl  of  me  is  diligence. 

Lear.  How  old  art  thou  ? 

Kent.  Not  fo  young,  Sir,  to  love  a  woman  for  Ting- 
ing, nor  (o  old  to  doat  on  her  for  any  thing.  I  have 
years  on  my  back  forty-eight. 

Lear.  Follow  me,  thou  fhalt  ferve  me.    If  I  like  thee 
no  worfe  after  dinner,  I  will  not  part  from  thee.     Yet 
no  dinner?  ho,  dinner — where's  my  knave  ?  my  fool?' 
Go  you,  and  call  my  fool  hither.     You,  you,  firrah, 
where's  my  daughter  ? 

Enter  Steiuard. 

Stezu.  So  pleafe  you  \^Exit. 

Lear.  What  fays  the  fellow  there  ?  call  the  clotpole 

back  j  where's  my  fool,  ho  ? -—I  think  the  world's 

afleep. 
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afleep.     Hov/  now  ?  where' s  that  mongrel  ? 

Knight.  He  fays,  my  Lord,  your  daughter  is  not  well. 

Lear.  Why  came  not  the  flave  back  to  me  when  I 
call'd  him  ? 

Knight • .  Sir,  he  anfvvered  me  in  the  roundeft  manner, 
he  would  not. 

Lear.   He  would  not  ? 

Knight.  Mv  Lord,  I  know  not  what  the  matter  is; 
but,  to  my  judgment,  yourHiehnefs  is  not  entertain'd 
v^'ith  that  ceremonious  afFeftion  as  you  were  wont; 
there's  a  great  abatement  ofkindnefs  appears,  as  well 
in  the  gensral  dependents,  as  in  the  Dukt  himfelf  alfo, 
and  your  daughter. 

Lear.  Hal   fay' ft  thou  fo  ? 

Knight.  I  befeech  you  pardon  me,  my  Lord,  if  I  be 
miftaken  ;  for  my  duty  cannot  be  filent,  when  I  think 
your  Highnefs  is  wrong'd. 

Lear,  Thou  but  remember'ft  me  of  my  own  concep- 
tion. I  have  perceiv'd  a  moft  faint  negle£l  of  late, 
which  I  have  rather  blamed  as  my  own  jealous  curiofi- 
ty,  than  as  a  very  pretence  *  and  purpofe  of  unkindnefs. 
I  will  look  furrher  into't.  But  where's  my  fool?  I 
have  not  feen  him  thefe  two  days. 

Knight.  Since  my  young  lady's  going  into  France, 
Sir,  the  fool  hath  much  pined  away. 

Lear.  No   more  of  that,  I   have  noted  it  well  j    go 
you,  and   tell  my  daughter,    I   would   fpeak  with  her. 
Go  you,  call  hither  my  fool.     O,  you.  Sir,  com.e  you  . 
hither.  Sir  j  who  am  I,  Sir  ? 

E/U'er  Steivard- 

Stew. , My  Lady's  father. 

L:ar.  My  Lady's  father  ?  my  Lord's  knave  ! 

you  whorfon  dog,  you  llave,  you  cur. 

Stew.  I  am  none  of  thefe,  my  Lord  ;  I  befeech  your 
pardon. 

Lear»  Do  you  bandy  looks  with  me,  you  rafcal  ? 

[Striking  bint. 
Stew,  ni  not  be  flruck,  my  Lord, 

#  frstenu  for  indication, 

Kent 
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Kent.  Noi  trip  neither,  you  bafe  foot-ball  player. 

[I'riping  up  his  heels. 

Lear.  I  thank  thee,  fellow.  Thou  feiv'ft  me,  and 
rillovethee. 

Kent.  Come,  fir,  arife,  away  ;  I'll  teach  you  differ- 
ences:  away,  away;  if  you  will  meafure  your  lubber's 
length  asain,  tarry.  But  away,  go  to:  have  youwif- 
dom  ?  fo. '  \^Pu(ha  the  Steward  out, 

Lear.  Now,  my  friendly  knave,  I  thank  thee  j  there's 
carnefl  of  thy  fervice. 

SCENE     XIII.         To  them,  enter  Fool. 

Fool.  Let  me  hiie  him  too,  here's  my  coxcomb. 

[Gi-ving  his  eapm 

Lear.  How  now,  my  pretty  knave  ?  how  do'tt  thou  .^■ 

Fool.  Sirrah, -you  were  beft  take  my  coxcomb,  J 

Kent.  Why,  my  boy  ? 

Fool.  Why  ?  for  taking  one's  part  that  is  out  of  fa- 
vour ;  nay,  an'  thou  canft  not  fmile  as  the  wind  fits, 
thou'lt  catch  cold  iTiordy.  There,  take  my  coxcomb  ;. 
why,  this  fellow  has  bani^i'd  two  of  his  daughters,  and 
did  the  third  a  bJefling  againft  his  v^ill ,  if  thou  follow 
him,  thou  mufl  neeos  we.ir  my  coxcomb.  How  now, 
nunde  ?  would  I  had  two  coxcombs  and  two  daugh- 
ters! 

L'ar.   Why,  my  boy  ? 

Foci.  If  I  give  th^m  all  my  living,  I'll  keep  my  cox-- 
ccrr.b  ru)idt  ;  there's  mine,  beg  another  of  thy  daugh- 
ters. 

Lear.  Take  heed,  firrah,  the  whip. 

Fool.  'Truth's   a  dog  muft   to    kennel  ;  he  muft   be 
whipp'd  out,  when  the  Lady  Brach  may  ftand  by  th'fire,. 
and  ftink. 

Lear.   A  peflilent  gall  to  me. 

Fool.  Sirrah,  Til  teach  thee  a  fpeech.  [To Kent.. 

Lear,  Do. 

X  Mearirg  lis  ccp,  called  fo,  bccatife  on  the  top  of  the 
fool  or  j:Jle/rcap  u>as  fezved  a  piece  of  red  clothe  rejembling- 
the  comb  of  a  cock.    The  'ic^rd,  aftcvKards^  ufed  to  dcufte  a 
fain  J  conceited f  meddling  fikiv,  ^ 

Fool. 
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fool,  Mark  it,  nuncle  ; 
Have  more  than  thou  Hioweft, 
Speak  lefs  than  thou  knowefl. 
Lend  lefs  than  thou  owefl, 
Ride  more  than  thou  goefl. 
Learn  more  than  thou  trowefl^. 
Set  lefs  than  thou  throweft. 
Leave  tby  diink  and  thy  whore, 
And  keep  within  doer. 
And  thou  fhalt  have  more 
Thaji  two  tens  to  a  fcore., 

Ker.t.  This  is  nothing,  fool'. 

Fool.  Then  it  is  like  the  breath  of  an  unfee'd  lawyer, 
you  gave  me  not^hiug  for't.  Can  you  make  no  ufe  of 
nothing,   nuncle  ? 

Lear.  Why,  no,  boy  j  nothing  can  be  made  out  "bf 
noth'ng. 

Fool.  Pr'ythee,  rell  him,  fo  much  the  rent  of  his  land 
comes  to  :  he  w  11  not  believe  a  fool,  [To  Kent. 

\^Ltar.  A  biiter  fooi  I 

Fool.  Doll   thou  know  the  difference,   my  boy,  be- 
tween a  bitcer  fi^-ol  and  z  fweet  one  ? 
h'-ar.  No,  kd,  teach  me. 

Fool.  That  lord  that  counfelPd    thee  to  give  away 
thy  land,. 

Come  place  him  here  by  me  !  or  do  thou  for  him  ftandj 

The  fweet  and  bitter  fool  will  prefently  appear, 

The  one  in  motely  here,  the  other  found  out  there.  J 

L:ar.   Doft  thou  call  me  fonl,  boy  ? 

Fool.  All  thy  other  titles  thou  haft  given  away  j  that 
thou  waft  born  with. 

Kent.  Thisi?  not  altogether  fool,  my  Lord. 

Foo\.  No,  'f?ith  J  lords  and  great   men   will  not  let 
me  ;   if  I  had  a  monopoly  on't,  they  would   have  part 
on't :   nay,  the    ladies  too,   they'll  not  let  me  have  all 
fool  to  myfelf,  they'll  be  fnatching. 
Give  me  an  egg,  nuncle,  and  Til  give  thee  two  crowns. 

hear.   What  two  crowns  ihall  they  be  > 

Fool.  Why,  after  I  have  cut  the  egg  i'th'middle,  and 
ate  up  the  meat,  the  two  crowns  of  the  egg  j  when  thou 

do^eft: 
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clovcll  thy  crov/n  i'tli'middle,  and  gav'il  away  both 
parts,  thou  bor'ft  thine  afs  on  thy  back  o'er  the  dirt  j 
thou  hadft  little  wit  in  thy  bald  crown,  when  thou  gav'ft 
thy  golden  one  away.  If  I  fpeak  like  myfelf  in  this, 
let  him  be  whipp'd  that  firft  finds  it  footh. 

Fools  ne'er  bad  lefs  grace  in  a  ytary  fSinging* 

For  loife  men  are  grcivn  foppijhy 
And  knoiv  not  hoio  their  ivits  to  luearf 

Their  manners  are  fo  api/h. 

'Lear.  Since  when  were  you  wont  to  be  fo  full  of  fongs, 
firrah  ?  '  , 

Fool.  I  have  ufed  it,  nuncle,  e'er  fince  thou  mad'ft 
thy  daughters  thy  mothers  j  for  when  thou  gav'ft  them 
the  rod,  and  putt'ft  down  thy  own  breeches. 

Then  they  for  fudden  joy  did  iveepy  [Singing* 

And  I  for  forro'w  fung. 
That  fuch  a  kingfhould  play  bo  peep^ 

And  go  the  fools  among. 

Pr'ythee,  nuncle,  keep  a  fchoolmafter  that  can  teach 
■  thy  fool  to  lye  j  I  would  fain  learn  to  lye. 

Lear.  If  you  lye,  lirrah,  we'll  have  you  whipp'd. 

Fool.  I  marvel  what  kin  thou  and  thy  daughters  ai-e  : 
they'll  have  me  whipp'd  for  fpeaking  true,  thou'lt  have 
me  whipp'd  for  lying  ;  and  fometimes  I  am  whipp'd 
for  holding  my  peack  I  had  rather  beany  kind  o'thing 
than  a  fool,  and  yet  I  would  not  be  thee,  nuncle  j  thou 
haft  pared  thy  wit  o'both  fides,  and  left  nothing  i'th' 
middle.     Here  comes  one  o'th'parings, 

SCENE     XIV.       To  them,  ^;?/-r  Gonerill. 

Lear.  How  now,  daughter,  what  makes  that  frontlet 
•  en  ?  you  are  too  much  of  late  i'th'frown. 

Fool.  Thou  waft  a  pretty  fellow,  when  thou  hadft 
no  need  to  care  for  her  frowning  j  now  thou  art  an  O 
without  a  figure  J  T  am  better  than  thou  art  now  j  lam 

a  fool,  thou  art  nothing. Yes,  forfooth,  I  will  hold 

my  tongue,  \To  Gonerill.]  ;   fo  your  face  bids  me,  ibo' 
you  ^ay  nothing. 

Mum,  mum,  he  that  keeps  nor  criiji  nor  crum,   [Singing, 
Weary  of  all,  Jhall  ivant  fame* 

Thorn 
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Thou  art  a  fiical'd  peafcod.  [Speaking  to  Lear. 

Gon.  Not  only,  Sir,  this  your  all-iicens'd  iool. 
But  other  of  your  infolent  retinue. 
Do  hourly  carp  and  quarrel,  break. ng  forth 
In  rank  and  not  to  be  endured  riots. 
I  thought,  by  making  this  well  known  unto  you, 
T'  have  found  a  fafe  redrefsf  but  now  grow  fearful, 
By  what  yourfelf  too  late  have  fpoke  and  done. 
That  you  protect  this  courfe,  and  put  it  on  * 
By  your  allowance.     If  you  fiiould,  the  fault 
"Would  not'fcape  cenfure,  nor  the  redrelTes  fleep. 
Which,  in  the  tender  of  a  wholefome  weal, 
Might  in  their  working  do  you  that  offence, 
(Which  elfe  were  fhame,)  that  then  neceflity 
Will  call  difcreet  proceeding. 
Fool.  For  you  know,  nuncle, 

^be  hedge- fparronv  fed  the  cuckoo  fo  long^ 
That  it  had  its  head  bit  off  by  its  young  ; 

So  out  went  the  candle  and  we  were  left  darkling. 

Lear.  Are  you  our  daughter  ? 

Gon.  I  would  you  would  make  ufe  of  your  good  wil- 
Whereof  I  know  you  are  frau?;ht,  and  put  away  [dom, 
Thefe  difpofitions,  which  of  late  transport  you 
From  what  you  rightly  are. 

Fod.  May  not  an  afs  know  when  the  cart  draws  the 
horfe?  whoop,  jug,  I  love  thee. 

Lear.  Does  any  heie  know  me  ?  this  h  not  Lear  : 
X)oes  Lear  walk  thus  ?  fpeak  thus  ?  Where  are  his  eyes  i 
Either  his  notion  weakens,  hie  difcemings 

Are  lethargied Ha  !   waking 'tis  not  fo  j 

Who  is  it  that  can  tell  me  who  I  am  ? 

\      [Fool.  Lear's  fhadow.] 

Lear's  (hadow  ?  I  would  learn  ;  for  by  the  marks 

Offovereignty  of  knowledge,  and  of  reafon, 

I  fliould  be  falfe  perfuaded  I  had  daughters. 

Your  name,  fair  gentlewoman  ? 

Gon.  This  admiration.  Sir,  is  much  o'th  favour 

•  i,  e.  promote,  put  itforivard. 
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Of  other  your  new  pranks,     I  do  befeech  you. 

To  underftand  my  purpofes  aright. 

You,  as  you're  old  and  rev'rend,  Ihould  be  wife. 

Here  do  you  keep  a  hundred  knights  and  'fquires, 

Men  fo  diforder'd,  fo  debauch'd  and  bold. 

That  this  our  court,  infedled  with  their  manners. 

Shews  like  a  riotous  inn  j  epicurifm  and  lufl 

Make  it  more  like  a  tavern  or  a  brothel. 

Than  a  grac'd  palace,  -f     Shame  itfelf  doth  fpeal^ 

For  inftant  remedy.     Be  then  defn'd 

Ey  her,  that  elfe  will  take  the  thing  Ihe  begs. 

Of  fifty  to  difquantity  your  train  j 

And  the  remainders,  that  fhall  ftill  depend,  * 

To  be  fuch  men  as  may  befort  your  age. 

And  know  themfelves  and  you. 

Lear.  Darknefs  and  devils  ! 
Saddle  my  horfes,  call  my  train  together ._■«, 
Degen'rate  baftard  !  I'll  not  trouble  thee  ; 
5fet  have  I  left  a  daughter. 

Goji.  You  ftrike  my  people,  and  your  difoider'd  rab- 
Vlake  fervants  of  their  betters.  pble 

SCENE     XV.         To  them,  enter  Albany. 

hear^  Woe!  that  too  late  repents  —  O,  Sir,  are  you 
come  ? 
s  it  your  will,  fpeak.  Sir?  prepare  my  horfes 

[To  Albany, 
ngratitude  !  thou  -marble-hearted  fiend, 
ilore  hideous,  when  thou  fhew'ft  thee  in  a  child, 
Than  the  fea-monfter. 

Alb.  Pray  you,  Sir,  be  patient. 

Lear.  Detefted  kite  !  thou  lyefl.  [Ti  Goncrlll. 

Ayj  train  are  men  of  choice  and  rarefl  parts, 
That  all  particulars  of  duty  know  j 
ind  in  the  moflexadi:  regard  fupport 
i'he  worfhips  of  their  names.     O  moft  fmall  fault ! 
low  ugly  didfl  thou  in  Cordelia  fhew  ? 
Vhich,  like  an  engine,  wrench'dmy  frame  of  nature 

•f  i.  e.  a  pctlace  grac"" d  ivitb  the  presence  ofiisfo-vereign, 
*  depend,  yer  continue  in  fervice. 

Vol.  VI.  C  Frcm 
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From  the  fix'd  place  ;  *   drew  from  my  heart  all  love. 
And  added  to  the  gall.     O  Lear,  Lear,  Lear! 
Beat  at  this  gate  that  let  thy  folly  in,   [Striking  bis  head. 
And  thy  dear  judgment  out. Go,  go,  my  people. 

All>.  My  lord,  I'm  guiltlefs,  as  I'm  ignorant 
Of  what  hath  mov'd  you. 

Lear.  It  may  be  fo,  my  lord » 

Hear,  nature,  hear  ;   dear  goddefs,    hear  a  father ! 
Sufpend  thy  purpofe,  if  thou  didft  intend 
To  make  this  creatu  re  fruitful : 
Into  her  womb  convey  fterility. 
Dry  up  in  her  the  organs  of  increafe, 
And  from  her  derogate  X  body  never  fpring 
A  babe  to  honour  her  !  If  fhe  muft  teem. 
Create  her  child  of  fpleen,  that  it  may  live_. 
And  be  a  thwart  diinatur'd  torment  to  her  j 
Let  it  ftamp  wrinkles  in  her  brow  of  youth. 
With  candent  tears  fret  channels  in  her  cheeks  j 
Turn  all  her  mother's  pains  and  benefits 
To  laughter  and  contempt ;  that  fhe  may  feel 
How  Iharper  than  a  ferpent's  tooth  it  is. 
To  have  a  thanklefs  child. -Go,  go,  my  people.' 

j^ib.  Now,  God-;,  that  we  adore,  whereof  comes  this  i 

GoTt.  Never  afflift  yourfelf  to  know  of  what ; 
But  let  his  difpofition  have  that  fcope 
That  dotage  gives  it. 

Lear.  What,  fifty  of  my  followers  at  a  clap  ? 
Within  a  fortnight ! 

Alb.  What's  the  matter.  Sir? 

Lear.  I'll  tell  thee -life  and  death     I  am  afliam'd 

That  thou  haft'  power  to  ihake  my  manhood  thus ; 

\l'o  Gonerill, 

That  thefe  hot  tears,  which  break  from  me  pcr/brce. 
Should  make  thes  worth  them,. Blafts  and  fogs  up- 
on thee  ! 
Th*  untented  woundings  of  a  father's  curfc 
Pierce  every  fence  about  thee  !  Old  fond  eyes, 

*  Alluding  to  thefamoui  boafi  of  Ar chimed::, 
\  derogaie/5r  unnatural. 

Beweep 
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Beweep  thlscaufe  again,  FU  pluck  ye  out. 
And  caft  you,  with  the  waters  that  you  lofe. 
To  temper  day.     Ha  !  is  it  come  to  this  ? 
Let  it  be  fo :  I  have  another  daughter, 
"Who  I  am  fare  is  kind  and  comfortable  ; 
When  fhe  /hall  hear  this  of  thee,  with  her  nails 
She'll  flea  thy  wolfifli  vifage.     Thou  (halt  find, 
.  That  I'll  refume  the  fliape  which  thou  doft  think 
1  have  caft  off  for  ever.  [Ex.  Lear  and  Attendants* 

SCENE    XVI. 

Gon.  Do  you  mark  that  ? 

Alb.  I  cannot  be  fo  partial,  Gonerill, 
To  the  great  love  I  bear  you. 

Gon.  Pray  you,  be  content.     What,  Ofwald,  ho  ? 
You,  "Sir,  more  knave  than  fool,  after  your  mafter. 

Fool.  Nuncle  Lear,  nuncle  Lear,  tany,   take  the  fool 
A  fox,  when  one  has  caught  her,  [with  thee  : 

^nd  fuch  a  dauj^hter. 
Should  fure  to  the  flaiJghter, 
If  my  cap  would  buy  a  halter^' 
So  the  fool  follows  after.  [Exit. 

Gon.  This  msn  hath  had  good  counfel a  hundred 

knights  ? 
Js't  politic,  and  fafe,  to  lei  him  keep 
A  hundred  knights  ^>  yes,  that  on  evVydfam, 
Each  buz,  each  fancy,  each  complaint,  diflike. 
He  may  inguard  his  dotage  with  their  pow'rs, 
And  hold  cur  lives  at  mercy.     Ofwald,  I  fay. 

Alb.  Well,  you  may  fear  too  farj— — 

Ccr,  Saftr  than  truft  too  far. 
Let  me  fiill  take  away  the  harm- 1  fear. 
Not  fear  flill  to  be  harm'd.     I  know  his  heart  j 
What  he  hath  utter'd,  I  have  writ  my  fifter  j 
If  fhe'll  fuftain  him  and  his  hundred  knights. 
When  I  have  ihew'd  th'unfitnefi." 

Enter  Steward. 
How  now,  Ofwald  ? 
What,  have  you  writ  that  letter  to  my  fifter  ? 

Stcno.  Ay,  Madam. 

Con.  Take  youfome  company,  and  away  to  horfe; 

C  a  Inform 
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Inform  her  full  of  my  particular  fears, 

And  thereto  add  fuch  reafons  of  your  own, 

As  may  compaft  *  ittnore.     So  get  you  gone. 

And  haften  your  return.  [Exit  StezvArd , 

■     No,  no,  my  lord, 
This  milky  gentlenefs  and  courfe  of  your's. 
Though  I  condemn  it  not,  yet,  under  pardon, 
You  are  much  more  at  task  for  want  of  wifdom, 
Than  prais'd  for  harmful  mildnefs. 

Alb.  How  far  your  eyes  may  pierce,  I  cannot  tell  j 
Striving  to  Setter,  oft  we  mar  what's  well, 

Gon,  Nay  then | 

Alb.  Well,  well,  th'  event,  \ExeunU 

SCENE     XVII. 
A  court -yard  belonging  to  the  Duke  of  Albany*  s  palace. 

Re-enter  LezT,  Kent,  Gentlewen,  and  F^ol. 
Lear.  Go  you  before  to  Glo'fter  with  thefe  letters  ; 
acquaint  my  daughter  no  further  with  any  thing  you 
i:now,  than  comes  from  her  demand  out  of  the  letter  j 
if  your  diligence  be  XiOt  fpeedy,  I  fhali  be  there  afore 
yon. 

Kent.  I  will  not  fleep,  my  Lord,  till  1  have  delivered 
your  letter.  \Exit, 

Fool.  If  a  man's  brain  were  in  his  heels,  were't  not 
in  danger  of  kibes  ? 

Lear,   Ay,   boy.  ^ 

Fool.  Then,  I  pr'ythee,  be  merry,  thy  wit  ihall  not 
go  llip  fhod. 

Lear.  Ha,   ha,  ha.  i       i  •   j 

Fool.  Shalt  fee  thy  other  daughter  will  ufe  thee  kind- 
ly ;  for  though  /he's  as  like  this  as  a  crab's  like  an  apple, 
yet  I  can  tell  what  I  can  tell. 
Lear.  What  can'ft  tell,  boy  ? 

Foof.  She  will  tafte  as  like  this,  as  a  crab  does  to  a 
crab.  Canft  thou  tell  why  one's  nofe  ftands  i  th  mid- 
le  of  one's  face  ? 

Lear.  No.  <.,/•,♦ 

FoeL  Why,  to  keep  one's  eyes  of  either  fide  one  s 

*  iompacl,  for  confirm  * 

nofe ; 
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nofe  J  that  what  a  man  cannot  fmell  out,  he  may  fpy 

into. 

Lear.  I  did  her  wrong— ■ 

Fool   Canft  tell  how  an  oyfter  makes  his  fhell  ? 

Lear.  No. 

Fool.  Nor  I  neither  j  but  I  can  tell  why  a  fnail  has  a 
houfe. 

Lear.  Why  ? 

Fool.  Why,  to  put's  head  in  ;  not  to  give  it  away  to 
his  daughters,  and  leave  his  horns  without  a  cafe. 

Lear.  I  will  forget  my  nature:  fo  kind  a  father!  be 
my  horfes  ready  ? 

Fool.  Thy  afles  are  gone  about  'em  ;  the  reafon  why 
the  k-ven  f^ars  are  no  more  than  feven,  is  a  pretty  reafon. 

Lear,   Becaufe  they  are  not  eight. 

Fool,  Yes,  indeed  ;  thou  would'ft  make  a  good  fool. 

Lear.   To  take't  again  perforce  ! Monfter  ingrati- 
tude ! 

Fool  If  you  were  my  fool,  nuncle,  I'd  have  thee  beat- 
en for  bemg  old  before  thy  time. 

Lear.   How's  that  ? 

Fool  Thou  fhould'ft  not  have  been  old,  till  thou  hadft 
been  wife. 

Lear    O,  let  me  not  be  mad,  not  mad,  fweet  heav'n! 
Keep  me  in  temper,  I  would  not  be  mad. 

Enter  Gentleman . 
How  now,  are  the  norfes  ready  ?. 

Ger.t.  Ready,  my  Lord.. 

Lear.  Come,  boy,  [ture. 

Fool.  She  that's  a  maid  now,  and  laughs  at  my  depar- 
Shall  not  be  a  maid  long,  unlefs  things  be  cut  fhorter. 

\Exeunt. 

A  C  T    II.         S  C  E  N  E     I. 

A  cafih  belonging  to  the  Earl  of  GWfier. 
Enter  Edmund  and  Curan,  fcverally. 
E'dtn,    OAVEthee,  Curan. 

l3  (^"^'  ■^"'1  yo">  ■^''^'     I  ^^'^^  been  with 'Vour 
fether,  and  given  him  notice,  that  the  Duke  of  Com- 

C  3  ,  wall, 
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wall,  and  Regan  his  Duchefs,  will  be  here  with  him  this 
night. 

Edffi.  How  comes  that  ? 

Cur.  Nay,  I  know  not ;  you  have  heard  cf  the  news 
abroad,  I  mean,  the  whifperM  ones,  for  they  are  yet  but 
ear-kifling  arguments. 
Edm.  Not  I ;  pray  you,  what  are  they  ? 
Cur.  Have  you  heard  of  no  likely  wars  toward,  *twixt 
Vhe  Dukes  of  Cornwall  and  Albany  ? 
Edm.  Not  a  word. 
Cur.  You  may  then  in  time.     Fare  you  well.  Sir. 

[Exit. 
SCENE    ir. 
Edw.  The  Duke  be  here  to-night !  the  better !  bdl  5 
This  weas-es  itfelf  perforce  into  my  bufinefs  j 
My  father  hath  fet  guard  to  take  my  brother. 
And  I  have  one  thing  of  a  queazy  queftion 
Which  I  muft  a£t :  briefnefs  and  fortune  work  ! 
Brother,  a  word  ;  defcend,  brother,  I  fay  y — -^ 

To  bim,  enter  Edgar. 
My  father  watches  j  O  Sir,  fly  this  place. 
Intelligence  is  giv'n  where  you  are  hid  J 
You've  now  the  good  advant.:ge  of  the  night*-— ^ 
Have  you  not  fpoken  'gainft  the  Duke  of  Cornwall  ? 
He's  coming  hither  now  i'  th'  night,  in  hafte. 
And  Regan  with  him  5  have  you  nothing  faid 
Upon  his  party  'gainft  the  Duke  of  Albany  ?  % 
Advife  yourfelf. 

Edg.  I'm  fure  on't,  not  a  word. 

Edm.  I  hear  my  father  coming.    Pardon  me ?.. 

In  cunning  Imuft  draw  my  fword  upon  you— ^ 
Draw,  (eem  to  defend  yourfelf. 

Now  quit  you  well'-' 

Yield- come  before  my  father light  hoa,  here! 

Fly,  brother — torches! — fo  farewel —         [Ex.  Edgar.. 
Some  blood  drawn  on  me,  would  beget  opinion 

\JVoundi  bis  arm» 

X  Meaning,  upon  the  party  engaged  hy  bim  againji  tbt 
Duke  of  Albany, 

Of 
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Of  my  more  fierce  endeavour.     Tve  feen  drunkards 
Do  more  than  this  in  fport.     Father  !  father  ! 

Stop,  ftop,  no  help  ? 

SCENE     III. 

To  bimy  enter  Glo'fter,  and  fervanti  iv'ttb  torches, 

GIo.  Now,  Edmund,  where's  the  villain  ? 

Edm.  Here  ftood  he  in  the  dark,  his  fharp  fwordout^ 
Mumbling  of  wicked  charms,  conj'ring  the  moon 
Xo  ftand's  aufpicicus  millrefs.. 

Gh.  But  where  is  he  ? 

Edm.  Look,  Sir,  I  bleed. 

Ch.  Where  is  the  villain,  Edmund  ? 

Edm.  Fled  this  way,  Sir,  \vhen  by  no  means  he  could-— 

G!o.  Purfue  him,  ho  ?  go  after.  By  no  means,  what  ?— 

Edm.  Perfuade  me  to  the  murther  of  your  Lord/hip  j 
But  that,  I  told  him,   the  revenging  gods 
*Gainft  parricides  did  all  the  thunder  bend. 
Spoke  with  how  manifold  and  ftrong  a  bond 
The  child  was  bound  to  th'  father.— ——Sir,  in  fine 
Seeing  how  lothly  oppofite  I  ftood 
To  his  unnat'ral  purpofe,  in  fell  motion 
With  his  prepared  fword  he  charges  home 
My  unprovided  body,  lanc'd  my  arm  j 
And  when  he  favv  my  bed  alarmed  fpirits, 
■'Bold  in  the  quarrel's  right,  rous'd  to  th'  enC0Unter;> 
Or  whether  gifted  by  the  noife  I  made. 
Full  iuddenly  he  fled. 

Glo.  Let  him  fiy  far  5 
Net  in  this  land  fhall  he  remain  uncaught ; 

And  found,  difpatch'd The  Noble  Duke  my  mafler. 

My  worthy  arch  -j-  and  patron,  cc-mes  to-night  j 
By  his-  authority  I  will  proclaim  it. 
That  iie  who  finds  him,  fhall  deferve  our  thanks. 
Bringing  the  murth'rous  cpward  to  the  ftake  j 
He  that  conceals  him,  death. 

Edm    When  I  difTuaded  him  from  his  intent. 
And  t"  iund  hJm  pight  to  do  it,  W'th  curs'd  fpeech 
I  threatfin'd  to  difcover  him  j  he  replied, 

f  i.  e.  chiefs 

Thou 
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Thou  unpofTeffing  baftard!  do'ft  thou  think, 

If  I  wpuld  ftand  againft  thee,  would  the  repofal 

Of  any  truft,  virtue,  or  worth  in  thee 

Make  thy  words  faith'd  ?  No ;   when  I  fhould  deny, 

(As  this  I  would,  although  thou  didfl:  produce 

My  very  character).     I'd  turn  it  all 

To  thy  fuggef^ion,  plot,  and  dimned  praftlce  ; 

And  thou  muftrrinke  a  dullard  of  the  world, 

If  they  not  thought  the  profits  of  my  death 

Were  very  pregnant  and  potential  fpurs 

To  make  thee  feek  it.  [Trumpets  ivithin. 

Glo.  O  ftrange,   faften'd  villain! 

Would  Jie  deny  his  letter  ? T  never  got  him. 

fiark,    the    Duke's '  trumpets  !    I  know  not  why  he 

comes «— 

Ail  ports  I'll  bar  ;  the  villain  fhall  not  'fcane  ;. 
The  Duke  muil  grant  me  that  ;  befides.  his  pifture 
I  will  fend  far  and  near,  that  all  the  kingdom 
May  have  due  note  of  him  ;  and  of  my  land 
(Loyal  and  natural  boy  !)  I'll  work  the  means 
To  make  thee  capable. 

SCENE     IV. 
£«Aer  Cornwall,  Regnn,  and  Attendants, 

Corn    How  now,  my  noble  friend  ?  fince  I  came  hith'er. 
Which  I  can  call  but  now,   I  have  heasd  flrange  news. 

Reg.   If  it  be  true,  all  vengeance  comes  too  fhort. 
Which  can  purfue  th'  offender.      How  does  my  Lord  ? 

Glo.O  Madam,  my  old  heart  is  crack'd,  'tis  crack'd. 

Reg.   What,  did  my  father's  godfon  feek  your  life  ? 
He  whom  my  father  nam'd  ?  your  Edgar  ? 

Glo.  O  Lady,  Lady,  fhame  would  have  it  hid- 

Rei^.'  Was  he  not  companion  with  the  riotous  knights 
That 'tend  upon  my  father  ? 

Glo.    I  know  not.  Madam  :  'tis  too  bad,  too  bad. 

Edm    Yes,  Madam,  he  was  of  that  confcrt. 

Reg.  No  marvel  then,  though  he  were  ill  affefled  j 
'Tis  they  have  put  him  on  the  old  man's  death, 
To  have  th'  "fexpence  and  Wafte  of  his  revenues . 
I  have  this  prefent  evening  from  myfifter 
Been  well  inform' d  of  them  j  and  with  fuch  cautions. 

That 
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That  if  they  come  to  fojourn  at  my  houfe, 
rll  not  be  there. 

Corn,  Nor  I,  I  afTure  thee,  Regan. 
Edmund,  I  hear,  that  you  have  fhewnyour  father 
A  child-like  office. 

Edm.  'Twas  my  duty,  Sir. 

Glo.  He  did  bewray  his  practice,  and  recelv'd 
This  hurt  you  fee,  Having  to  apprehend  him. 

Corn,    Is  he  purfued  ?  / 

Glo.  Ay,  my  good  Lord,  he  is. 

Corn.  If  he  be  taken,  he  (hall  never  more 
Be  fear'd  of  doing  harm  ;  make  your  own  purpofe. 
How  in  my  ftrength  you  pleafe.    As  for  you,  Edmui^> 
Whofe  virtue  and  obedience  in  this  inftance 
So  much  commends  itfelf,  you  fhall  be  ours  j 
Natures  of  fuch  deep  truft  we  fhall  inucll  need  i 
You  wefirft  feize  on.  _ 

Edyn.  I  fhall  ferve  you,  Sir, 
Truly,  however  elfe. 

G'o,  1  thank  your  Grace. 

Corn.  You  know  not  why  we  came  to  vifit  you.— a*-^ 

Reg.  Thus  out  of  feafon  threading  dark-ey'd  night  3 
Occafions,  Noble  Glo'fter,  of  fome  poife, 
Wherein  we  muft  have  ufe  of  your  advice. — -^r—. — 
Our  father  he  hath  writ,  io  hath  our  fifter. 
Of  diff'rences,  which  I  befl  thought  it  fit 
To  anfwer  from  our  home  ;  the  fev'ral  mefTengers 
From  hence  attend  difpatch.     Our  good  old  friend^ 
Lay  comforts  to  your  bofom  ;   and  beftow 
Your  needful  counfel  to  our  bulinefTes, 
.  Which  crave  the  inflant  ufe. 

Glo.  I  ferve  you,  Madam  ; 
Your  Graces  are  right  welcome.  [Exeunt^ 

SCENE     V. 
Enter  Kent,  and  Steward,  fe-verallyi 
Stew.  Good  downing  *  to  tliee,  friend  j  art  of  this 
Kent.  Ay.  [houfe? 

*  i.  e,  good  rejl  j  the  common  evening-falutathn  of  tba$ 

time . 

Steivik 
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Steia.  Where  may  we  fet  our  horfes  ? 

Kent.  I'th'  mire. 

Stnv.  Pr'ythee,  if  thou  lov'ft  me,  teH  me. 

Kent.  I  love  thee  not. 

Stno,  Why  then  I  care  not  for  thee, 

Kent.  If  I  had  thee  in  Lipsbury  pinfold,  I  woulj 
make  thee  care  for  me. 

Ste^v  Why  doft  thou  ufe  me  thus  T I  know  thee  not. 

Kent.  Fellow,  I  know  thee. 

Stnv.  What  doft  thou  know  toc  for? 

Kent.  A  knave,  a  rafcal,  an  eater  of  broken  meats, 
a  bafe,  proud,  fhallow,  beggarly,  three-fuited,  hundred- 
pound,  filthy  worfted-ftocking  knave  ;  a  lily-liver*d, 
adVion-taking  knave  ;  a  whorfon,  glafs-gazing,  fuper- 
ferviceable,  finical  rogue;  one-ttunk-inhetiting  flave  j. 
one  that-  would'ft  be  a  bawd  in  way  of  good  fervice  ;, 
and  art  nothing  but  the  compofition  of  a  knave,  beg- 
ear.  coward,  pander,  and  the  fon  and  heir  of  a  mongreL 
bitch  ;  one  w'nom  I'will  beat  into  clam' reus  whiningj 
if  thou  deny' ft  the  leaft  fyllable  of  thy  addition. 

Ste^.  Why,  what  a  monftrous  fellow  art  thou,  thu« 
to  rail  on  one,  that  is  neither  known  of  thee,nor  knov/« 

thee  ? 

Kent.  What  a  brazen-fac*d  varlet  art  thou,  to  deny 
thou  know'ft  me  ?  is  it  two  days  ago  fince  I  tript  up 
thy  heels,  and  beat  thee  before  the  King  ?  Draw,  you 
rogue  J  for  though  it  be  night,  yet  themoon  fhines;  TU 
make  a  fop  o'  th'  moonfhine  of  you  ;  you  whorfon»  cui- 
lionly,  barber-ir.onger,  draw.  [Draivtn^hh  fnvord. 

Stno.  Away,  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  thee. 

Kent.  Draw,  you  rafcal  j  you  come  with  letters  a* 
gainft  the  King ;  and  take  Vanity,  the  puppet's  part, 
againft  the  royalty  of  her  father.     Draw,  you  rogue,  or 

ril  fo  carbonado   your  fhanks draw,  you  rafcal  j 

come  your  ways. 

Stew.  Help,  ho  !  murther  !  help  ! 

Kent.  Strike,  you  flave  }  ftand,  rogue,  ftand,  you 
neat  flave,  ftrike.  {^Beating  him^ 

Stew*  Help  ho  t  murther  I  murther  ! 

SCENE 
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SCENE    VI. 

titer  Edmund,   Cornwall,   Regan,    Glo'fter,   and  Ser* 

'vanti, 
Edm.  How  now,  what's  the  matter  ?  part 

Kent.  With  you,  goodman  boy,  if  you  pleafe  j  come, 
11  flefh  ye  ;  come  on,  young  mafler. 

Glo.  Weapons  ?  arms  ?  what's  the  matter  here  ? 

Corn.   Keep  peace,  upon  your  lives  j    he   dies  that 
rikes  again  ;  what's  the  matter  ?  .     rr-      » 

Reg.  The  meffengers  from  our  fifter  and  the  King  f 

Corn.  What  is  your  difference  ?  fpeak. 

Ste%u.  I  am  fcarce  in  breath,  my  Lord. 

Kent,  No  marvel,  you  have  fo  beftirr'd  your  valour  j 
ou  cowardly  rafcal !  nature  difciaims  all  fliare  m  thee  5 

tailor  made  thee. 

Corn.  Thou  art  a  flrange  fellow  ;  a  tailor  make  a 

aan  ?  . 

Kent.  Ay,  a  taHor,  Sir  5  a  ftone-cutter,  or  a  painter. 
Duld  not  have  made  him  fo  ill,  tho'  they  had  been  but 
wo  hour's  o'  th'  trade. 

Corn.  Speak  yet,  how  grew  your  quarrel  ? 

Steiv.  This  ancient  ruffian.  Sir,  whofe  life  I  have 

sar'd  at  fuit  of  his  grey  beard 

'  Kent.  Thou  whorfon  zed  !  thou  unnccelTary  letter  ! 
ny  Lord,  if  you  will  give  me  leave,  I  will  tread  this  un- 
olted  *  villain  into  mortar,  and  daub  the  wall  of  a 
akes  with  him.  Spare  my  g-rey  beard  ?  you  wag- 
ail  ! 

Corn.  Peace,  fir  rah  ! 
fou  beaftiy  knave,  know  you  no  reverence  ? 

Kent:  Yes,  Sir,  but  anger  hath  a  privilege. 

Corn.  Why  art  thou  angry  ? 

Kent.  That  fuch  a  Have  as  this  fliou'd  wear  a  fword, 
Nho  wears  no  honefty  :  fuch  fmiling  rogues  as  thefe, 
..ike  rats,  oft  bite  the  holy  cords  in  twain 
Too  intricate  t'unloofe ;  footh  every  paflion. 
That  in  the  nature  of  their  lords  rebels  } 

*  i.  e.  unrefined  by  cducatioUi  the  bran  yet  in  b{m\  « 
mapbor  from  the  bakehoufe. 

Bring 
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Bring  oil  to  fire,  fnow  to  their  colder  moods  ; 
Renege,  affirm,  and  turn  their  halcyon  beaks 
With  ev'ry  gale  and  vary  of  their  mafters. 
As  knowing  nought,  like  dogs,  but  following! 
A  plague  upon  your  epileptic  vifage  ! 
Smile  you  my  fpeeches  as  I  were  a  fool  ? 
Goofe,  if  I  had  you- upon  Sarum  plain, 
I'd  drive  ye  cackling  home  to  Camelot.* 

Corn.  What,  art  thou  mad,  old  fellow  ? 

GIo,  How  fell  you  out  ?   fay  that. 

KenU   No  contraries  hold  more  antipathy 
Than  I  and  fuch  a  knave* 

Corn,  Why  doft  thou  call  him  knave  ?  what  is  his 
fault  ? 

Kent.  His  countenance  likes  me  not. 

Corn.  No  more  perchance  does  mine,   nor  his,  nor 

Kent.  Sir,  'tis  my  occupation  to  be  plain  j        [her's. 
I  have  feen  better  faces  in  my  time 
Than  ftand  on  any  fliouWers  that  I  fee 
Before  me  at  this  inftant. 

Corn.  This  is  fome  fellow, 
Who  having  been  prais'd  for  bluntnefs,  doth  affe£i 
A  faucy  roughnefsj  and  conflrains  the  garb-j- 
Quite  from  his  nature.     He  can't  flatter,  he, 
An  honeft  mind  and  plain,  he  muft  fpeak  truth  j 
An'  they  will  take  it,  fo  ;  if  not,  he's  plain, 
Thefe  kind  of  knaves  I  know,  which  in  this  plainnefs 
Harbour  more  craft,  and  more  corrupter  ends 
Than  twenty  filky  ducking  obfervants. 
That  ftretch  their  duties  nicely. 

Kent.  Sir,  in  good  faith,  in  fincere  verity. 
Under  th'  allowance  of  your  grand  afpe£t, 
Whofe  influence,  like  the  wreath  of  radiant  fire 
On  flickering  Phoebus'  front——— 

Csrw.  What  mean'ft  by  this  ? 

*  Camelot  <ivas  the  place  where  the  romances  fay  King 
Arthur  kept  bis  court  in  the  iveji  ;  jo  this  alludes  to  fome 
pro'verbial  fpeech  in  thofe  romances, 

"f-  garh,  for  haiit,  cujiom, 

Ktnt, 
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Kent.  To  go  out  of  my  dialefl,  wklch  you  dlfcom- 
mend  fo  much.  I  know.  Sir,  I  am  no  flatterer  j  he 
that  beguil'd  you  in  a  plain  accent,  was  a  plain  knave  } 
which  for  my  part  I  will  not  be,  though  I  fhould  win 
your  difpleafure  to  intreat  me  to't. 

Corn.  What  was  th'  offence  you  gave  him  ? 

Steiv,  I  never  gave  him  any. 
It  pleaa'd  the  King  his  mafter  very  lately 
To  ftrike  at  me  upon  his  mifconftruftion  ; 
When  he  conjund,  and  flatt'ring  his  difpleafure, 
Tript  me  behind  j  being  down,  infulted,  rail'd. 
And  put  upon  him  fuch  a  deal  of  man,   h 
That  worthied  him,  got  praifes  of  the  King, 
For  him  attempting  who  was  felf-fubdu'd  j 
And,  in  the  flefiiment  of  this  dread  exploit. 
Drew  on  me  here  again. 

Kent.  None  of  thefe  rogues  and  cowards. 
But  Ajax  is  theh-  foil. 

Corn.  Fetch  forth  the  flocks. 
You  ftubborn  ancient  knave,  you  reverend  braggart,* 
We'll  teach  you 

Kent.  Sir,  I  am  too  old  to  learn. 
Call  not  your  flocks  for  me  j  I  ferve  the  King  } 
On  whofe  employment  I  was  fent  to  you. 
You  fliall  do  fmall  refp^eft,  fhew  too  bold  malice 
Againft  the  grace  and  perfon  of  my  mafter. 
Stocking  his  meflenger. 

Corn.  Fetch  forth  the  flocks  ; 
As  I  have  life  and  honour,  there  fliall  he  fit  til!  noon. 

Reg.T'xWrs^on  !  till  night,  my  Lord,  and  all  night  too. 

Kent.  Why,  Madam,  if  I  were  your  father's  dog. 
You  could  not  ufc  me  fo. 

Reg.  Sir,  being  his  knave,  I  will.  \Stoch  hrotight  out* 

Corn,  This  is  a  fellow  of  the  felf-fame  nature 
Our  fifler  fpeaks  of.     Come,  bring  away  the  flocks. 

Glo,  Let  me  befeech  your  Grace  not  to  do  fo  j 
His  fault  is  much,  and  the  good  King  his  mafter 
Will  check  him  for'tj  yourpurpos'd  low  corredioo 
[s  fuch,  as  bafeft  and  the  meaneft  wretches 
For  pilf 'rings,  and  moft  common  trefpafles. 

Vol.  VI.  D  Are 
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Are  punifli'd  with.     The  King  muft  take  it  ill. 
That  he,  fo  flis;ht]y  valued  in  his  meffenger. 
Should  have  him  thus  reftrain'd. 
Corn.  I'll  anfwer  that. 

Re?r,  Mj;  Hfter  may  receive  it  much  moreworre. 
To  have  her  gentleman  abus'd,  aflaulted, 
For  following  her  affairs.     Put  in  his  Ieg3 — • — 

[Kent  is  put  in  theflocku 

Come,  my  Lord,  avi-ay.      \Exeunt  Resan  d:K  J  Cornwall. 

SCENE     VII.~ 

Glo.  I'm  forry  for  thee,  friend  j  'tis  the  Duke's  plea- 

Whofe  difpofition,  all  the  world  well  knows,         [fur^j 

Will  not  be  rubb'd  norftopp'd.*     I'll  intreat  for  thee. 

Kent,    Pray,  do  not.  Sir.     I'vewatch'd  and  travell'd 
Some  time  I  /hall  ileep  out,  the  reft  I'll  whiftle  :  [hard  5 
A  good  man*s  fortune  may  grow  out  at  heels  j 
Give  you  good  morrow. 

Glo.  The  Duke's  to  blame  in  this  j  'twill  be  ill  taken* 

\Exit, 
^(;w^  GoodKing  that  muft  approve  the  common  faWj 
Thou  out  of  heaven's  benediftion  com'ft 
To  the  warm  fun  !  -j-    All  weary  and  o'erwatch'd, 
'[Approach,  thou  beacon,  to  this  under  globe, 

\hoohng  up  to  the  moon* 
That  by-thy  comfortable  beams  I  may 
?erufe  this  letter.     Nothing  almoft  fees  miracles. 
Bat  mifery^     I  know  'tis  from  Cordelia, 
Who  hath  moft  fortunately  been  inform' d 
Of  my  obfcured  courfe.     I  iTiall  find  time 
From  this  enormous  ftate,  and  feek  to  give 
Lofles  their  remedies.] 
Take  vantage,  heavy  eyes,  not  to  behold 
This  fhameful  lodging. 

Fortune,  good  night  3  fmile  once  more,  turn  thy  wheel. 

\Hejleepi^ 

*  A.  metaphor  from  boivJirg, 

f  yin  old pro-verbial faying  applied  to  ihofeivbo  are  turn- 
ed out  of  houfe  and  home,    deprived  of  all  the  crmforts  of 
life,  excepting  the  common  benefti  of  the  air  and  fun. 

SCENE 
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SCENE  changes  to  a  part  of  a  heath. 
Enter  Edgar. 

Edg.  I've  heard  myfelf  proclaim'd  j 
And,  by  the  happy  hollow  of  a  tree, 
Efcap'd  the  hunt.     No  port  is  free,  no  place. 
That  guard  and  mofl-  unufual  vigilance 
Does  not  attend  my  taking.     While  I  may  'fcape, 
I  will  preferve  myfelf:  and  am  bethought 
To  take  the  baieft  and  the  pootefl  fhape. 
That  ever  penury,  in  contempt  of  man. 
Brought  near  to  beait  ;   my  face  Til  grime  with  filth  j 
Blanket  my  loins  ;  elfe  al!  my  hair  in  knots  j 
Axi'l  with  prefented  nakeJnefs  ontface 
The  winds  ^nd  periecutions  of  the  sky. 
The  country  gives  me  proof  and  precedent 
Of  bedlam  beggars,  who,  with  roaring  voices. 
Strike  in  their  numb'd  and  mortif/d  bare  arm?. 
Pins,  wooden  pncks,  nails,  fprigs  of  rofemary  j 
And  vvith  this  horrible  objj£i,from  low  farms. 
Poor  pelting  villa,a,es,  fheep-cotes,  and  mills. 
Sometimes  with  lunatic  bans,  fometimes  v/ith  prayVs, 
Infoice  reer  chanty  j   poor  Tuilupin  !  poor  Tom  !  — ~ 
That's  fomething  yet :   Edt;ar  I  nothing  am.  \Exit. 

S  C  E  N  E     IX. 
Changcz  again  %o  the  Earl  cfGioflei^s  cajile.  ' 

Enter  Lear,  Fool,  and  Gentleman. 

Lear.  'Tis  ftrange,  that  they  fhould  fo  depart  from 
And  not  fend  back  my  mciTer.ger.  [home, 

Gent.  As  I  iearn'd. 
The  night  before  there  was  no  purpofe  in  them 
Of  this  remove. 

Kent.  Hail  to  thee,  noble  mafter  ! 

Lear.  Ha  !  mak'ft  thou  thy  fhame  thy  paflime  t 

Kent.  No,  my  Lord. 

Fool.  Ha,  ha,  he  wears  cruel  garters  ;  horfes  are  ty'd 
by  the  heads,  dogs  and  bears  by  th'  neck,  monkeys  by 
th'  loins,  and  men  by  th'  legs  j  when  a  man  is  over  • 
lufty  at  legs,  then  he  wears  wooden  nether  flocks. 

Lear.  What's  he  that  hath  fo  much  thy  place  millook. 
To  fet  thee  here  t 

D  2  Kent. 
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Kcr.t.  It  is  both  he  and  flie, 
Ycur  fon  and  daughter. 

Lear.   No. 

Kent.   Yes. 

"Lear,  No,  I  fay, 

^rr/^r.  I  fay,  Yea. 

hear.  By  Jupiter,  I  fwear,  No. 

Ker.t.  By  Juno,  I  fwear,  Ay. 

Leur,  They  durft  not  do't. 
They  could  not,  would  not  do't ;   'tis  worfe  than  mur- 
Todo  upon  refpeft*  fuch  violent  outrage  j  [ther^ 

Rtfolveme  with  allxnodeft -j-  hafle,  which  way 
Thou  njight'ft  deferve,  or  they  impofe  this  ufage. 
Coming  from  us  ? 

Kent.  My  Lord,  when  at  their  home 
I  did  commend  your  Highnefs'  letters  to  them, 
'Ere  I  was  rifen  from  the  place,  thatfhew'd 
My  duty  kneeling,  came  a  reeking  poft, 
Stew'd  in  his  halte,  half  breathJefs,  panting  fortfe 
From  Gonerill  his  millrefs  falutation  j 
Delivcr'd  'ctters  fpight  of  intermiflion.J 
Which  prefently  they  read ;  on  whofe  contents 
They  fummon'd  up  their  meiny,|l  ftrait  took  horfe  ; 
Commanded  me  to  follow,  and  attend 
'Ihe  Icifure  of  their  anfwer  j  gave  me  cold  looks  ^ 
And  meeting  here  the  other  melTenger, 
Whofe  welcome  I  perceiv'd  had  poifon'd  mine  j 
(Being  the  very  fellow  which  of  late 
Djfplay'd  fo  faucily  againft  your  Highnefs,) 
Having  more  man  than  wit  about  me,  I  drew  j 
"He  rais'd  the  houfe  with  loud  and  coward  crier; 
Your  fon  and  daughter  found  this  trefpafs  worth 
Theihame  which  here  it  fuffers. 

*  EeJpeB,  for  one  in  honourable  employ nicr.t* 

•^  Modejiy  for  reasonable. 

\  Intermiflion,/5r  another  mejjage  ivbich  they  had  then 
Before  them,  to  confder  of -^  called  intermiflion,  becauji  it 
came  betivcen  their  hifure  and  the  Stevjard'i  meffage. 

(^  Meiny,  i.  e.  people, 

Ffol; 
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Fool.  "Winter's  not  gone  yet,  if  the  wild  geefefiythat 
Fathers  that  wear  rags,  [way. 

Do  make  their  children  blind  j 
But  fathers  that  bear  bags, 
Shall  fee  their  children  kind. 
Fortune,  that  arrant  whore, 
Ne'er  turns  the  key  to  th'  poor. 

But,  for  all  this,  thou  {halt  have  as  many  dolours  *  from 
Thy  dear  daughters,  as  thou  canft  tell  in  a  year. 

Lear.  Oh, how  this  mother  fwells  up  tow'rd  my  heart  I 
Hyjicrica pajfio^  down,  thou  climbing  forrow. 
Thy  element's  below.     Where  is  this  daughter  ? 

Kent.  With  the  Earl,  Sir,  here  within. 

Lear,  Follow  me  not;  ftay  here,  \Exity 

Gent.  Made  you  no  more  offence 
But  what  you  fpeak  of? 

Kent.  None. 
How  chance  the  King  comes  with  fo  fmall  a  number  ?' 

Fool.  An'  thou  hadft  been  fet  i'th' flocks  for  that  que- 
ilion,  thou'dft  well  deferved  it. 

Kent.  Why,  fool  ? 

Fooh  We'll  fet  thee  to  fchool  to  an  ant,  to  teach 
thee  there's  no  lab'ring  i'th'winter.  All  that  follow 
their  ncfes  are  led  by  their  eyes,  but  blind  men  ;  and 
there's  not  a  nofe  among  twenty,  but  can  fmell  him 

that's  /linking Let  go  thy  hold,  when  a  great  wheel 

runs  down  a  hill,  left  k  break  thy  neck  with  following 

it  J  but  the  great  one  that  goes  upward,  let  it  draw  thee 

after.  When  a  wife  man  gives  thee  better  counfel,  give 

me  mire  again  ,  I  would  have  none  but  knaves  follow 

it,  fince  a  fool  gives  it. 

That,  Sir,  which  ferves  for  gain. 

And  follov/s  but  for  form. 

Will  pack  when  it  begins  to  rain, 

And  leave  thee  in  theftorm  : 

But  I  will  tarty,  the  fool  will  flay^ 

And  let  the  wife  man  fly  : 

The  knave  turns  fool  that  runs  away  j 

*  A  quibble  intended  betiveen  dolours  and  dollars. 

D  3  Tke 
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The  fcol  no  knave,  perdy. 

Kent.  Where  learned  you  this,  fool  ? 
Fool,  Noti'th'ftocksj  fool. 

SCENE    X.       Enter  Lear  and  Glo'fter. 
tear.  Deny  to  fpeak  with  me  ?  they're  fick,  they're 
weary, 
They  have  travell'd  all  the  night  ?  mere  fetches^ 
The  images  *  of  revolt  and  flying  off. 
Bring  we  a  better  anfwer-  '    ■  '" 

Glo.  My  dear  Lord, 
You  know  the  fiery  quality  of  the  duke  : 
How  unremoveable  and  fix'd  he  is 
In  his  own  courfe.  ' 

Lear.  Vengeance  !    plague  !  death !   confufion  !— • 
Fiery  ?  what  fiery  quality  ?  why,  Glo'fter, 
I'd  fpeak  with  the  Duke  of  Cornwall  and  his  wife. 
Glo.  Well,  my  good  Lord,  I  have  inform'd  them  fo. 
Lear.  Inform'd  them  ?  doft  thou  underftand  me,  man? 
Glo,  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 

Lear.  The   King  would  fpeak   with   Cornwall,  the 
dear  father 
Wou'd  with  his  daughter  fpeak  ;  commands  her  fervice? 
Are  they  informed  ot  this  ? — my  breath  and  blood: — 
Fiery  ?  the  fiery  Duke  ?  tell  the  hot  Duke,  that— — 
No,  but  not  yet ;  may  be  he  is  not  well  j 
Infirmity  doth  ftill  negle£l  all  office, 
Whereto  our  health  is  bound  ;  we're  not  ourfelves. 
When  nature,  being  opprefs'd,  commands  the  mind 
To  fuffer  with  the  body.     I'll  forbear  j 
And  am  fall'n  out  with  my  more  headier  will. 
To  take  the  indifpos'd  and  fickly  fit 
For  the  found  man.— Death  on  my  ftate  !  but  wherefore 
Should  he  fit  here  ?  This  aft  perfaades  me, 
That  this  remotion  of  the  Duke  and  her 
Is  pradice  only.     Give  me  my  fervant  forth ; 
Go,  tell  the  Duke  and's  wife,  I'd  fpeak  with  them  : 

Now,  prefently, bid  them  come  forth,  and  hear  me. 

Or  at  their  chamber  door  I'll  beat  the  drum, 

*  images,  for  indicathns. 

Till 
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Till  it  cry,  Sleep  to  rleath. 

Glo.  I  would  have  all  well  betwixt  you.  [Exit, 

Lear.  Oh  me,  my  heart!  my  rifingheart!  but  down. 
Fool.  Civ  to  it,  nuncle,  as  the  cockney  did  to  the 
eels,  when'iTie  put  them  i'th'pafty  alive  j  fherapp'd'em 
o'th'coxcombs  with  a  ftick,  andcry'd,  Down,  wantons, 
down  :  'twas  her  brother,  that  in  pure  kindnefs  to  his 
horfe  butter' d  his  hay. 

SCENE     XI. 
Enter  Cornwall,  Regan,  Glo'fter,  atidfervatits* 
Lear.  Good  morrow  to  you  both. 
Corn.  Hail  to  your  grace  !         [  Kent  is  fet  at  liberty  I 
Hcg.  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  Highnefs. 
Lear.  Regan,  I  think  you  are  j  I  know  what  reafoA 
I  have  to  think  fo  ;  if  thou  wert  not  glad, 
I  would  divorce  me  from  thy  mother's  tomb. 
Sepulchring  an  adult' refs.   O,  are  you  free  ?   [To  Kent. 
Some  other  time  for  that.     Beloved  Regan, 
Thy  fitter's  naught :   oh  Regan,  fhe  hath  tied 
hbarp-tooth'd  unkindnefs  like  a  vulture  here;* 

l^Points  to  his  heart 4. 
I  can  fcarce  fpeak  to  thee  ;  thou'lt  not  believe 
With  how  deprav'd  a  quality,    ■■-oh  Regan  !— — — 

Reg.  I  pray  you.  Sir,  take  patience  3  I  have  hope. 
You  lefs  knovi  how  to  value  her  dcfert. 
Than  flie  to  fcant  her  duty. 

Lear.  Say  ?  how  is  that  ?— — — 
Reg.  I  cannot  think  my  filler  in  the  leaft 
Would  fail  her  obligation.     If,  perchance, 
'She  haverefl:rain'd  the  riotsof  your  followers, 
'Tis  on  fuch  ground,  and  to  fuch  wholefome  end. 
As  clears  her  from  all  blame, 
Lear,  My  curfes  on  her  !■■•■■■ 
^eg.  O  Sir,  you  are  old, 
Nature  in  you  ftands  en  the  very  verge 
Of  her  confine  j  you  fhould  be  rul'd  and  led 
By  fome  difcretion,  thatdifcerns  yourftate 
Better  than  you  yourielf :  therefore  I  pray  you^ 

*  Alluding  to  the  fable  oiFrometheuh 
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That  to  our  fifter  you  do  make  return  j 
Say  you  have  wrong'd  her.  Sir. 

Lear.  A^k  her  forgivenefs  ? 
Do  you  but  mark  how  this  becomes  the  houfe  ? 
Dear  daughter,  I  confefs  that  I  am  old  j  [^Kneeling, 

A.g.e  is  unneceffary  :    on  my  knees  I  beg. 
That  you'll  vouchafe  me  raiment,  bed,  and  food. 

Reg.  Good  Sir,  no  more  j  theie  are  unfightly  tricks ; 
Return  you  to  my  filler, 
Lear.  Never,  Regan. 
She  hath  abated  me  of  half  my  train  ; 
Look'd  black  upon  me  j  fl-ruck  me  with  her  tongue, 
Moft  ferptnt-like,  upon  the  very  heart. 
All  the  ftor'd  vengeances  of  Heaven  fall 
On  her  ingrateful  top  !  ftrike  her  young  bones. 

You  taking  airs,  with  lamenefs  ! 

Corn.  Fie,  Sir  !  lie  ! 

Lear.    You   nimble   lightnings,    dart  your  blinding 
Into  her  fornfuU  eyes  !  infe£l  her  beauty,  [flames 

You  fen-fuck'd  fogs,  drawn  by  the  pow'rful  fun 
To  fall,  and  blalt  her  pride. 
Reg.  O  the  blefs'd  Gods  ! 
So  will  you-wifli  on  me,  when  the  rafhmoodis  on. 

Lear.  No.  Regan,  thou  fhalt  never  have  my  curfe  ; 
Thy  tender-hefted  nature  /hall  not  give 
Thee  o'er  to  harfhnefsj  her  eyes  are  fierce,  but  thine 
Do  comfort,  and  not  burn.     'Tis  not  in  thee 
To  grudge  my  pleafures,.  to  cut  off  my  train. 
To  bandy  hafly  words,  to  fcant  my  fizes. 
And,  in  conclufion,  to  oppofe  the  bolt 
Againft  my  coming  in.     Thou  better  know'ft 
The  offices  of  nature,  bond  of  childhood, 
EfYe£ts  of  couvtefy,  and  dues  of  gratitude; 
Thy  half  o'th'kingdom  thou  hail  not  forgot. 
Wherein  I  thee  endow'd. 

Reg.  Good  fir,  co  th'  purpofe.  \T'rumpet  ivitbi^* 

Lear.  Whoputmy  man  i'th'ftocks? 

Enter  Stsrward. 
Corn.  What  trumpet's  chat'? 
ReiT.  I  know' t,  oiyiifters;  this  approves  her  letter, 
^  Thar 
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That  fhe  would  foon  be  here.     Is  your  lady  come? 

Lear.   This  is  a  flave,  whofe  eafy-borrow'd  J  pride 
Dwells  in  the  fickle  grace  of  her  he  follows. 
Out,  varkt,  from  my  fight. 

Corn,  What  means  your  Grace  ? 

SCENE     "Al.         j&«/'e>- Gonerill. 

Lear.  Who  ftock'd  my  fervant  ?  Regan,  I've  good  hop« 
Thou  didft  not  know  on't.— —  Who  comes  here  ? 
-O  Heav'ns!  ^ 

If  you  do  love  old  men,  if  your  fweet  fway 
Hallow  obedience,  if  \ourfe)ves  are  old. 
Make  it  your  caufe  ;   fend  down,  and  take  my  part. 
Art  not  afham'd  to  look  upon  this  beard  ? 
O  Regan,  will  you  take  her  by  the  hand  ? 

Gon.  Why  not  by  th'  hand.  Sir  ?.  how  have  I  offend- 
All's  not  offence  that  indifcretion  fines,  [ed  ? 

And  dotage  terms  fo. 

Lear,  C  fides,  you  are  too  tough  ?  [flocks  ? 

Will  you  yet  hold  ? How  came  my  man  i'  thd 

Corn,  I  fet  him  there,  Sir  :  but  his  own  difordei* 
Deferv'd  much  lefs  advancement. 

Lear.  You  ?  did  you  ? 

Reg.   I  pray  you,  father,  being  weak,  deem'tfo* 
If,  till  the  expiration  of  your  month. 
You  will  return  and  fojourn  with  my  fifler, 
Difmiifing  half  your  t,rain,  come  then  to  me  ; 
I'm  now  fjom  home,  and  out  of  that  provifion 
Which  fhall  be  needful  for  your  entertainment. 

Lear.   Return  to  her,  and  fifty  men  difmifs'd  l> 
No,  rather  I  abjure  all  roofs,   and  chufe 
To  wage  againfl:  the  enmity  o*  th'  air  j 
To  be  a  comrade  with  the  wolf  and  owl, 
Neceflity's  fharp  pinch— ——Return  with  her  ? 
Why,   the  hot-blooded  France,  that  dow'rlefs  took 
Our  youngeft  born,  I  could  as  well  be  brought 
To  knee  his  throne,  and  'fquire-like  penfion  beg. 

To  keep  bafe  life  a- foot. Return  with  her? 

Perfuade  me  rather  to  be  a  flave,  and  fumpter^ 
To  this  detefted  groom. 


X  f^Jy-horyo'io''dj  foi  natural  to  bi^. 
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Con,  At  your  choice,  Sir.  | , 

Lear,  I  pi*ythee,  daughter,  do  not  make  me  mad  j, 
I  wiU  not  trouble  thee,  my  child.     Farewel  ; 
We'll  no  more  meet,  no  more  fee  one  another  ; 
But  yet  thou  art  my  fiefli,  my  blood,  my  daughter,—— 
Or  rather  a  difeale  that*s  in  my  flefh. 
Which  I  muft  needs  call  mine  j  thou  art  a  bile, 
A  plngue-fore,  or  imbofled  carbuncle, 
In  my  corrupted  blood  ;   but  I'll  not  chide  thee. 
Let  /hame  come  when  it  will,   I  do  not  call  itj 
I  d('  not  bid  the  thunder-bearer  /hoot, 
Nor  tej!  tales  of  thee  to  high-judging  Jove. 
Mend  when  thou  canft,  be  better  at  thy  leifure. 
I  can  be  patient,  I  can  ftay  with  Regan  j 
I  and  my  hundred  knights. 

Reg    Not  altogether  fo  } 
I  look'd  not  for  you  yet,  nor  am  provided 
For  your  fit  welcome  j  give  ear  to  my  fifter  j 
For  thofe  that  mirigle  reafon  with  your  paflion, 
Muft  be  content  to  think  you  old,  and  fo--  " 
But  /he  knows  what  jhe  does. 

Lear,   Is  this  well  fpoken  ? 

Reg.  I  dare  avouch  it.  Sir.     What,  fifty  followers  ? 
Is  it  not  we  1  ?   what  /hould  you  need  of  more  * 
Yea,  or  fo  many  ?  fince  both  charge  and  danger 
Speak  'gainfl:  fo  great  a  number  :  how  in  one  houfe 
Should  many  people  under  two  commands 
Hold  amity  ?   'tis  hard,  almoft  impoffible. 

Gon.  Why  might  not  you,  my  Lord,  receive  attend- 
From  thofe  that  /he  calls  fervants,  or  from  mine  ?   [ance 

Reg.  Why  not,  my  Lordi*  if  then  they  chanc'd  to  /lack 
We  could  controul  them.     If  you'll  come  to  me,     [ye, 
(For  DOW  I  fpy  a  danger)  I  intreat  you 
To  bring  but  five  and  twenty  }  to  no  more 
Will  I  give  place  or  notice. 

Lear.  I  gave  you  all 

Reg,  And  in  good  time  you  gave  it. 

Lear.  Made  you  my  guardians,  my  depofitaries  5 
But  kept  a  refervation  to  be  follow' d 
With  fuch  a  number :  mull  I  come  to  you 

With 
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tVith  five  and  twenty  ?  Regan,  faid  you  fo  ? 

Reg.  And  fpeak't  again,  my  Lord,  no  more  with  me, 

Lear.  Thofe  v/rinkled  creatures  yet  do  look  well-fa- 
vour'd, 

liVhen  others  are  more  wrinkled.     Not  being  worft, 
jtands  in  fome  rank  cf  praife  J  I'll  go  with  thee  : 

[To  Goi). 
rhy  fifty  yet  doth  double  five  and  twenty  5 
\ni  thou  haft  twice  her  love 

Gon.  Hear  me,  my  Lord. 
What  need  you  five  and  twenty,  ten,  or  five. 
To  follow  in  a  hrufe,  where  twice  fo  many 
Have  a  command  to  'tend  you  ? 

JReg.  What  needs  one  ? 

Lea*'.  O,  reafon  not  the  need  :  our  bafeft  beggar* 
Are  in  the  pooreft  things  fuperfluous  } 
A.II0W  not  nature  more  than  nature  needs, 
Man's  life  s  cheap  as  beafls.     Thou  art  a  lady ; 
[f  only  to  go  warm  were  gorgeous, 
Why,  nature  needs  net  what  thou  gorgeous  wear*ft. 
Which  fcarcely  keepn  thee  warm  j  but  for  true  need,-^" 
Y"ou  heav'ns,  give  me  that  patience  which  I  need! 
Vou  fee  me  here,  you  gods,  a  poor  old  man. 
As  full  of  grief  as  age  j  wretched  in  both! 
If  it  be  you  that  ftir  thefe  daughters'  hearts 
Againft  their  father,  fdol  me  not  fo  much 
To  bear  it  tamely  j  touch  me  with  noble  angeri 

0  let  not  wcmens'  weapons,  water-drops. 

Stain  my  man's  cheeks.     No,  you  unnat'ral  hags, 

1  will  have  fuch  revenges  on  you  both. 

That  all  the  world  fhall— — I  will  do  fuch  things. 

What  they  are,  yet  I  know  notj  but  they  fhall  be 

The  terrors  of  the  earth .     You  think  I'll  weep. 

No,  I'll  not  weep  ——I  have  full  caufe  of  weeping.—— 

This  heart  fhall  break  into  a  thoufand  flaws 

Or  ere  I  weep.     O  fool,   I  fhall  go  mad 

[^Exeunt  Lear,  Glo'fter,  Kent,  and  Fool. 
SCENE     XIII. 
Corn.  Let  us  withdraw,  'twill  be  a  ftorm. 

[^Storm  and  tempefi. 

Gent- 
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Reg.  This  houfe  is  little  ;  the  old  man  and  his  people 
Cannot  be  well  beftow'd. 

Gon.  *Tis  his  own  blame  hath  put  himfelf  from  reft. 
And  muft  needs  tafte  his  folly. 

Reg.  For  his  particular,  I'll  receive  him  gladly  \ 
But  not  one  follower. 
.   Gon.  So  am  I  purpos'd. 

Where  is  my  Lord  of  Glo'fter  ? 
Enter  Glo'fter. 

Corn.  FollowM  the  old  man  forth;    ■■  '    -he  isreturnM. 

Clo.  The  King  is  in  high  rage,  and  will  I  know  not 
whither. 

Corn.  'Tis  beft  to  give  him  way,  he  leads  himfelf. 

Con.  My  Lord,  intreat  him  by  no  means  to  ftay. 

Clo.  Alack,  the  night  comes  on  j  and  the  high  winds 
Do  forely  rufsle,  for  many  miles  about 
There's  fcarce  a  bufh. 

Reg,  O  Sir,  to  wilful  men. 
The  injuries  that  they  themfelves  procure, 
Muft  be  their  fchoolmafters :  fhut  up  your  doon. 
He  is  attended  with  a  defp'rate  train  j 
And  what  they  may  incenfe  him  to,  being  apt 
To  have  his  ear  abus'd,  wifdom  bids  fear. 

Corn.  Shut  up  your  doors,  my  Lord,  'tis  a  wild  night. 
My  Regan  counfels  well :  come  out  o'  th'  ftorm . 

[^Exeunt, 

ACT    III.        SCENE    I. 

A  heath. 

A  Jiorm  h  heard,  •with  thunder  and  lightning.     Enter 

Kent,  and  a  Gentleman,  federally. 
Kent.  WT^O*^  there,  befides  foul  weather? 

YV    Grwr.  One  minded  like  the  weather,  moft 

unquietly. 
Kent.  I  know  you  ;  where's  the  King  ? 
Gent.  Contending  with  the  fretful  elements  j 
Bids  the  wind  blow  the  earth  into  the  fea. 
Or  fwell  the  curled  waters  'bove  the  main. 
That  things  might  change  or  ceafe  j  tears  his  white  hair  ; 

[Which 
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[Which  the  impetuous  blafts  with  eyelefs  rage 
Catch  in  their  fury,  and  make  nothing  of  ]  ;  J 
Strives  in  his  little  world  of  man  t'  outfcorn 
The  to-and-fro-confli£ting  wind  and  rain. 
This  night,  wherein  the  cub-drawn  §  bear  would  couchj 
The  lion,  and  the  belly-pinched  folk 
Keep  their  fur  dry  j  unbonneted  he  runs. 
And  bids  what  will,  take  all, 
Kent.  But  who  is  with  him  ? 
Gent.  None  but  the  fool,  who  labours  to  out-jefl; 
His  heart- ftruck  injuries. 

Kent.   Sir,  I  do  know  you. 
And  dare,  upon  the  warrant  of  my  note. 
Commend  a  dear  thing  to  you.     There's  divlfion 
(Although  as  yet  the  face  of  it  is  cover'd 
With  mutual  cunning)  'twixt  Albany  and  Cornwall. 
""[Who  have  (as  who  have  not,  whom  their  great  ftars 
Throne  and  fet  high  !)  fervants,  who  feem  no  lefs  j 
Which  are  to  France  the  fpies  and  fpeculations 
Intelligent  of  our  ftate.     What  hath  been  feen. 
Either  in  fnuffs  and  packings  of  the  Dukes  j 
Or  the  hard  r«in,  which  both  of  them  have  borne 
Againft  the  old  kind  King ;  or  fomething  deeper, 
(Whereof,  perchance,  thefe  are  but  furnishings — — )1 
jut  true  it  is,  from  France  there  comes  a  power 
Into  this  fcathed  kingdom  j   who  already. 
Wife  in  our  negligence,  have  fecret  feize 
In  fome  of  our  beft  ports,  and  are  at  point 

To  fhow  their  open  banner. Now  to  you. 

If  on  my  credit  you  dare  build  fo  far 

To  make  your  fpeed  to  Dover,  you  fhall  find 

Some  that  will  thank  you,  making  ]uft  report 

Of  how  unnatural  and  bemadding  forrow 

The  King  hath  caufe  to  plain. 

I  am  a  Gentleman  of  blood  and  breeding, 

And,  from  fome  knowledge  and  affurance  of  you. 

Offer  this  office. 

J   Thefe  tivo  lines  in  crotchets  are  fome  player'' s  trajh, 
§  i.  e.  'whofe  dugs  are  draiun  dry  by  its  young. 
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Gent,  rll  talk  further  with  you. 
Kent.  No,  do  not: 
For  confirmation  that  I  am  much  more 
Than  my  out-wall,  open  this  purfe,  and  take. 
What  it  contains.     If  you  fhall  fee  Cordelia, 
(As,  fear  not,  but  you  (hall)  fhew  her  that  ring. 
And  fhe  will  tell  you  who  this  fellow  is. 
That  yet  you  do  not  know.     Fie  on  this  ftorm ! 
I  will  go  feek  the  King. 

Gent.  Give  me  your  hand,  have  you  no  mere  to  fay? 
Ketft.  Few  words,  but,  to  effea,  more  than  all  yet  j 
That  when  we  have  found  the  King,  (for  which  you  take 
That  way,  I  this)  he  that  firft  lights  on  him. 
Halloo  the  other.  [Exeunt  federally 

SCENE     II.       Storm  Jiill.       Enter  Lezv  and  Fool. 
Lear.    Blow  winds,  and  crack  your  cheeks  ;    rage. 
You  catarafts,  and  hurricanes,  fpout  [blow  ! 

Till  you  have  drench'd  our  fteeples,  drown  d  the  cocks' 
You  fulph'rous  and  thought-executing  fites^ 
[Vaunt  couriers  of  oak-cleaving  thunderbolts,]  $ 
Singe  my  white  head.     And  thou,  all-fhakmg  thunder. 
Strike  flat  the  thick  rotundity  o'  th'  world  ; 
Crack  nature's  mould,  all  germins  fpill  at  once 
That  make  ungrateful  man!  _  ,       ,      y    . 

FooL  Onuncle,  court-holy-water  in  a  dry  houfe  is 
better  than  the  rain-water  out  o'  door.  Good  nuncle, 
in,  and  ask  thy  daughters'  bleffing  :  here  s  a  night  that 
pities  neither  wife  men  nor  fools.  r      .     •    i 

Lear.  Rumble  thy  belly  full,  fpit  fire,  fpout  ram  ! 
Nor  rain,  wind,  thunder,  fire,  are  my  daughters. 
I  tax  not  vou,  you  elements,  with  unkmdnels  ; 
I  never  gave  you  kingdom,  call'd  you  children  ; 
You  owe  me  no  fubfcription.  §     Then  let  fall 

Your  horrible  pleafure. Here  I  ftand  your  brave  ; 

A  poor,  infirm,  weak,  and  defpis'd  old  man  ! 

But  yet  I  call  you  fervile  minifters. 

That  have  with  two  pernicious  daughters  join  a 

X  This  line  the  players'  fpurious  ijjue. 
L  fubfcription f  for  obedience, 

Yoar 
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Your  high-engender*d  battles,  *gainft  a  head 
So  old  and  white  as  this.     Oh!  oh!  'tis  foul. 

FooJ.  He  that  has  a  hdufe  to  put's  head  in,    has  a  good 
head-piece. 

The  cod-piece  that  will  houfe  before  the  head  has  any, 
The  head  and  he  fhall  lowfe  j  fo  beggars  marry  many. 
That  man  that  makes  his  toe  what  he  his  heart  fhould 

make. 
Shall  of  a  corn  cry  woe,  and  turn  his  fleep  to  wake. 
For  there  was  never  yet  fair  woman,    but  fhe  made 
mouths  in  a  glafs. 

SCENE     in.         To  tbcm,  evter  Kent. 

Lear.  N6>  I  will  be  the  pattern  of  all  patience  j 
I  will  fay  nothing. 

Kent.  Who's  there  }■ 

Fool,  Marry,  here's  grace,  and  a  cod-piece,  that's  a 
wife  man  and  a  fool. 

Kent.    Alas,  Sir,  are  you  here  ?  Things  that  love 
night, 
Love  not  fuch  nights  asthefe  :  the  wrathful  skies 
Gallow  the  very  wand'rers  of  the  dark, 
And  make  them  keep  their  caves.     Since  I  was  man. 
Such  fheets  of  fire,  fuch  burfts  of  horrid  thunder. 
Such  groans  of  roaring  wind  and  rain,  I  never 
Remember  to  have  heard.     Man's  nature  cannot  carry 
Th'  afflidlion,  nor  thfe  force. 

Lear.  Let  the  great  gods, 
That  keep  this  dreadful  pudder  o'er  our  heads, 
Flad  out  their  enemies  now.     Tren^ble,  thou  wretch. 
That  haft  within  thee  undivulged  crimes, 
Unwhipp'd  of  juftice  I  Hide  thee,  thou  bloody  hand  5 
Thou  perjure,  and  thou  fimular  of  virtue. 
That  art  inceftuous !  caitiff,  fhake  to  pieces. 
That,  under  cover  of  convivial  feeming. 

Haft  praftis'd  on  man's  life ! Clofe  pent-up  guilts. 

Rive  your  concealing  continents,  and  ask 

Thofe  dreadful  fumnjoners  grace  I 1  am  a  man, 

More  finn'd  againft,  than  finning. 

Kent.  Alack,  bare-headed  ? 
Gracious  my  Lord,  hard  by  here  is  a  hovel ; 

E  a  Some 
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Some  friendiTilp  will  it  lend  you  'gainft  the  tempeft:- 
Repofe  you  there,  while  I  to  this  hard  houfe 
(Mote  hard  than  is  the  ftone  whereof '1:is  rais'd  j 
Which  even  but  now,  demanding  after  you, 
Peny'd  me  to  come  in)  return,  and  force 
Their  fcanted  courtefy. 

Lear.  My  wits  begin  to  turn. 
Come  on,  my  boy.     How  doft,  my  boy  ?  art  cold  ? 

I'm  cold  myfelf.     Where  is  the  ftraw,  my  fellow  ? 

The  art  of  our  neceflities  is  ftrange. 

That  can  make  vile  things  precious.     Come,  your  hoveh 

Poor  fool  and  knave-,  I've  one  ftring  in  my  heart  I 

That's  forry  yet  for  thee. 

Fool,   He  that  has  an  a  little  tiny  ivit. 

With  heigh  ho,  the  ivind  and  the  rain, 
Muji  make  content  ivith  his  fortunes  ft , 
nougb  the  rain  it  raineth  every  day. 

Lear.  True,  my  good  boy  :  come  bring  us  to  this  ho- 
vel. C^^'^' 

Foci.  'Tis  a  brave  night  to  cool  a  courtezan. 
I'll  fpeak  a  prophecy  or  two  ere  I  go. 
When  priefts  are  more  in  words  than  matter  j 
When  brewers  mar  their  malt  with  water  j 
When  nobles  are  their  tailours'  tutors ; 
No  heretics  burnt,  but  wenches  fuitors^j 
Then  comes  the  time,  who  lives  to  fee't. 
That  going  Ihall  be  us'd  with  feet. 
When  every  cafe  in  law  is  right,  _ 
No  'fquire  in  debt,  and  no  poor  knight  J 
When  flanders  do  not  live  in  tongues, 
/.nd  cut-purfes  come  not  to  throngs  ; 
When  ufurers  rell  their  gold  i'  th'  field. 
And  bawds  and  whores  do  churches  build  ; 
Then  fhall  the  realm  of  Albion 

Come  to  great  confufion.  »  «    ,.     i   r  »„ 

This  prophecy  Merlin  ihall  make,  for  I  do  live  before 

his  ume,  ,  L 

SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E  IV.      Jn  apartment  in  CW^tx^s  caftle. 

Enter  GWi\.tT  and 'Ei.mnnA, 
do.  Alack,  alack,  Edmund,  I  like  not  this  unnatu- 
ral dealing.  When  Idefir'd  their  leave  that  I  tr.ight  pity 
him,  they  took  from  me  the  ufe  of  mine  own  houfe ; 
charg'd  me  on  pain  of  perpetual  difpleafure,  neither  to 
fpeak  of  him,  intreat  for  himi,  or  any  way  fuftain  him. 
Edm,   Moft  favage  and  unnatural ! 
Glo.  Go  to,  fay  you  nothing.     There  is  divifion  be- 
tween the  Dukes,  and  a  worfe  matter  than  that.  I  have 
received  a  letter  this  night,  'tis  dangerous  to  be  fpoken. 
(I  have  lock'd  the  letter  in  my  clofet.)     Thefe  injuries 
the  king  now  bears,  will  be  revenged  home.     There  is 
part  of  a  power  already  footed  j  we  mufl  incline  to  the 
King.       I   will  look  for  him,    and  privily  relieve  him. 
Go  you,  and  maintain  talk  with  the  Duke,  that  my  cha- 
rity be  not  of  him  perceived.    If  be  ask  for  me,  I  am  ill, 
and  gone  to  bed  j  if  I  die  for  it,  as  no  lefs  is  threaten'd 
me,  the  King  my  old  mafter  mull  be  relieved.     There 
are  ftrange  things  toward,  Edm.und  3  pray  you,  be  care- 
ful. [Exit.  . 

Edm.  This  courtefy  forbid  thee,  fhall  the  Duke 
Inftantly  know,  and  of  that  letter  too. 
This  feems  a  fair  deferving,  and  mu ft  draw  me- 
That  which  my  faiher  lofes  5  no  lefs  than  all. 
The  younger  rifes,  when  the  old  doth  fail.  [Exit, 

SCENE     V. 
Changes  to  a  part  of  the  heath  ivith  a  hovel. 
Enter  Lear,  Kent,  and  Fool. 
Kent.  Here  is  the   place,  my  Lord  j    good  my  Lord, 
The  tyranny  o'  the  open  night's  too  rough  [enter. 

For  nature  to  endure.  [^Stormjlin. 

Lear.  Let  me  alone. 
Kent.  Good  my  Lord,  enter  here. 
Lear.  Will't  break  my  heart  ?  [enter^ 

Kent.  I'd  rather  break  mine  own  ;   good  my   Lord, 
Lear,  Thou  think'ft  'tis  much,  that  thi&contentious 
Invades  us  to  the  skin  ;  fo  'tis  to  thee  j  [ftorm 

But  where  the  greater  malady  is  fix'd, 
The  leffer  is  fcarce  felt.    Thou'dfl  ihun  a  bear  ; 
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But  if  thy  flight  lay  towards  the  roaring  fea, 

Thou'cift  meet  the  bear  i'  th'  mouth.  When  the  mind's 

The  body's  delicate  ;   rhe  tempeft  in  my  mJnd       [tree. 

Doth  from  my  fenfes  take  all  feeling  elfe. 

Save  what  beats  there.     Filial  ingratitude  ! 

Is  it  not,  as  this  mouth  fhould  tear  this  hand 

For  lifting  food  to't  ? But  I'll  punifh  home  j 

No,  I  will  weep  no  more In  fuch  a  night. 

To  fhut  me  out  f pour  on,  I  will  endure. 

In  fuch  a  night  as  this  !  O  Regan,  Gonerill, 

Your  old  kind  father,  whofe  frank  heart  gave  all 

O  that  way  madnefs  lies  j  let  me  ftun  that  j 
No  more  of  that. 

Kent.  Good  my  Lord,  enter  here. 

Lear.  Pr'ythee  go  in  thyfelf,  feek  tliine  own  cafe  } 
This  tempeft  will  not  give  me  leave  to  ponder 
On  things  would  hurt  me  more — but  I'll  go  in  j 

In,  hoy,  go  firft.     You  houfelefs  poverty 

Nay,  get  thee  in  j  I'll  pray,  and  then  I'll  fleep 

[Exit  Fool. 

Poor  naked  wretches,  wherefoe*er  you  are, 
That  bide  the  pelting  of  this  pitilefs  ftorm  ! 
How  fliall  your  houfelefs  head?,  and  unfed  fides. 
Your  loop'd  and  window'd  raggednefs,  defend  yoa 

Fvom  feafons  fuch  asthefe  ? O  I  have  ta'en 

Too  little  care  of  this  !  take  phyfic.  Pomp  ; 

Expofe  thyfelf  to  feel  what  wretches  feel. 

That  thou  may'ft  fhake  the  fuperflux  to  them, 

And  fhe w  the  heavens  more  ]ni\.  [poor  Tom . 

E^g'  [w//^/«.]  Fathom  and  half,  fathom  and  half  f 

FooL  Come  not  in  here,  nuncle,  here's  a  fpirit  j  help 
ine,  help  me.  [The  fool  runs  out  from  the  hoveL 

Kent.   Give  my  thy  hand,  who's  there  ? 

Fool.  A  fpirir,  a  fpirit  \  he  fays  his  name's  poor  Tom. 

Ktnt,  What  art  thou  that  doft  grumble  there  i'  th* 

ftraw  ?  come  forth. 

SCENE    VI. 
Enter  Edgar,  difguii"d  like  a  madman. 
Ed^.  Away  !  the  foul  fiend  follows  me.     Through 
the  fliarp  hawthorn  blows  the  cold  windt    Humph,  go 
*  to 
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to  thy  bed  and  warm  thee. 

L:ar.  Didft  thou  give  all  to  thy  daughters  ?  and  art 
thou  come  to  this  ? 

Edg.  Who  gives  any  thing  to  poor  Tom  ?  whom  the 
foul  fiend  hath  led  through  fire  and  through  flame, 
through  ford  and  whirlpool,  o'er  bog  and  quagmire  j 
that  hath  laid  knives  under  his  pillow,  and  halters  in 
his  pew  J  fet  ratfbane  by  his  porr  dge,  made  him  proud 
of  heart  to  ride  on  a  bay  trotting  horfe  over  four-inch'd 
bridges,  to  courfe  his  own  fhadow  for  a  traitor,  ■  - 
blefs  thy  five  wits;  Tom's  a-cold.  O  do,  de,  do,  de,  do, 

de  ; blefs  thee  from  whirlwinds,  ftar-blafting,  anil 

taking  j  do  poor  Tom  fome  ckarity,  whom  the  foul 
fiend  vexes.  There  could  I  have  him  now,  and  there, 
and  here  again,   and  there.  [StormJiilU 

Liar.  What,  have  his  daughters  brought  him  to  this 
pafs  ? 
Could'ft  thou  fave  nothing  ?  didft  thou  give  'em  all  ? 

Fool.  Nay,  he  referv'd  a  blanket,  elfe  we  had  been 
all  fliamed . 

Lear.  Now  all  the  plagues  that  in  the  pendulous  air 
Hang  fated  o'er  merss'  faults,  light  on  thy  daughters  ! 
Kent,  He  hath  no  daughters.  Sir. 
Lear.  Death!    traitor,    nothing  could  have  fubdu'd 
To  fuch  a  lownefs  but  his  unkind  daughters.       [nature 
t«!  it  the  fafhion  that  difcarded  fathers 
Should  have  thus  little  mercy,  on  their  fle/h  ? 
Judicious  puniihment!   'twas  this  flefh  begot 
Thofe  pelican  daughters. 

Edg.  Pillicock  fat  on  pillicock-hill,  halloo,  haIIoo> 
loo,  loo  ! 

Fool,  This  cold  night  will  turn  us  all  to  fools  and 
madmen. 

Edg.  Take  heed  o'  th'  foul  fiend  ;  obey  thy  parents; 
keep  thy  word  juftly :  fwear  not  ;  commit  not  with 
man's  fworn  fpoufe  ;  fet  nor  thy  fweet  heart  on  proud 
array.     Tom's  a-cold. 

Lear.  What  haft  thou  been  ? 

Edg.  A  ferving  man,  proud  in  heart  and  mind  ;  that 
curl'd  my  hair,  wore  gloves  in  my  cap,  ferv'd  the  luft 

cf 
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of  my  miftrefs's  heart,  and  did  the  a6l  of  darknefs  with 
her  :  fwore  as  many  oaths  as  I  fpake  words,  and  broke 
them  in  the  fweet  fare  of  heav'n.    One  that  flept  in  the 
contriving  luft,  and  wak'd  to  doit.  Wine  lov'd  I  deep- 
ly ;  dice  dearly  ;   and  in   woman,    cut-paramour'd  the 
Turk.     Falfe  of  heart,  light  of  ear,f  bloody  of  hand  j 
hog  in  floth,  fox  in  ftealth,   wolf  in  greedinefs,  dog  in 
inadfiels,  lion  in  prey.     Let  not  the  creaking  of  ihoes, 
nor  the  ruftling  of  filks,  betray  thy  poor  heart  to  woman. 
Keep  thy   foot  but  of  brothels,  thy  hand  out  of  plac- 
kets, thy   pen  from  lenders'    books>  and  defie  the  foul 
fiend.    Still  through- the  hawthorn  blows  the  cold  wind; 
fays  fuum,  mun^  nonny,  dolphin  my  boy,  boy,  SefTey: 
let  him  trot  by.  [Storm Jii/7. 

hear.  Thou  wert  better  in  thy  grave,  than  to  anfwer 
■with  thy  uncover'd  body  this  extremity  of  the  skies. 
Is  man  no  more  than  this  }  confider  him  well.  Thou 
ow'ft:  the  worm  no  filk,  the  beaft  no  hide,  the  fheep 
no  wool,  the  cat  no  perfume.  Ha  !  here's  three  of  us 
are  fo  fophifticated.  Thou  art  the  thing  itfelf  j  unac- 
commodated man  is  no  more  but  fuch  a  poor,  bare,  fork- 
ed animal  as  thou  art.  Off,  off,  you  lendings  ;  come 
unbutton  here.  [Itearing  off  his  cloaths. 

Fool.  Pr'ythee,  nuncle,  be  contented  j  'tis  a  naughty . 
night  to  fwim  in.     Now  a  little  fire  in  a  wild  field  were 
like  an  old  lecher's  heart,  a  fmall  fpatk,  and  all  the  reft" 
on's  body  cold  ;  look,  here  comes  a  walking  fire. 

Edg.  This  is  the  foul  Flibbertigibbet ;   he  begins    at 
curfew,  and  walks  till  the  firrt  cock  5  he  gives  the  web  - 
and  the  pin,  fquints  the  eye,   and  makes  the  hair-lip  : 
mildews  the  white  wheat,  and  hurts  the  poor  creatures-, 
©f  the  earth. 

Saint  JVithold  footed  thrice  the  tcold  j 
JHe  met  the  r.igbt-mare,  and  her  name  toldy 
Bid  her  alight y  and  her  t/'oth  plight. 
And  aroynt  tbee^  ivitch,  aroynt  tkee  right* 

Kent.  How  fares  your  grace  } 

•J-  J,  e.  credulous* 

SCENE 
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SCENE    VII. 

Enter  Glo'fter,  ivith  a  tcrcbi 

Lear.  What's  he  ? 

Knit.   Who's  there  ?  what  is't  you  leek  ? 

G/o.  What  are  vou  there  ?  your  names  ? 

Edg.  Poor  Tom,  that  eats  the  fwimming  frog,  the 
toad,  the  tod-Dole;  the  walV-newt,  and  the  water- 
newt  ;  that  in  the  fury  of  his  heart,  when  the  foul  fiend 
rages,  eats  cow  dung  for  fallets ;  fwallows  the  old  rat, 
and  the  ditch-dog  ;  drinks  the  green  mantle  of  the 
ftanding-pool  5  who  is  whipp'd  from  tything  to  tything, 
and  ftock-punifli'd,  and  imprifcn'd  :  who  hath  had 
three  fuits  to  his  back,  fix  ftirts  to  his  body  }  horfe  to 
tide,  and  weapon  to  wear  ; 

But  mice,  and  rats,  and  Juch  fmal'  gear. 
Haw  been  Torn' s  food  for  fewn  long  year. 
Beware  my    follower.     Peace,    Smolkin,  peace,  thou 

fiend  !  , 

G!o.  What,  hath  your  5 race  no  better  company  ? 

Edg.  The  prince  of  darknefs  is   a  gentleman  y  Mode 
he's  call'd,  and  Mahii. 

G/o.  Our  flefh  and  blood,  my  Lord,  is  grown  lo  vUe, 
That  it  doth  hate  what  gets  it. 

Edg.  Tom's  a-ccld. 

G/o.  Go  in  with  me  ;  my  duty  cannot  fufter 
T'obey  in  aJl  your  daughter's  hard  commands  : 
•  Though  their  injunftion  be  to  bar  my  doors. 
And  let  this  tyrannous  night  take  hold  upon  you  ; 
Yet  have  I  ventur'd  to  come  feek  you  out, 
And  bring  you  where  both  fire  and  food  is  ready. 

Lear.  Fir(>  let  me  talk  with  this  pliilofopher. — -* 

What  is  the  caufe  of  thunder  ? 

Kent.  My  good  Lord,  take  his  offer. 

Go  into  th'houfe.  ,  mi.  1. 

Lear.  I'll  talk  a  word  with  this  fame  learned  Theban^ 

What  is  your  ftudy  ?  ,       ,  .,1 

Edg.  How  to  prevent  the  fiend,  and  to  kill  vermin* 

Lear.  Let  us  ask  you  one  word  in  pr'vate. 

Ketjt.  Importune  him  once  more  to-  go,  my  Lord  j 

His  wits  begin  t'unfettle.  ^^ 
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Glo.  Can'ft  thou  blame  him  ?  {Storm  JiilL 

His  daughters  feek  his  death.    Ah,  that  good  Kent  ! 

*He  faid  it  would  be  thus ;  poor  banifh'd  man  ! 

*rhou  fay'ft  the  King  grows  mad  ;  I'll  tell  thee,  friend, 

I'm  almoft  mad  myfelf;'  I  had  a  fon, 

Now  outlaw'd  from  my  blood  ;  he  fought  my  life 

But  lately,  very  late  ;  I   lov'd  him,   friend. 

No  father  his  fon  dearer  :   true  to  tell  thee, 

The  grief  hath  craz'd  my  wits.     What   a  night's  this  ? 

I  do  befeech  your  Grace. 

Lear.  O  cry  you  mercy.  Sir: 
Noble  philofopher,  your  company, 

Edg.  Tom's  a -cold. 

Glo.  In,  fellow,  into  th'hovel ;  keep  thee  warm^ 

Lear.  Come,  let's  in  all. 

Kent.  This  way,  my  lord ^ 

Lear.  With  him  ;  ^ 

I  will  keep  flill  with  my  philofopher. 

Kent.  Good  my  Lord,  footh  him  j'let  him  take  the 
fellow. 

Gio.  Take  him  you  on. 

Kent.  Sirrah,  come  on  ;  along  with  us. 

Liar.  Come,  good  Athenian. 

Glo.  No  words,  no  words,  hufh. 

Edg.  Child  Rciuland  *  to  the  dark  tower  came  :■ 
His  •word  ivasjiilly  Fie,  fob,  andfum, 
I  fmell  the  blood  of  a  Britijh  man.  [^Exeunt. 

S  C  E"  N  E     VlII.        ChaKgti  to  Goofier" i  caftie. 
Enter  Cornwall,  and Edmuvd. 

Corn.  I  will  have  revenge  ere  I  depart  his  houfe. 

Edm.  How,  my  Lord,  I  may  be  cenfur'tl  that  nature- 

*  In  the  eld  times  of  cbivalrfy  the  noble  youth  lubo 
^ere  candidates  for  knighthood y  during  the  feafon  of  their 
■  probation,  ivere  called  In  fzns,  Varlets,  Damoyfels,  Ba- 
cheliers.  The  viojl  noble  of  the  youth  partitularly,  Infanf, 
Here  a  flsry  is  told,  infome  did  ballad,  of  the  famous  hero  and 
giant-killer  Roland,  before  he  ivcs  knighted,  ivho  is  there.' 
fore  called  Infans  j  ivbicb  the  ballad-maker  trar.flated  Child 
Roland. 

thus 
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hus  gives  v/ay  to  loyalty  j  fomething  fears  me  to  think 
)f. 

Corn.  I  now  perceive  it  vi^as  not  altogether  your  bro- 
wher's  evil  difpolition  made  him  feek  his  death  :  but  a 
provoking  merit,  fet  a-work  by  a  reproveable  badnefs 
n  himfelf. 

J?^;k.  How  malicious  is  my  fortune,  that  I  muft  re« 
»ent  to  be  jult?  This  is  the  letter  which  he  fpoke  of  j 
vhich  approves  him  an  intelligent  party  to  the  advanta- 
;e3  of  France.  Oh  heavens!  that  this  treafon  were  not^ 
)r  not  I  the  deteftor  ! 

Corn.  Go  with  me  to  the  Dutchefs. 

EJm.y  If  the  matter  of  this  paper  be  certaifl,  you  have 
nighty  bufinefs  in  hand. 

Corn.  True  or  falfe,  it  hath  made  thee  Earl  of  GIo'- 
Isr  :  feek  out  where  thy  father  is,  that  he  may  be  rea- 
iy  for  our  apprehenfion. 

Edm,  If  I  find  him  comforting  the  king,  it  will  fluff 
lis  fufpicion  more  {ul\y—'[ajjde.'j  I  will  perfevere  in  my 
ourfe  of  loyalty,  though  the  conflict:  be  fore  between 
hat  and  my  blood.  [Alouit 

Corn.  I  will  lay  truft  upon  thee,  and  thou  fhalt  find 

dearer  father  in  my  love.  \^Exeu}it, 

.SCENE     IX.         A  chamber  in  a  farm-honjet 
Enter  Kent  and  Glo'fter. 

Gh.  Here  is  better  tnan  the  open  air,  take  it  thank- 
"ully  :  I  will  piece  out  the  comfort  with  what  addition 
'.  can  ;   I  will  not  be  long  from  you.  \Exit, 

Kent.  All  the  power  of  his  wits  has  given  way  to  his 
mpatience  i  the  gods  reward  your  kindnefs ! 
Enter  Lear,  Edgar,  and  Fool.. 

J£dg.  Fraterreto  calls  me,  and  tells  me,  Nero  is  an 
ngler  in  the  lake  of  darknefs  ;  pray  innocent,  and  be- 
vare  the  foul  fiend. 

Foo/.  Pr'ythee,  nuncle,  tell  me,  whether  a  madman 
le  a  gentleman  or  a  yeoman  } 

Lear.  A  King,  a  King. 

Fool.  No,  he's  a  yeoman  that  has  a  gentleman  to  his 
on  ;  for  he's  a  mad  yeoman  that  fees  his  fon  a  gentle- 
nan  before  bitn.    . 

Lear» 
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Lear.  To  have  a  thoufand  with  red-burning  fpits 
Come  hizzing  in  upon  'eir 

E(^g.   The  foul  fiend  bites  my  back. 

Foo/.  He's  mad  chat  tnifls  in  the  tamenefs  of  a  wolf, 
the  heels  of  a  horfe,  the  love  of  a  boy,  or  the  oath  of 
a  whore. 

Lear.  It  {hall  be  done,  I  will  arraign 'em  ftrait. 
Come,  fit  thou  here,  moft  learned  juftjcer  ;  [To  the  Foe/. 
Thou  fapient  Sir,  fit  here now,  ye  flie- foxes!- l 
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Edg.  Look  where  /he  ftands  and  glares.     WanteftI 
At  trial.  Madam?  [thou  eyes 

Come  o'er  the  broom,  BeJJy,  to  me. 
Fool.  Her  boat  hath  a  leak,  andjhe  muft  not  ffeak 

Why  fhe  dares  not  come  o'uer  to  thee. 
Edg.  The  foul  fiend  haunts  poor  Tom  in  the  voice  of  I 
a  nightingale.     Hopdance  cries  in  Tom's  belly  for  two 
white  herrings.     Croak   not,  black  angel,  I  have  no 
food  for  thee. 

Kent.  How  do  you,  Sir?  ftand  you  not  fo  amazed  j 
Will  you  lie  down  and  reft  upon  the  cufiiions  ? 

Lear.  I'li  fee  their  trial  firft,biing  me  in  the  evidence. 
Thou  robed  man  of  juftice,  take  thy  place  j 
And  thou  his  yoke -fellow  of  equity, 
Bench  by  his  fide.   You  are  o'th'commifKon,  fit  you  too. 
.  Edg.  Let  us  deal  juftly.— 

Meefeft  or  ivakeji  thou,  jolly  Jhephcrd  f 

7hy  Jhecp  be  in  the  corn  ; 
And  for  one  b'aji  of  thy  minikin  meutb. 
Thy  peep  pall  take  no  harm, 
Purre,   the  rat,   r,  g'ey. 

Lear.  Arraign  her  firft,  'tis  Gonerill.  I  here  take 
Hiy  oath  before  this  honourable  afiembly,  fiie  kick'd  th{ 
poor  King  her  father. 

Fool.  Come  hither,  Miftrefc.  Is  your  mmeGonen/ll 
Lear.  She  cannot  deny  it. 

Fool.  Cry  you  mercy,  I  took  you  for  a  joint-frool. 
Lear.   And  here's  another,  whofe   wrapt  looks  pro- 
claim ]^: 
What  ftorc  her  heart  is  made  oi.    Stop  her  there  ; 

Arms. 
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Arms,  arms,  fword,  fire,— corruption  in  the  place  ' 
Falfe  jufticer,  why  haft  thou  let  her  'fcape  ? 

Edg.  Blefs  thy  five  wits. 

Kent.  O  pity  J  Sir,  where  is  the  patience  now 
That  you  fo  oft  have  boafted  to  retain  ? 

Edg.  My  tears  begin  to  take  his  part  fo  much. 
They  mar  my  counterfeiting.  XAIidc 

tear.  The  little  dogs  and  all. 
Tray,  Blanch,  and  Sweet-heart,  fee,  they  bark  at  me 

Edg.  Tom  will  throw  his  head  at  them;    avaunt. 
Be  thy  mouth  or  blacker  white,  [you  curs  ! 

Tooth  that  poifons  if  it  bite  j 
Maftiff,  grey-hound,  mongrel  grim, 
Hound  or  fpaniel,  brache,  or  hym  j 
Or  bohtail  tike,  or  trundle-tail, 
Tom  will  make  him  weep  and  wail ; 
For,  with  throwing  thus  my  head. 
Dogs  leap  the  hatch,  and  all  are  fled. 
Do,  de,  de,  de  :  SefTey,  come,  march  to  wakes  and  fairs. 
And  market  towns ;  poor  Tom,  thy  horn  is  dry. 

Lear.  Then  let  them  anatomize  Regan fee  what 

breeds  about  her  heart—Is  there  any  caufe  in  nature  that 
makes  thefe  hard  heaitsi*  You,  Sir,  I  entertain  for  one 
3f -my  hundred  J  only  I  do  not  like  the  fafhion  of  your 
garments.  You  will  fay  they  are  Peifian  :  but  let  them 
36  chang'd. 

Re-enter  Glo'fter. 

Kent,  Now,  good  my  Lord,  lie  here  and  reft  a  while. 

^  Lear.  Make  no  noife,  make  no  noife,  draw  the  cur- 

>0,  fo,  we'll  go  to  fupper  i'  th'  morning.  ftains  : 

Fool.  And  ril  go  to  bed  at  noon. 

Glo.  Come  hither,  friend.     Where  is  the  King,  my 

mafter  ? 
Kent.  Here  fir,  but  trouble  him  not  j  his  wits  are 

gone,- 
Glo.  Good  friend,  I  pr'ythee,  take  him  in  thy  arms ; 
I  have  o  erheard  a  plot  of  death  upon  him : 
There  is  a  litter  ready,  lay  him  in't, 
Ind  drive  tow'rd  Dover,  friend,  where  thou  ihalt  meet 
^°^*VI.  F  Both 
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Both  welcome  and  proteftion.     Take  up  thy  mafter. 
If  thou  fhould'ft  dally  half  an  hour,  his  life. 
With  thine,  and  all  that  offer  to  defend  him. 
Stand  in  affuied  lofs.     Take  up,   take  up. 
And  follow  me,  that  will  to  fome  provifion 
Give  thee  quick  condudV. 

Kent.  Opprefs'd  nature  fleeps  : 
This  reft  might  yet  have  balmed  thy  broken  fenfes. 
Which,  if  conveniency  will  not  allow. 
Stand  in  hard  cure.     Come,  help  to  bear  thy  mafter  ; 
Thou  muft  not  ftay  behind,  [To  FvoL 

Glo.  Come,  come,  away.     [Exe.  bearing  off  the  King^ 

Manet  Edgar. 
Edg.  When  we  our  betters  fee  bearing  our  woes, 
Wefcarcely  think  ourmiferies  our  foes. 
Who  alone  fuffers,  fuffers  moft  i'th'mind  ; 
Leaving  free  '\  things,  and  happy  Ihows  behind  ^ 
But  then  the  mind  much  fufT ranee  does  o'erskip. 
When  grief  hath  mates,   and  bearing  fellowfhip. 
How  light  and  portable  my  pain  feems  now. 
When  that  which  makes  me  bend,  makes  the  king 

He  childed,  as  I  father'd  ! Tom,  away  ;       [bow  ! 

Mark  the  high  noifes.  and  thyfelf  bewray,  J   **• 
When  falfe  opinion,  whofe  wr(;ng  thought  defiles  thee. 
In  thy  juft  proof  repeals,  and  reconciles  thee. 
What  will  hap  more  to-night  j  fafe  'fcape  the  king  ! 

Lurk,  lurk. [£;f/f  Edgar. 

SCENE    X.       Changes  to-Glo'fters  cajile. 
Enter  Cornwall,  Regan,  Gonerill,  Edmund,  and  Ser* 
•vants- 
Corn.  Poft  fpeedily  to  my  Lord  your  husband,  fhew 
him.  this  letter ;  thearmyof  France  islanded  j  feek  out 
the  traitor  Glo'fter. 

Reg.  Hang  him  inflantly. 

•|-  free,  for  undijlurbed,  ,       ., 

X  'Betiveen  this  and  the  foUonving  tvords,  femethtng  «d| 
<ivanting   ivhich  makes  the  following  nvordi  unconneaed  and* 
a/cure,  and  thefe  unintelligible,  as  being  only  the  beginning 
of  a  Jentence, 

Con* 


Sc.  10.  King  Lear.  63 

Gon,  Pluck  out  his  eyes. 

Corn.  Leave  him  to  my  dirpleafure.  Edmund,  keep 
you  our  lifter  company  5  the  revenges  we  are  boimd  to 
take  upon  your  traiterous  father,  are  not  fit  for  your  be- 
holding. Advile  the  Duke,  where  you  are  going,  to  a 
moft  feftinate  preparation  ;  we  are  bound  to  the  like. 
Our  pofts  ihall  be  fwift,  and  intelligent  betwixt  us. 
Farewell,  dear  fifter  j  farewel,  my  Lord  of  Glo'fter. 

Enter  Steiuard. 
How  now  ?  where' s  the  King  ? 

Stew,  My  Lord  of  Glo'fter  hath  convey'd  him  hence. 
Some  five  or  fix  and  thirty  of  his  Knights, 
Hot  queftrifts  after  him,  met  him  at  gate  j 
Who  with  fome  other  of  the  Lord's  dependents. 
Are  gone  with  him  tow'rd  Dover  j  where  they  boaft 
To  have  well-armed  friends. 

Corn.  Get  horfes  for  your  miftrefs. 

Gon,  Farewel,  fweet  Lord,  and  fifter. 

^Exeunt  Goncr'Al  and  Edmund. 

Corn.  Edmund,  fareweJ.— — — Go  feek  the   traitor 
Glo'  fter  }  [To  the  Servants . 

Pinion  him  like  a  thief,  bring  him  before  us ; 
Though  well  we  may  not  pafs  upon  his  life 
Without  the  form  of  juftice  ;  yet  our  pow'r 
Shall  do  a  court' fy  to  our  wrath,  which  mea 
JA  ay  blame,  but  not  controul. 

SCENE    XI. 

Enter  Glo'fter,  brought  in  by  Servants. 

Who's  there  ?  the  traitor  ? 
Reg,  Ingrateful  fox  !  'tis  he. 
Corn.  Bind  faft  his  corky  arms. 
Glo,  What  mean  your  Graces  ?  Good  my  friends  con- 
fider 
You  are  my  guefts ;  do  me  no  foul  play,  friends. 

Corn.  Bind  him,  I  fay.  [They  bind  hi m. 

Reg.  Hard,  hard  :  O  filthy  traitor ! 
Glo.  Unmerciful  lady  as  you  are  !  I'm  none. 
Corn,  To  ^tliis  chair   bind  him.     Villain,  thou  ftialt 
find  »■■ 

F  2  Glo. 
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GIo.  By  the  kind  gods,"|-  'tis  moft  ignobly  done. 
To  piuck  me  by  the  beard. 

Reg.  So  white,  and  fuch  a  traitor  ? 

GIo.  Naughty  lady, 
Thefe  hairs  which  thou  doft  ravifh  from  my  chin, 
"Will  quicken  and  accufethee.    I'm  your  holl  j 
With  robbers'  hands,  my  hofpitable  favour 
You  ihould  not  ruffle  thus.     What  will  you  do  ! 

Corn.  Come,    Sir,  what  letters  had  you  late  from 
France  ? 

P.eg.  Be  fimple-anfvver'd,  for  we  know  the  truth. 

Corn.  And  what  confed'racy  have  you  with  the  trai- 
Late  footed  in  the  kingdom  ?  [tors 

Ri:g.  To  whofe  hands 
Have  you  fent  the  lunatic  King  ?   fpeak. 

GIo.  I  have  a  letter  gueHingly  fet  down, 
Which  came  from  one  that's  of  a  neutral  hearty 
-And  not  from  one  oppos'd* 

Corn,  Cunning———' 

Reg.  And  falfe. 

Corn.  Where  hall  tliou  fent  the  King  .» 

GIo,  To  Dover. 

Reg.  Wherefore  to  Dover  ? 
Waft  thou  not  charg'd,  at  peril     ■      '■ 

Corn.  Wherefore  to  Dover  ?  let  him  firft  anfwerthat. 

G]o.  I  am  ty'd   to  th'    flake,  and  I  mufl  fland  the 

Rig.  Wherefore  to  Dover  ?  ^     [courfe. 

Glo»  Becaufe  I  would  not  fee  thy  cruel  nails 
Pluck  out  his  poor  old  eyes,  nor  thy  fierce  fifter 
In  his  anointed  flefh  ftick  boarifli  phangs. 
The  fea,  with  fuch  a  ftorm  as  his  bare  head 
In  hell-black  might  endnr'd,  would  have  boil'd  ujv 
And  quench'd  the  ftelled  fires  j 
Yet  poor  old  heart,  he  help'd  the  heav'ns  to  rain. 
If  wolves  had  at  thy  gate  howl'd  that  ftern  time, 
Thou  fhould'ft  have  faid,  Go,  porter,  turn  the  key  ; 

-f-  We  are  not  to  under  ft  and  by  this  the  gods  in  gcucral, 
ivho  are  beneficent  and  kind  to  mm  ;  but  that pai-ticularfpe* 
cies  ofth.m  called  by  the  ancients,  Dii  hofpitales,  kind  gods. 

All 
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All  cruels  elfe  fubfcrib'd  j  J  but  I  fhall  fee 
The  winged  vengeance  overtake  fuch  children. 

Corn.  See't  fhalt  thou  never.    Fellows,  hold  the  chair. 
Upon  thefe  eyes  of  thine  I'll  fet  my  foot. 

[Glo'fter  is  held  doivn,  nvhik  Cornwall  treads 
out  one  of  his  eyes. 
GIo,  He  that  will  think  to  live  till  he  be  old. 

Give  me  fome  help. O  cruel !  O  you  gods! 

jR^^.  One  fide  will  mock  another  j  th'  other  too. 

Corn,  If  you  fee  vengeance — 

Serv.  Hold  your  hand,  my  Lord  : 
I've  ferv'd  you  ever  fince  I  was  a  chHd  ; 
But  better  fervice  have.  I  never^done  y.ou. 
Than  now  to  bid  you  hold, 
Reg..  How  now,  you  dog  ? 
Sevu.  If  you  did  wear  a  beard  upon  your  chin, 
I'dfhake  it  on  this  quarrel.     What  do  you  iTiean  ? 
Corn.  My  villain ! 

Serv.  Nay  then  come  on,  and   take  the  chance  of 
anger. 

[Fight ;  in  the  fcuffe  Cornwall  is  icound-fJ- 

ReZ'  Give  me  thy  fword.     A  peafant  ftand  up  thus  ? 

^  [Kills  him. 

Serv^  Oh,  I  am  flaln — my  Lord,  you  have  one  eye 
left 
To  fee  fome  mifchief  on  him.     Oh [Dies, 

Corn.  Left  it  fee  nrtore,  prevent  it  ;  out,  vile  gelly  :. 
Wheje  is  thy  luflre  now  ?  [Treads  the  other  out. 

Glo,  All  dark  and  comfortlefs Where's  my  fon 

Edmund,  inkindle  all  the  fparks  of  nature     [Edmund  ?' 
To  quit  this  horrid  acl. 

Reg.   Out,  treacherous  villain  ! 
Thou  cairil  on  him  that  hates  thee  :  it  was  he 
That  made  the  overture  of  thy  treafons  to  us  j 
Who  is  too  good  to  pity  thee. 

Glo.  O  my  follies! 
Then  Edgar  was  abus'd.     Kind  gods,  forgiva 
Me  that,  and  profper  him  ! 

J  fubjcrili'd:,  ioxfoftend. 

F  3  *  ■^^* 
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R.'g,  Go  thruft  him  out 
At  th'  gates,  and  let  him  fmell  his  way  to  Dover. 

[Exit  %oitb  Glo'fter. 
How  is't,  my  Lord,  how  look  you  ? 

Corn.  I  have  receiv'd  a  hurt ;  follow  me.  Lady ■■■...   .■ 
Turn  out  that  eyelefs  villain  j  throw  this  Have 

Upon  the  dunghil. Regan,  I  bleed  apace. 

Untimely  comes  this  hurt.     Give  me  your  arm. 

[Exit  Corn,  led  by  Regan . 

ifi  Ser-v.  I'll  never  care  what  wickednefs  I  do. 
If  this  man  come  to  good. 

y.d  Scr-v.   If  ihe  live  long, 
And,  in  the  end,   meet  the  old  courfe  of  death. 
Women  will  all  turn  monfters. 

jft  Ser-v.  Let's  follow  the  old  Earl,  and  get  the  bedlam 
1^0  lead  him  where  he  would  j  his  roguifh  madnefs 
Allows  itfelf  to  any  thing.  [eggs 

id  Ser-v.   Go  thou  ;  I'll  fetch  fome  flax  and  whites  of 
T'  apply  to's  bleeding  face.     Now,  Heav'n  help  him  ! 

[Exeunt  f ever  ally  „. 

A  C  T    IV.        S  C  E  N  E    I. 

u^n  open  country. 
Enter  Edgar. 

YET  better  thus,  and  known  to  be  contemn'd, 
Than  ftill  contemn'd  and  flatter'd.     To  be  worft,,. 
The  lowed,  moft  deje£led  thing  of  fortune, 
Stands  ftill  in  efperance  ;  lives  not  in  fear. 
The  lamentable  change  is  from  the  beft  ; 
The  worft  returns  to  laughter.     Welcome  then. 
Thou  unfubftantial  air,  that  I  embrace ! 
The  wretch  that  thou  haft  blown  unto  the  worft. 
Owes  nothing  to  thy  blafts. 

Enter  Glo'fter,  led  by  an  old  man. 
But  who  comes  here  ? 

My  father  poorly  led  ?  World,  world,  O  world  ! 
But  that  ihy  ftrange  mutations  make  us  hate  thee. 

Life 
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Life  would  not  yield  to  -f-  age. 

Old  Man.  O  my  good  Lord,  I  have  been  your  tenant, 
and  your  father's  tenant,  thefe  fourfcore  years. 

Glo.  Away,  get  fhee  away:  good  friend,  be  gonej 
Thy  comforts  can  do  me  no  good  at  all,. 
Thee  theymny  hurt. 

Old  Mafi,  You  cannot  fee  your  way. 

Glo.  1  have  no  way,  and  therefore  want  no  eyess 
r  ftumbled  when  I  faw.     Full  oft  'tis  feen, 
Our  mean  %  fecures  us  ;  and  our  mere  defe£ls 

Prove  cur  commodities O  dear  fon  Edgar, 

The  food  of  thy  abufed  father's  wrath  ; 
Might  I  but  live  to  fee  thee  in  my  touch, 
I'd  fay  I  had  eyes  again! 

Old  Man.  How  now  ?  who's  there  ? 

Edg.  O  gods !  who  is't  can  fay,  I'm  at  the  wci-ft? 
I'm  worfe  than  e'er  I  was. 

Old  Man.   'Tis  poor  mad  Tom. 

Edg.  And  worfe  I  may  be  yet :   the  worft  is  not,^ 
So  long  as  we  can  fay,  This  is  the  wcift. 

Old  Man,  Fellow,  where  goeft  ? 

Glo.   Is  it  a  beggar  man  ? 

Old  Man.  Madman,  and  beggar  too. 

Glo.  He  has  fome  reafon,  elfe  he  could  not  beg* 
r  th'  laft  night's  ftorm  I  fuch  a  fellow  faw  ; 
Which  made  me  think  a  man  a  worm.     My  fon 
Came  then  into  my  mind  j  and  yet  my  mind 
Was  then  fcarce  friends  with  him.  I've  heard  more  fince> 
As  flies  to  wanton  boys,  are  we  to  th'  gods  j. 
They  kill  us  for  their  fport. 

Edg.  Hew  ihould  this  be  ? 
■  Bad  is  the  trade  muft  play  the  fool  to  forrow, 
Ang'/hing  itfelf  and  others, Blefs  thee,  mafler^ 

Glo.  Is  that  the  naked  fellow  ? 

Old  Man.  Ay,  my  Lord. 

•f-  Yield  to.  fignifies  no  more  than  gkie  ivay  to,  Jink 
under,  in  oppofition  to  the  JlniggUng  rjitb,  bearing  up 
figaittji  the  infirmities  of  age. 

J  i.  e,  moderate,  mediacre  sondithn. 

Ok. 
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G/o.   Get  thee  away.     If,  for  my  fake, 
Thou  wilt  o'ertake  us  hence  a  mile  or  twain 
1'  th'  way  tow'id  Dover,  do  it  for  ancient  love  ; 
And  bring  fome  covering  for  this  naked  foul, 
Whom  rilintreat  to  lead  me. 

Old.Man,  Alack,  Sir,  he  is  mad.  [blinn 

Glo.   'Tis  the  time's  plague,  when  madmen  lead  th 
Do  as  I  bid,  or  rather  do  thy  pleafure  j 
Above  the  reft,   be  gone. 

Old  Man.  I'll  bring  him  the  beft  'parel  that  I  have. 
Come  on't  what  will.  \^Exii, 

Glo.  Sirrah,  naked  fellow. 

Edg» Poor  Tom'sa-cold  ; — I  cannot  daub  +  it furtheri 

[Afidii 
Gh.  Come  hither,  fellow, 

Edg.  And  yet  I  muft.  \^4fide, 

Blefs  thy  fwect  eyes,  they  bleed. 

Glo.  Know'ft  thou  the  way  to  Dover  ? 
Edg,.  Both  ftile  and  gate,  horfe-way  and  foot-path. 
Poor  Tom  hath  been  fcar'd  out  of  his  good  v/its.  Blefj 
thee,  good  man,  from  the  foul  fiend.  Five  fiends  have 
teen  in  poor  Tom  at  once  ;  of  luft,.  as  Obidicut ;  Hobbi- 
diden,  prince  of  dambnefs  ;  Mahu,  of  fteaJing  5  Mohn, 
of  murder  J  and  Flibbertigibbet,  of  mopping  and  mow- 
ing ;  who  fince  pofieflfes  chamber-maids  and  waiting, 
women. 

Clo.  Here,  take  this  purfe,  thou  whom  the  heavens'* 
plagues 
Have  humbled  to  all  ftrokes.     That  I  am  wretched. 
Makes  thee  the  happier  :  heavens  deal  fo  ftill ! 
Let  the  fuperfluous  §  and  luft-dieted  man,. 
That  braves  your  ordinance,  that  will  not  fee 
Becaufe  he  does  not  feel,  feel  your  power  quickly : 
So  diftribution  fhould  undo  excefs. 
And  each  man  have  enough.     Doft  thou  know  Dover  ? 
Edg.  Ay,  mafter. 
Clo.  There  is  a  cliff,  whofe  high  and  bending  head 

•J-  i.  e    difguife. 

§  fu^erjluoui  is  here  ufed  for  one  living  in  ahundanct,  ' 

Looks 
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Looks  fearfully  on  the  confined  deep  ; 

Bring  me  but  to  the  very  brim  of  it. 

And  ril  repair  the  mifeiy  thou  doft  bear 

With  fomething  rich  about  me :  from  that  place 

I  ihall  no  leading  need. 

Edg.  Give  me  thy  arm  ; 
Poor  Tom  fhall  lead  thee.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE     II.     7 he  Duke  of  M'^nys  palace. 
Enter  Gonerill  and  Edmund, 

Con.  Welcome,  my  Lord.  I  marvel  our  mild  hufband 
Not  met  us  on  the  way. 

Enter  Steivard. 
Now,  where's  your  mafter  ? 

Steio.  Maiiam,  within  ;  but  never  man  fo  chang*di 
I  told  him  of  the  army  that  was  landed  j 
He  fmil'd  at  it.     I  told  him  you  were  coming  ; 
His  anfwer  was.  The  worfe.     Of  Glo'fter's  treachery. 
And  of  the  loyal  ferviceofhis  fon,^ 
V/hen  I  inform'd  him,  then  hecall'd  me  fot  ; 
And  told  me,  I  had  turn'd  the  wrong  fide  out. 
What  mofthe  fnould  diflikc,  feems  pleafant  to  him, 
W'hatlike,  ofFenfive. 

Con.  Then  /hall  you  go  no  further.  [To  Edrai 

It  is  the  cowifti  terror  of  his  fpirit, 
That  dares  not  undertake  j  he'll  not  feel  wrongs. 
Which  tie  him  to  an  anfwer;  our  wifhes  on  the  way 
May  prove  effects.     Back,  Edmund,  to  my  brother  j 
Haften  his  muflers,  and  conduft  his  powers. 
I  muft  change  arms  at  home,  and  give  the  diftafF 
Into  my  hufband's  hands.     This  trufty  fervant 
Shall  pafs  between  us  ;   you  ere  long  fhall  hear. 
If  you  dare  venture  in  your  own  behalf, 
A  miftrefs's  command.  Weax  this,  IGi'ves  him  a  ring, 

fpare  fpeech, 
Decline  your  head.  This  kifs,  if  it  durft  fpeak, 
■  Would  ftretch  thy  fpirits  up  into  the  air. 
Conceive,  and  fare  thee  well. 

Edm.  Youv's  in  the  ranks  of  death. 

Go^.   My  m.oft  dear  Glo'f^er  !  [J^;VEdm« 

Oh.  the  frranee  difference  of  man  and  man  t 

T» 
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To  thee  a  woman*s  fervices  are  due. 
My  fool  ufurps  my  body 

Stew»  Madam,  here  comes  my  Lord; 
Enter  Albany. 

Con.  I  have  been  worth  the  whiftle. 

Alb.   Oh  Gonenll, 
You  are  not  worth  the  duft  which  the  rude  wind 
Blows  in  your  Uzt. — — I  fear  your  difpofition. 
That  nature  which  contemns  its  origin, 
Cannot  be  border'd  certain  *  in  itfelf  j 
She  that  herfelf  will  Hiver  and  dilbranch 
From  her  material  fap,  perforce  muft  wither. 
And  come  to  deadly  ufe. 

Gon,  No  more  i  'tis  foolifli. 

Alb.  Wifdom  and  goodnefs  to  the  vile  feem  vile. 

Filths  favour  but  themfelves What  have  you  done  i| 

Tygers,  not  daughters,  what  have  you  perform'd  ? 

A  father,  and  a  gracious  aged  man, 

Moft  barb'rous,  mofl  degenerate,  have  you  maddei. 

CouM  my  good  brother  fufter  you  to  do  it, 

A  man,  a  prince  by  him  fo  benefited  ? 

If  that  the  heav'ns  do  not  their  vifible  fpirit* 

Send  quickly  down  to  tame  the  vile  oSenceSy 

Humanity  muil  perforce  prey  on  itfelf. 

Like  monfters  of  the  deep. 

Gon,  Miik-liver'd  man  ! 
That  bear'ft  a  cheek  for  blow?,  a  head  for  wrongs  ; 
Who  haft  not  in  thy  brows  an  eye  difcerning 
Thine  honour,  from  thy  fuffering  :  that  not  know' ft. 
Fools  do  thofe  villains  pity,  who  are  punifh'd 
Ere  they  have  done  their  mifchief.  Where's  thy  drum 
France  fpreads  his  banners  in  our  noifelefs  land. 
With  plumed  helm  the  flayer  'gins  his  threats } 
Whilft  thou,  a  moral  fool,  fit'ft  ftill,  and  cry' ft. 
Alack  I  why  does  he  fo  ? — — 

Alb.  See  thyfelf,  devil. 
Proper  deformity  feems  not  in  the  fiend 
So  horrid  as  in  woman. 

*  itrtainf  for  ijoitbin  the  bounds  that  nature  pefcn'bes-. 

Con 
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Gon.  O  vain  fool ! 

Alb.  Thou  chang'd   and  felf-con verted  thing  ?    For 
k-monfter  not  thy  feature.  Were't  my  fitnefs  [fhamc. 
To  let  thefe  hands  obey  my  (  boiling]  blood. 
They're  apt  enough  to  diflocate  and  tear 

Thy  fleih  and  bones.— Howe'er  thon  art  a  fiend, 

\  woman's  fhape  doth  fhield  thee—- 

Gen,  Many,  your  manhood  now  ! 
Enter  MefJ'enger. 

Mejf,  Oh,  my  good  Lord,  the  Duke  of  Cornwair* 
ilain  by  his  fervant,  going  to  put  out  £dead. 

The  other  eye  of  Glo'fter* 

Alb.  Glo'rter's  eyes  1 

Meff.  A  fervant  that  he  bred,  thrill'd  with  remorfe^ 
)ppos'd  againft  the  adl,  bending  his  fword 
To  his  great  mafter  :  who,  thereat  enrag'd, 
'lew  on  him,  and  amongft  them  fell'd  him  dead  ; 
Jut  not  without  that  harmful  ftroke  which  fincc 
•lath  pluck'd  him  after. 

Alb.  This  fliews  you  are  above, 
fou  juftices,  that  thefe  our  nether  crimes 
io  fpeedily  can  venge.     But  O  poor  Glo'iter ! 
!^oft  he  his  other  eye  ? 

ikf^;  Both,  both,  my  Lord. 
This  letter,  Madam,  craves  a  fpeedy  anfwer. 
Tisi'rom  your  fifter. 

'Gon.  One  way,  I  like  this  well ; 
3ut  being  widow,  and  my  Glo'fter  with  her, 
Vlay  all  the  building  in  my  fancy  pluck 
Jpon  my  hateful  life.     Another  way 
The  news  is  not  fo  tart.     I'll  read,  and  anfwer.    \E3iit, 

Alb.  Where  was  his  fon  when  they  did  take  his  eyes  ? 

Meff.  Come  with  my  Lady  hither. 

Alb.  He's  not  here. 

Meff,  No,  my  good  Lord,  I  met  him  back  again. 

Alb.  Knows  he  the  wickednefs  ? 

Meff.  Ay,  my  good  Lord  j  'twas  he  inform'd  againft 
him, 

flind  quit  the  houfe,  of  purpofe  that  their  punifliment 
Might  have  the  freer  courfe. 

Alb, 
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Alb,  Glo'fter,  I  live 

To  thank  thee  for  the  love  thou  fliew'dft  the  King, 

And  to  revenge  thine  eyes.    Come  hither,  friend  j 

T«il  me  what  more  thou  know'll.  [Exeunt 

SCENE     III.     Dover, 

Enter  Kent,  and  a  Gentleman. 

Kent.  The  King  of  France  fo  fuddenly  gone  back  ! 

Knovir  you  the  reafon  ? 

Gent.  Something  he  left  imperfeft'in  the  ftate. 

Which  fince  his  coming  forth  is  thought  of,  which 

Imports  the  kingdom  fo  much  fear  and  danger. 

That  his  return  was  moft  requir'd  and  necefTary. 

Kent.  Whom  hath  he  left  behind  him  General  ? 

Cent,  The  Maiefchal  of  France,  Monfieur  le  Far. 

Kent.  Did  your  letters  pierce  the  Queen  to  any  de- 

monftration  of  gn'ef  ! 

Gent.  Ay,  Sir,  ihe  took  'em,  read  'em  in  my  prefence  j 

And  now  and  then  an  ample  tear  trill'd  down 

Her  deficate  cheek  :  it  feem'd  ihe  was  a  queen 

Over  her  pafiion,  which,  moft  icbel-like. 

Sought  to  be  king  o'er  her. 

Kent.  O  then  it  mov'd  her 

Gent.  But  not  to  rage.     Patience  and  forrow  ftrove 

Which  fhould  exprefs  her  goodliett.     You  have  ktn. 

Sunihine  and  rain  at  once her  fmiles  and  tears 

Were  like  a  wetter  May.     Thofe  happy  fmiles 

That  play'd  on  her  ripe  lip,  feem'd  not  to  know 

What  guefts  were  in  her  eyes ;  which  parted  thence, 

As  pearls  from  diamonds  drop. In  brief. 

Sorrow  would  be  a  rarity  mofl  belov'd. 

If  all  could  fo  become  it. 

Kent.  Made  fhe  no  verbal  queft  ? 

Gent.  Yes,  once  or  twice,  Ihe  heav'd  the  name  ofy^- 

Pancingly  forth,  asif  it  prefs'd  her  heart.  [the, 

Cry'd  Sifters !  fifters! Shame  of  ladies'  fifters! 

Kent   father!  fifters:  what  ?  i'  th'  ftorm  ?  i'  th'  night 

Let  pity  ne'er  believe  it  ! — there  (he  ihook 

The  holy  water  from  her  heav'nly  eyes  j 

And,  clamour-motion'd,  then  away  fhe  ftarted 

To  deal  with  grief  alone. 

^  Kent 
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Kent,  ——.—It  is  the  ftars, 
rhe  ftars  above  us,  govern  our  conditions: 
Ife  one  felf-mate  *  and  mate  could  not  beget 
iuch  difF'rent  iflues.     Spoke  you  with  her  fince  ? 

Gent,  No, 

Kerit.  Was  this  before  the  King  return'd  ? 

Gent,  No,  fince. 

Kent.  Well,  Sir 5  the  poor  diftrefled  Lear's  in  town: 
Nho  fometimes,  in  his  better  tune,  remembers 
Yhat  we  are  come  about  j  and  by  no  meani 
N\l\  yield  to  fee  his  daughter. 

Gent.  Why,  good  Sir  ? 

Kent.  A  for' reign  fhame  fo  bows  him  :  his  unkindnefs. 
That  ftript  her  from  his  benediftion,  turn'd  her 
Co  foreign  cafualties,  gave  her  dear  rights 
To  his  dog- hearted  daughters  ;  thefe  things  fting  him 
lo  venomoufly,  that  burning  fhame  detains  him 
jrom  his  Cordelia. 

Gent.  Alack,  poor  gentleman  !  [not  ? 

Kent.  Of  Alijany's  and  Cornwall's  pow'rs  you  heard 

Gent.  'Tis  faid  they  are  a-foot. 

Kent.  Well,  Sir,  I'll  bring  you  to  our  mafter  Lear^ 
^nd  leave  you  to  attend  him.     Some  dear  -|-  caufe 
iVill  in  concealment  wrap  me  up  a  while. 
Vhen  I  am  known  aright,  you  ihall  not  grieve 
-ending  me  this  acquaintance.     Pray,  along  with  me. 

N  lExeunt* 

S  C  E  N  E     IV.     ^  camp. 
.  Enter  Cordelia,  Phyficiar,  and  Soldiers. 

Cor.  Alack,  'tis  he  j  why,  he  was  met  even  now 
\s  mad  as  the  vex'd  fea  ;  finging  aloud ; 
-rown'd  with  rank  fumitory,  and  furrow-weeds, 
A^ith  burdocks,  hemlock,  nettles,  cuckoo-flowers, 
)arnel,  and  all  the  idje  weeds  that  grow 
n  our  fuftaining  corn.     Send  forth  a  cent'ry  ; 
tearch  ev'ry  acre  in  the  high-grown  field, 

*  felfy  for  f elf -fame  J  i.  e.  one  mate  the  f elf -fame  ivitb 
he  other, 
"JT*  dear^  for  important. 
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And  Sring  him  to  our  eye.     What  can  man's  wifdom 

In  the  reftoring  his  bereaved  fenfe  ? 

He  that  helps  him,  take  all  my  outward  \yorth. 

Pbyf.  There  are  means,  Madam  : 
Our  fofter-nurfe  of  nature  is  repofe  ; 
The  which  he  lacks  3  that  to  provoke  in  him. 
Are  many  fimples  operative,  whofe  power 
Will  clofe  the  eye  of  anguifh. 

Cor.  All  blefs'd  fecrets, 
All  you  unpublifh'd  virtues  of  the  earth. 
Spring  v.'ith  my  tears  ;  be  aidant,  and  remediate 
In  the  good  man's  diftrefs ! — Seek,  feek  for  himj 
Lell  his  ungovern'drage  diflblve  the  life 
That  wants  the  means  to  lead  it. 

Entej-  a  Mejfenger, 
MelT.  News,  Madam : 
The  Britiih  povv'rs  are  marching  hitherward. 

Cor.  'Tis  known  before.     Our  preparation  ftands 
In  expeflation  of  them.     O  dear  father. 
It  is  thybufinefs  that  I  go  about :  therefore  greatFrani 
My  mourning  and  important  tears  hath  pitied. 
No  blown  ambition  doth  our  arms  incite, 
But  love,  dear  love,  and  our  ag'd  father's  right. 
Soon  mav  I  hear,  and  fee  him  !  \_ExeuT, 

SCENE     V.       Regan  s  palace. 
Enter  Regan  and  Steward. 
p,eg.  But  are  my  brother's  powers  fet  forth  ? 
Steiv.  Ay,  Madam. 
Reg.  Himfelf  in  perfon  there  ? 
Ste-za.  With  much  ado. 
Your  fitter  is  the  better  foldier. 

Reg.  Lord  Edmund  fpake  not  with  your  lady  at  hom 
Stew,  No,  Madam. 

Reg.  What  might  import  my  fifl:er*s  letter  to  him  . 
Ste%i>.  I  know  not.  Lady. 

Reg.  'Faith,  he  is  ported  hence  on  ferious  matter. 
It  was  great  ign'rance,-Glo'ftcr's  eyes  being  out. 
To  let  him  live ;  where  he  arrives,  he  moves 
All  hearts  againft  us.     Edmund,  I  think,  is^one. 
In  pity  of  his  mifery,  to  difpatch 
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-lis  nighted  life  ;  moreover,  to  defcry 

Che  ftrength  o'  th*  enemy.  [ter. 

Suiv.  I  muft  needs  after  him.  Madam,  with  my  let- 

Reg.  Our  troops  fet  forth,  to-morrow  :  llay  with  us  j 
"he  ways  are  dangerou?. 

Stew.  I  may  not,  Madam  ; 
iy  Lady  charg'd  my  duty  in  this  bufinefs. 

Reg.  Why  fhould  (he  write  to  Edmund  ?  might  not 

ranf^ort  her  purpofes  by  word  ?  Belike  [yo'-i 

omething — I  know  not  what — I'll  love  thee  much — 
ret  me  unfeal  the  letter. 

Sten^.  Madam,  I  had  rather ^ 

Reg.  I  know  your  lady  does  not  Jove  her  hufband  j 
'm  fure  of  that :   and,  at  her  late  being  here, 
he  gave  ftrange  ceillades,  and  moft  fpeakins:  locks 
'o  Noble  Edmund.     I  know  you're  of  her  bofom. 

Steiv.  I,  Madam  ? 

Reg.  Ifpeak  in  underftanding:  you  are  j  I  know't ; 
'herefore  I  do  advife  you,  take  thi?  note,. 
ly  Lord  is  dead  5  Edmund  and  I  have  talk'd, 
ind  more  convenient  is  he  for  my  hand, 
'han  for  your  lady's  ;  you  may  gather  more  : 
f  you  do  find  him,  pray  you,  give  him  this  j 
ind  when  your  mirtrefs  hears  thus  much  from  you, 

pray,  defire  her  call  her  wifdom  to  her.    So  furewel. 
•.  you  do  chance  to  hear  of  that  blind  traitor, 
referment  falls  on  him  that  cuts  him  off. 

Steiv.  Would  I  could  meet  him,  Madam,  I  fhould 
S'hat  party  I  do  follow.  [ihew 

S.eg.  Fare  thee  well.  lExeunt, 

SCENE     VI.       The  country  r.sar  Dover, 
Enter  Glo'fl'er,  and  Edgar  as  a  peafant. 

Gio.  When  /hall  I  come  to  th'  top  of  that  fame  hill  ? 

Edg.  You  do  climb  up  it  now.  Look  how  we  labour, 

do.  Methinks  the  ground  iseven. 

Edg.  Horrible  fteep, 
[ark,  do  you  hear  the  fea  } 

Glo.  No,  truly. 

Edg.  Why  then  your  other  fenfes  giow  imferfefl 
y  your  eyes'  anguifh. 

G  z  Glot 
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Glo.  So  may  it  h^  indeed. 
Methinks  thy  voice  is  alter'd  ;  and  thou  fpeak.*ft 
In  be:ter  phrafe  and  matter  than  thou  did  ft. 

Edg.  You're  much  deceiv'd  :  in  nothing  am  Ichang'd 
But  in  my  garments. 

Glo.  Sure  you're  better  fpoken.  [How  fearfc 

Edg.  Come  on,  Sir,  here's  the  place ftand  ftili 

And  dizzy  'tistocaft  one's  eyes  fo  low! 
The  crows  and  choughs,  that  wing  the  midway  air. 
Shew  fcarce  fo  grofs  as  beetles.     Half  way  down 
Hangs  one  that  gathers  famphire  ;  dreadful  trade! 
Methinks  he  feems  no  bigger  than  his  head,. 
The  fifhermen  that  walk  upon  the  beach. 
Appear  like  mice  }  and  yond  tall  anchoring  bark 
Diminifh'd  to  her  cock  j  her  cock,  a  buoy 
Almoft  too  fmall  for  fight.     The  murmuring  furge. 
That  en  th'  unnunrbred  idle  *  pebbles  chafes. 
Cannot  be  heard  fo  high.     I'll  look  no  more, 
L»ft  my  brain  turn,  and  the  deficient  fight 
Topple  down  headlong. 

Glo.  Set  me  where  you  ftand. 
Edg.  Give  me  your  hand ;  you*re  now  within  a  foQi 
Of  th'  extreme  verge  ;  lor  all  below  the  mooa 
Would  I  not  leap  outright. 

Gio.  Let  go  my  hand. 
Here,  friend,  's  anotiier  purfe,  in  it  a  jewel 
Well  worth  a  poor  man's  taking.     Fairies  and  gods 
Profper  it  with  thee  !  Go  thou  further  off. 
Bid  me  farewell,  and  let  me  hear  thee  going. 

Edg,  Now  fare  ye  well,  good  Sir,.  [Seems  to  I 

Clo,  With  all  my  heart. 
Edg.  Why  do  I  trifle  thus  with  Ills  defpair  ? 
'Tis  done  to  cure  it. 

Glo,  O  you  mighty  gods  I 
This  world  I  do  renounce  ;  and  in  your  figktJ 
Shake  patiently  my  great  affliftion  off; 
If  I  could  bear  it  longer,  and  not  Jail 
To  quarrel  with  your  great  oppolelefs  wills, 

*  idle,  for  barren,  uncultivated. 
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My  fnufFand  loathed  part  of  nature  fhould 

turn  itfelf  out.     If  Edgar  Jive,  O  blefs  him  ! 

Now,  fellow,   fare  thee  well.  [^He  haps,  and  falls  along, 

Edg.   Good  Sir,   farewell. 
And  yet  I  know  not  how  conceit  may  rob 
The  treafury  cf  life,  when  life  itielf 
Yields  to  the  theft.     Had  he  been  where  he  thought. 

By  this  had  thought  been  paft. Aliue  or  dead  ? 

Hoa,  you,  hear  you,  friend  !   Sir  !   Sir  !  fpeak  ! 
Thus  might  he  pafs  indeed— yet  lie  revives. 
What  are  you,  Sir  ? 

Glo.  Away,  and  let  me  die.  [air, 

Edg,  Hadftthou  been  aught  but  Gofs'mer,  feathers, 
So  many  fathom  down  precipitating, 
Thou'd'ft  fliiver'd  like  an  egg  i  but  thou  doft  breathe. 
Haft  heavy  fubftance,  bleed'ft  not  ;   fpeak,  ait  found  ? 
Ten  malls  attach'd  make  not  the  altitude 
Which  thou  haft  peipendicularly  fall'n. 
Thy  life's  a  miracle.     Speak  yet  again. 

Glo.  But  have  I  fall'n,  or  no  ? 

Edg.  From  the  dread  fummit  of  this  chalky  borne  ! 
Look  up  a-height,  the  ftirill-goig'd  lark  fo  far 
Cannot  be  k^n  or  heard  :   do  but  look  up. 

Glo.   Alack,  I  have  no  eyes. 
Is  wretchednefs  depriv'd  that  benefit, 
To  end  itfelf  by  death"^  'cvv^as  yet  fome  comfort. 
When  Mis'ry  could  beguile  the  tyrant's  rage. 
And  fruftrate  his  proud  will. 

Edg,  Give  me  your  arm. 
Up,  fr — howis't?  feel  you  your  legs  ?  you  ftand. 

Glo.  Too  v/ell,  too  well. 

Edg.  This  is  above  all  ftrangenefe.. 
Upon  the  crown  o'th'cliff,  what  thing  was  that 
Which  parted  from  you  ? 

Glo.   A  poor  unfortunate  beggar. 

Edg.  As  I  ftood  here  below,  methought  his  eyes 
Were  two  full  moons  ;  he  had  a  thoufand  nofes. 
Horns  welk'd,*  and  wav'd  like  the  enridged  fea, 

.  *  if  e.  tivijiedt 
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It  was  Tome  fiend.     Therefore,  thou  Happy  father. 
Think  that  thecleareft  J  gods,  who  make  them  honours 
•Of  mens'  impoflibiUties,  have  preferv'd  thee. 

do.  I  do  remember  now.     Henceforth  PU  bear 
Affliftion,  till  it  do  cry  out  itfelf. 
Enough,  enough,  and  die.     That  thing  you  fpeak  of,. 
I  took  it  for  a  man  j  often  'twould  fay, 
The  fiend,  the  fiend      •  he  led  me  to  that  place% 

Edg.  Bear  free  and  patient  thoughts. 

SCENE     VII. 
Enter  Lear,  drefid  madly  luith  fi<ywer%. 
But  who  comes  here  ? 
The  fober  {&vSs.  will  ne'er  accommodate 
His  mafler  thus. 

Lear,  No  j  they  cannot  touch  ine  for  coining:  I  am 
the  King  himfelf. 

Edg.  O  thou  fide-piercing  fight ! 

hear.  Nature's  above  art  in  that  refpeft.  There's 
your  prefs-money.  That  fellow  handles  his  bow  like  a 
trow-keeper  ;  draw  me  a  clothier's  yard.  Look,  look, 
a  moufe  !   Peace,  peace  j — this  piece  of  toafted   cheefe 

will  do't There's  my  gauntlet,  I'll  prove  it  on  a 

giant.  Bring  up  the  brown  bills.  O,  well  flown,  barb  ! 
\  th  clout,  i'  th  clout ;  hewgh.— — Give  the  word. 

Bdg,  Sweet  marjoram, 

htar.  Pafs. 

Glo,  I  know  that  voice. 

L:ar.  Ha !  Gonerill  !  ha  !  Regan !  They  flatter'd  me 
like  a  dog,  and  told  me,  I  had  white  hairs  in  my  beard 
ere  the  black  ones  were  there.  To  fay  Ay  and  No  to 
every  thing  that  I   faid  ■  -Ay    and  No  too  was  no 

good  divinity.  When  the  rain  came  to  wet  me  once, 
and  the  wind  lo  make  me  chatter  j  when  the  thunder 
would  not  peace  at  my  bidding  j  there  I  found  'em, 
there  I  fmelt  'em  out.  Go  to,  they  are  not  men  o' their 
words  j  they  told  me  I  was  every  thing;  'tis  a  lye, 
am  not  ague-proof, 

X  charejif  for  tnofi  rigbtfoutt 
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C/s.  The  trick  of  that  voice  *  I  do  well  remember; 
Is' t  not  the  King  ? 

Lear.  Ay,  every  inch  a  King. 
"When  I  do  ftare,  fee  how  the  fubjedl  quakes. 
I  pardon  that  man's  life.  What  vk'as  the  caufe  ? 
Adultery!  thou  ihalt  not  die  ;  die  for,  adultery  ?  no  j 
I  The  wren  goes  to't,  and  the  fmall  gilded  fly  does  lechev 
in  my  fight.  Let  copulation  thrive  :  for  Glo'fter's  ba- 
ftard  fon  was  kinder  to  his  father,  than  my  danghter& 
got  'tween  the  lawful  fheets.  To't,  Luxury,  pell-mell  j 
for  I  lack  foldiers.  Behold  yon  fimpering  dame,  whofe 
face  'tween  her  forks  preleges  fnow  ;  that  minces  vir- 
tue, and  does  fhakethe  head  to  hear  of  Pleafure'sname. 
The  fitchew,  nor  the  ftalled  hoi fe,  goes  to't  with  a  moje 
riotous  appetite*  Down  from  the  waift  they  are  cen- 
taurs, tho'  women  all  above :  but  to  the  girdle  do  the 
gods  inherit,  beneath  it  is  all  the  fiends.  There's  hell, 
there's  darknei's,  there  is  the  fulphurous  pit,  burning, 
fcalding,  ftench,  confumption.  Lie,  fie.fie^  pah,  pah  j 
give  me  an  ounce  of  civet,  good  apothecary,  to  fweeteij 
my  imagination!    there's  money  for  thee. 

Glo.  O,  let  me  kifs  th^.t  hand. 

J^ar.  Let  me  wipe  it  firfr^  it  fmells  of  mortality* 

Glo.  O  ruin'd  piece  of  nature  !  this  great  world 
&hall  fo  wear  out  to  nought.     Do'ft  thou  know  me  ? 

Lear,  I  remember vthine  eyes  well  enough  :  do' ft  thou 
fquint  at  me  ?  No,  do  thy  worft,  blind  Cupid  ;  I'll  not 
love.  Read  thou  this  challenge,  mark  but  the  penning 
of  it. 

Glo.  Were  all  the  letters  funs,  I  could  not  fee  one. 

Edg.  I  would  not  take  this  from  report  j  \Afide9 
It  is,  and  my  heart  breaks  at  it. 

Lear.  Read. 

G/o.  What,  with  this  cafe  of  eyes  ? 

Lear,  Oh,  ho,  are  you  there  with  me  j  no  eyes  In 
your  head,  nor  no  mony   in  your  purfe  ?  your  eyes  are 

*  i.  e.  the  particular  tone  and  manner  of  ffeahng.  As 
the  air  of  a  face  fgnijies  the  particular  turn  end  Jpirit  of 
thefeatures. 
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in  a  heavy  cafe,  your  purfe  in  a  light  j  yet  you  fee  how 
this  world  goes. 

Glo.  I  fee  it  feelingly. 

Lear.  What,  art  mad  ?  a  man  may  fee  how  this 
world  goes  with  no  eyes.  Look  with  thine  ears  :  fee 
how  yond  juftice  rails  upon  yond  fimple  thief.  Hark  in 
thine  ear:  change  places,  and  handy -dandy,  which  is  the 
jufticCj  which  is  the  thief  ?  Thou  haft  feen  a  farmer's 
dog  bark  at  a  beggar. 

Glo.  Ay,  Sir.. 

Lear.  And  the  creature  run  from  the  cur  ?  there  thou 
might'ft  behold  the  great  image  cf  authority  j  a  dog's 

obey'd  in  office- 

Thou  rafcal  beadle,  hold  thy  bloody  hand: 
Why  doft  thou  lafh  that  whore  ?  ftrip  thy  own  back  ; 
Thou  hotly  luft'ft  to  ufe  her  in  that  kind  [zener. 

For  which  thou  whipp'ft  her.  Th'  ufurer  hangs  the  co- 
Through  tatter'd  cloaths  fmall  vices  do  appear  j 
Robes  and  furr'd  gowns  hide  all.     Plate  fi;i  with  gold. 
And  the  ftrong  lance  of  juftice  hurtlefs  breaks  : 
Arm  it  in  rags,  a  pigmy'r,  Araw  doth  pierce  it. 
None  does  offend,  none,  I  fay,  none  ;   Til  able  'em;. 
Take  that  of  me,  my  friend,  who  have  the  pow'r 
To  feal  th'  accufer's  lips.     Get  thee  glafs  eyes, 
And,  like  a  fcurvy  politician,  feem 
To  fee  the  things  thou  doft  not. 

Now,  now,  now,  now.     Pull  off  my  boots  :   harder^ 
harder,  fo. 

Edg.  O  matter  and  impertinency  mix'd, 
Reafon  in  madnefs ! 

Lear.  If  thou  wilt  weep  my  fortunes,  take  my  eyes. 
I  know  thee  well  enough,  thy  name  is  Glo^fter-^ 
Thou  muft  be  patient ;  we  came  crying  hither : 
Thou  know' ft,   the  firft  time  that  we  fmell  the  air. 
We  wawle  and  cry.     I  will  preach  to  thee :   mark— — 

Glo.  Alack,  alack  the  day  ! 

Lear.   When  we  are  born,  we  cry,  that  we  are  come 

To  this  great  ftage  of  fools.-^ ^This  a  good  block  !— — 

It  were  a  delicate  ftratagem  to  fhoe 

A  troop  of  horfe  with  felt  j  Til  put't  in  proof  j 

Ana 
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And  when  I've  ftoln  upon  thefe  fons  in-law. 

Then  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill. 

SCENE  VIII.     Enter  a  Gentleman ,  ivitb  AttendantU 

Gent.  O,  here  he  is,  lay  hand  upon  himj  Sir, 
Your  moft  dear  daughter    ■ 

Lear.  No  refcue  ?  what,  a  prifoner  ?  I  am  even 
The  natural  fool  of  fortune.     UCe  me  well. 
You  fliall  have  ranfom.     Let  me  have  furgeons, 
I  am  cut  to  th'  brains. 

Gent.  You  (hall  have  any  thing. 

Lear.  No  feconds  ?  all  myfelf  ? 
Why,  this  would  make  a  man,  a  man  of  fait  j: 
To  ufe  his  eyes  for  garden-water-pots. 
And  laying  autumn's  duft.     I  will  die  bravely,.  _ 
Like  a  fmug  bridegroom.     What  ?  I  will  be  jovial  I 
Come,  come,  I  am  a  King.  My  mafters,  know  you  that? 

Gent.  You  are  a  royal  one,  and  we  obey  you. 

Lear.  Then  there's  life  in't.    Come,  an'  you  get  it. 
You  fhall  get  it  by  running  j  fa,  fa,  fa,  fa.  [£xiV, 

Gent.  A  fight  moft  pitiful  in  the  meaneft  wretch, 
Paft  fpeaking  of  in  a  King.     Thou  haft  one  daughter 
Who  redeems  nature  from  the  general  curfe 
Which  twain  have  brought  her  to, 

EJg.  Hail,  gentle  Sir, 

Gent.  Sir,  fpeed  you  ?  what's  your  will  ? 

Edg.  Do  you  hear  aught.  Sir,  of  a  battle  toward  ? 

Gent,  Moft  fure,  and  vulgar  ;  every  one  hears  that^ 
Which  can  diftingui/h  found. 

Edg.  But  by  your  favour. 
How  near's  the  other  army  ? 

Gent.  Near,  and  on  fpeedy  foot:  the  main  defcry 
Stands  on  the  hourly  thought. 

Edg,  I  thank  you.  Sir:  that's  all. 

Gent.  Though  that  the  Qu^een  on  fpecial  caufe  is  here^ 
Her  army  is  mov'd  on.  [Exift 

Edg.  I  thank  you.  Sir. 

G/o»  You  ever  gentle  gods,  take  my  breath  from  me  | 
Let  not  my  worfer  fplrit  tempt  me  again 
To  die  before  you  pleafe  ! 

Edg,  Well  pray  you,  father. 
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Glo.  Now,  good  Sir,  what  are  you  ? 

Edg,  A  moft  poor  man,  made  tame  to  Fortune's  blows  j 
Who,  by  the  art  of  known  and  feeling  forrows. 
Am  pregnant  to  good  pity.     Give  me  your  hand, 
I'll  lead  you  to  fome  biding. 

Glo.  Hearty  thanks  J 
The  bounty  and  the  benizon  of  Heav'n 

To  boot,  and  hoot ! 

SCENE     IX  Enter  Steward: 

Stew.  A  proclaimed  pr^ze  f  moft  happy  ! 
That  eyelefs  head  of  thine  was  firil  fram'd  fle/fe 
To  raife  my  fortunes.     Old  unhappy  traitor. 
Briefly  thyfelf  lemember  :  the  fword  is  out 
That  muft  deftroy  thee. 

Glo.  Let  thy  friendly  hand 
Put  ftrength  enough  to't. 

Stew.  Wherefore,  bold  peafant, 
Dar'ft  thou  fupport  a  publifh'd  traitor  ?  Hence, 
Left  that  th'  infedtion  of  his  fortune  take 
Like  hold  on  thee.     Let  go  his  arm. 

Edg.  Chill  not  let  go,  Zir,  without  vurther  'ca/ioBa 

Steiv    Let  go,  flave,  or  thou  dy'ft, 

Edg.  Good  gentleman,  go  your  gate,  and  let  poor 
volk  pafs :  and  'chud  ha'  been  zwagger'd  out  of  my  life, 
'twould  not  ha'  been  zo  long  as  'tis  by  a  vortnight. 
Nay,  come  not  near  th'  old  man  :  keep  out,  che  vor'ye, 
or  ice  try  whether  your  coftard  or  my  bat  be  the  harder  j 
chill  be  plain  with  you. 

Stew    Out,  dunghill! 

Edg.  Chill  pick  your  teeth,  Zir :  come,  no  matter  vor 
your  foyns.  [Edgar  knocks  him  down. 

Stew.  Slave,  thou  haft  flain  me  :  villain,  take  my 
If  ever  thou  wilt  thrive,  bury  my  body>  [purfe  i 

And  give  the  letters  which  thou  find' ft  about  me. 
To  Edmund  Earl  of  Glo'fter ;  feek  him  out 
Upon  the  Englifli  party  :  oh,  untimely  death  ! —  [Z)/m. 

Edg.  I  know  thee  well,  a  ferviceable  villain  j 
As  duteous  to  the  vices  of  thy  miftrefs. 
As  badnefs  would  defire. 

Clo.  What,  i?^ he  dead  ? 

.       Edg. 
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Edg.  Sk  you  down,  father  :  reft  you: 
Let's  fee  tliefe  pockets ;  the  letters  that  he  fpeaks  of. 
May  be  my  friends:  he's  dead  j  I'm  only  forry 

He  had  no  other  death's-man.     Let  us  fee [us  not* 

By  your  leave,  gentle  wax— -^ — ^and  manners  blame 
To  know  our  enemies*  minds,  we  rip  their  hearts  j 
Their  papers  are  more  lawful. 

Reads  the  Utter, 

Let  our  reciprocal  iicws  be  remembered.  You  have  many 
'tpportunities  to  cut  him  off.  If  your  ivillivant  not,  time 
and  place  ivill  be  fruitfully  offered.  There  is  nothing  done, 
if  he  return  the  conqueror.  Then  am  I  the  prifoner^  and 
his  bed  my  goal^  from  the  lothed  ivarmtb  ivhereof  deliver' 
:tne,  and  fupply  the  place  for  your  labour. 

Tour  (ivtfe,  fo  I  tvould  fay )  affe&ionate  fervanty 

GoNERILL* 

.Oh,  undiftinguifli'd  fpace  of  woman's  will !  -f- 

A  plot  upon  her  virtuous  husband's  life. 

And  the  exchange  my  brother.     Here,  i'  th'  fands 

Thee  I'll  rake  up,  the  poft  unfandiiied 

Of  murth'rous  lechers  j   and  in  the  mature  time, 

'With  this  ungracious  paper  ftrike  the  fight 

•Of  the  death  pra£lis'd  Duke  :  for  him  "'tis  well. 
That  of  thy  death  and  bufinefs  I  can  tell. 

Glo.  The  King  is  mad:  how  ilifFis  my  vile  fenfe. 
That  I  ftand  up,  and  have  ingenious  feeling 
Of  my  huge  forrows  !   better  I  were  diftradl, 
So  Ihould  my  thoughts  be  fever'd  from  my  griefs  j 

\_Drum  afar  tff. 
And  woes,  by  wrong  imaginations,  lofe 

■  The  knowledge  of  themfelves. 

Edg.   Give  me  your  hand. 
Far  off,  methinks,  i  hear  the  beaten  drum. 

-Come,  father,  I'll  beftow  you  with  a  friend.    [Exeunt^ 

■\  Meaning,  that  the  variations  in  it  are  fo  fudden, 
and  their  liking  and  lothingfolloiu  fo  quick  upon  each  other f 
that  there  is  no  dijiinguijhable  fpace  betiveen  them. 
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fi  C  E  N  E     X.  Changes  to  a  chamber. 

Enter  Cordelia,  Kent,  and  Pbyftcian. 
Cor,  O,  thou  good  Kent,  how  /hall  I  live  and  work 
To  match  thy  goodnefs  ?  life  will  be  too  fhort. 
And  ev'ry  meafure  fail  me . 

Kent.  To  be  acknowledg'd,  Madam,  is  c'erpaidj 
All  my  reports  go  with  the  modeft  truth. 
Nor  more,  nor  dipt,  but  fo. 

Cor.  Be  better  fuited. 
Thefe  weeds  are  memories  of  thofe  worfer  hours.- 
I  pr'ythee,  put  them  off. 

Kent    Pardon,  dear  Madam, 
Yet  to  be  known,  Shortens  my  laid  intent  5 
My  boon  I  make  it,  that  you  know  me  not. 
Till  time  and  I  think  meet. 
C«r.  Then  be  it  fo, 

|^Jy  Lord. How  does  the  King  ?    [To  the  Phyjicign. 

Pbyf.  Madam,  fleeps  flill. 
Cor,  O  you  kind  gods ! 
Cure  this  great  breach  In  his  abufed  nature; 
Th*  untun'd  and  jarring  fenfes,  O,  wind  up 
Of  this  child-changed  father. 

Phyf.  Pleafe  your  Majefty, 
That  we  may  wake  the  King  ?  he  hath  flept  long. 

Cor.  Be  govern'd  by  your  knowledge,  and  proceed 
I'  th'  fway  of  your  own  will.     Is  he  array'd  ? 

Enter  Lear  in  a  chair,  carried  by  fervants. 
Phyf.  Ay,  Madam  ;  in  the  heavinefs  of  fleep. 
We  put  freih  garments  on  him. 
Be  by,  good  Madam,  when  we  do  awake  him  ; 
I  doubt  not  of  his  temperance. 

Cor,  O  my  dear  father !  Reftauration,  hang 
Thy  med'cine  on  my  lips  j  and  let  this  kifs 
Repair  thofe  violent  harms  that  my  two  fillers 
Have  in  thy  reverence  made  ? 
.    Kent    Kind  and  deareft  Princefs ! 

Cor  Had  ycu  not  been  their  father,  thefe  wlihe  flake 
Did  challenge  pity  of  them.     Was  this  a  face 
To  be  expos' d  againft  the  warring  winds .' 
To  ftand  againft  the  deep,  dread-bolted  thunder  ? 

In  the  moft  terrible  and  nimble  ftroke 

O 
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Df  quick,  crofs  lightning  ?  To  watch,  poor  Perdu! 
With  this  thin  helm  ?     My  very  en'my's  dog. 
Though  he  had  bit  me,  fhou'd  have  flood  that  night 
\gainft  my  fire.     And  waft  thou  fain,  poor  father, 
]  To  hovel  thee  with  fwine  and  rogues  forlorn, 
h  fliort  and  mufty  ftraw  ?  alack,  alack ! 
Tis  wonder  that  thy  life  and  wits,  at  once, 
lad  not  concluded.'        Ah!  he  wakes  j  fpeak  to  him. 

Phyf.  Madam,  do  you,  '  tis  fitteft.  [jefty  ? 

C(^.  How  does  my  Royal  Lord  ?  how  fares  your  Ma- 

Lear,  You  do  me  wrong  to  take  me  out  o'  th'  grave  ♦ 
'hou  art  a  foul  in  blifs,  but  I  am  bound 
rpon  a  wheel  of  fire,  that  mine  own  tears 
►o  fcald  like  molten  lead. 

Cor»  Sir,  do  you  know  me  ? 

I^ar.  You  are  a  fpirit,  I  know  j  when  did  you  die  > 

Cor,  Still,  ftill,  far  wide 

Pbyf.  He's  fcarce  awake,  let  him  alone  a  while. 

Lear.  Where  have  I  been  ?  where  am  I  ?  fair  day-light? 
m  mightily  abus'd  j  I  fhould  even  die  with  pity, 
'0  fee  another  thus,     I  know  not  what  to  fay  • 
will  not  fwear  thefe  are  my  hands :  let's  fee, 
feel  this  pin  prick  :  'would  I  were  aflur'd 
f  my  condition. 

tior,  O  look  upon  me.  Sir, 

nd  hold  your  hand  in  benedi£lion  o'er  me, 

0,  Sir,  you  muft  not  kneel. 

icflr.  Pray,  do  not  mock  me. 

am  a  very  foolifh  fond  old  man, 

Jurfcore  and  upward  ;  and,  to  deal  plainly, 

fear  I  am  not  in  my  perfedl  mind. 

ethinks  I  ihould  know  you ,  and  know  this  man  \ 

et  I  am  doubtful :  for  I'm  mainly  ignorant 

'hat  place  this  is  j  and  all  the  skill  I  have, 

emembers  not  thefe  garments}   nay,  I  know  not 

^here  I  did  lodge  laft  Jiight.     Do  not  laugh  at  me  j 

>r,  as  I  am  a  man,  I  think  this  lady 

5  be  my  child  Cordelia. 

Cor.  And  fo  I  am  j  I  am [not. 

Lear.  Be  your  tears  wet  ?  yes,  'faith  ;  I  prav  vou,  weep 
Vol.  VI.  ^        H  'if 
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If  you  have  poifun  for  me,  I  will  drink  it. 
I  know  you  do  not  love  me  ;  for  your  fifter? 
Have,   as  I  do  remember,  done  me  wrong. 
You  have  fome  caufe,  they  have  none. 
Cor.  No  caufe,  no  caufe, 
Lear.  Am  I  in  France  ? 
Kent.  In  your  own  kingdom,  SirJ 
Lear.  Do  not  abufe  me. 
Pbyf.  Be  comforted,  good  Madam  ;  the  great  rage 

You  fee,  is  cuv'd  in  him: and  yet  'twere  danger 

To  make  him  even  o'er  the  time  h'as  loft. 
Defire  him  to  go  in  j  trouble  him  no  more. 
Till  further  fettling. 

Ccr.  -Wiirt  pleafe  your  Highnefs  walk  ? 
Lear.  You  muft  bear  with  me  j 
Pray  you  now,  forget  and  forgive. 
I  am  old  and  foolifli.  ,   -       , 

[Exeunt  Lear,  Cord.  Phyf.  and  Attendant 
Manent  Kent  and  Gentleman. 
Gent.  Holds  it  true,  Sir,  that  the  Duke  of  Cornwa 
was  fo  flain  ? 

Kent.  Moft  certain,  Sir. 
Gent.  Who  is  conduftor  of  his  people  ? 
Kent.  As  'tis  faid,  the  baftard  fon  of  Glo  fter.  ^ 
Gent.  They  fay,  Edgar,  his  banifh'd  fon,  is  with  tl: 
Earl  of  Kent 'in  Germany. 

Kent.  Report  is  changeable.  'Tis  time  to  look  abou 

the  powers  of  the  kingdom  approach  apace.  

Gent.  The   arbitriment  is  like  to  be  b^°°^y-~^ 

Fare  vou  well.  Sir.  ,         \    '"^     '^ 

Kent.  My  point  and  period  will  be  throughly  wrough 

Or  well,  or  ill,  as  this  day's  battle's  ^o^ght  ^^^ 

A  C  T    V.        S  C  E  N  E     I. 

A  camp. 
£«f«r  Edmund,  Regan,  Gentleman,  and  Soldiers. 
Edm     T/^NOW  of  the  Duke,  if  his  laft  purpofe  hoi. 

K    Or  whether  fince  he  is  advis'd  by  aught 
To  change  the  courfe  ?  he's  full  of  alterauon,         ^  r 
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\nd  felf-reproving.     Bring  his  conftant  pleafure. 

Jieg.  Our  lifter's  man  is  certainly  mifcarry'd. 

£dtn,  'Tis  to  be  doubted.  Madam. 

Reg.  Now,  fweet  Lord, 
feu  know  the  goodnefs  I  intend  upon  you. 
Tell  me  but  truly,  but  then  fpeak  the  truth, 
)o  you  not  love  my  fifter  ? 

Edm.  In  honour'd  love. 

Reg.  But  have  you  never  found  my  brother's  way 
?o  the  forefended  place  ? 

Ednt.   No,  by  mine  honour.   Madam. 

Reg.  I  never  fhall  endure  her  ;  dear  my  Lord, 
le  not  faiHiliar  with  her. 

Edm.  Fear  not  j  fiie,  and  the  Duke  her  husband 
Enter  Albany,  Goneriil,  and  Soldiers. 

Gon.  I'd  rather  lofe  the  battle,   than  that  fifter 
hould  loofen  him  and  me. \_AJide. 

Alb.  Our  very  loving  fifter,  well  be  met. 
ir,  this  I  hear,  the  King  is  come  to  his  daughter, 
^ith  others,  whom  the  rigour  of  our  ftate 
orc'd  to  cry  out.     Where  I  could  not  be  hcneft, 
never  yet  was  valiant :  for  this  bufinefs, 
:  toucheth  us,  as  France  invades  our  land  ; 
Tot  holds  to  th'  King,  with  others,  whom,  I  fear, 
loft  juft  and  heavy  caufes  make  oppofe. 

Edm.  Sir,  you  fpeak  nobly. 

Reg.   Why  is  this  reafon'd  ? 

Gon.  Combine  together  'gainft  the  enemy  j 
or  thefe  domeftic  and  particular  broils 
.re  not  the  queftion  here. 

Edm.  I  {hall  attend  you  prefently  at  your  tent. 

Alb.   Let's  then  determine  with  th'  ancients  of  war 
n  our  proceeding. 

Reg.  Sifter,  you'Jl  go  with  us  } 

Gon.  No. 

Reg.  'Tis  moft  convenient,  pray  you,  go  with  us« 

Con,  Oh  ho,  I  know  the  riddle,  I  will  go.         [AJide. 
SCENE     II. 
As  they  are  going  cut,  enter  Edgar,  dijguis^d. 

Edg,  If  e'er  your  Grace  had  fpeech  with  man  fo  poor, 

H  a  Hear 
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Hear  me  one  word. 

Aib.  I'll  overtake  you. > — Speak. 

Exeunt  Edm.  Reg.  Gon,  and  ■Attendanfs% 

Edg.  Before  you  fight  the  bactle,  ope  this  letter. 
If  you  have  vift'ry,  let  the  trumpet  found 
For  him  that  brought  it ;  wretched  though  I  feem, 
I  can  produce  a  champion,  that  will  prove 
What  is  avouched  there.     If  you  mifcarry. 
Your  bufinefs  of  the  world  hath  fo  an  end, 
And  machination  ceafes.     Fortune  love  you ! 

Jlh,  Stay  till  I've  read  the  letter. 

Edg.  I  was  forbid  it. 
When  time  fhall  ferve,  let  but  the  herald  cry. 
And  I'll  appear  again.  [Ex/V. 

jilb.  Why,  far2  thee  well  ;  I  will  o'erlook  thy  paper. 
Rc-crter  Edmund. 

Edt?t.  The  enemy's  in  view,  draw  up  your  powers* 
Hard  is  the  guefs  o£ their  tiue  ftrength  and  forces. 
By  diligent  difcovery  }  but  your  haftc 
Is  now  urg'd  on  you. 

j^lb    We  will  greet  the  time.  lExit 

SCENE     III, 

Edm.  To  both  thefe  fifters  have  I  fworn  my  love  } 
Kach  iealous  of  the  othef/^s  the  flung 
Are  of  the  adder.     V/hich  of  them  fhall  I  take  ? 
BQth  ?  one  ?  or  neither  ?  neither  can  be  enjoy'd^ 
U  Loth  remain  alive  :  to  take  the  widow, 
Exafpeiates,  makes  mad,  her  lifler  Gonerill  j 
And  hardly  fhall  I  carry  out  my  fide. 
Her  hufband  being  ahve.    Now  then,  we'll  ufe 
His  countenance  for  the  battle;  which  being  done, 
Let  her  who  would  be  rid  of  him,  devife 
His  fpeedy  taking  off.    As  for  the  mercy 
Which  he  intends  to  Lear  and  to  Cordelia, 
The  battle  done,  and  they  within  our  power. 
They  fhall  ne'er  fee  his  pardon  :  for  my  ilate 
Stands  on  me  to  defend,  not  to  debate,  [Extt, 
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\  SCENE     IV.     Atjorher  open  fijd. 

'  Sarum  ^vithin.     Enter  loith  drum  and  coloun,   Lear, 
Cordelia,  and  Soldiers  cuer  the fiage,  and  exeunt. 
Enter  Edgar  and  Glo'fler. 
Edg.  Here,  father,  take  the  fhadow  of  this  tree 
For  your  good  hoft  ;  pray,  that  the  right  may  thrive. 
[fever  I  return  to  you  again, 
I'll  bring  you  comfort. 
GIq.  Grace  be  with  you,  Sir  !  \Exit  Edgar. 

\^Alarum  and  retreat  -^ubin. 
Re-enter  Edgar. 
Edg.  Avi'ay,  old  man  ;  give  me  thy  hand,  av*^ay, 
King  Lear  hath  loft,  he  and  his  daughter  ta'ea  j 
Give  me  thy  hand.     Come  on. 
Glo,  No  further.  Sir  j  a  man  may  rot  even  here. 
Edg.  What,  in  ill  thoughts  again  ?  Men  muft  endure 
rheir  going  hence,  ev'n  as  their  coming  hither. 
Rjpenefs  is  all  ;  come  on. 

Glo.  And  that's  true  too,  {Exeunt* 

SCENE    V. 
Enter  in  ccnquejif  ivith  drum  and  co.'ours,  Edmund  j  Lear 
and  CordeViz,  as prifoners  ]  Soldiers,  Captain. 
Edm.  Some  officers  take  them  away  :   good  guard. 
Until  their  greater  pkafuresfiift.be  known. 
That  are  to  cenfure  them. 
Cor,  We're  not  the  firftj 
Who  with  beft  meaning  have  incurr'd  the  worft  :. 
For  thee,  oppreffed  King,  am  I  caft  down  * 
Myfelf coulcl  elfe  outfrown  faife  Fortune's  frown. 
Shall  we  not  fee  thefe  daughters  and  thefe  fifters  ? 

Lear,  No,  no,  no,  no  j  com.e,  let's  away  to  pVifon  j. 
We  two  alone  will  fing,  like  birds  i'  th'  cage. 
When  thou  doft  afjc  me  bleffing,  I'll  kneel  down. 
And  ask  of  thee  forgivenefs  ;  fo  we'll  live. 
And  pray,  and  fing,  and  tell  old  tales,  and  laugh 
At  gilded  butterflies  j  and  he-ar  poor  rogues 
Talk  of  court-news,  and  we'll  talk  v.'ith  them  too, 
Wholofes  and  who  wins ;  who's  in,  who's  out : 
An4  takeupon's  themyftery  of  things, 

H3  As 
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As  if  we  were  God's  fpies.*     And  we'll  wear  oAit, 
In  a  walPd  prifon,  packs  and  fedls  of  great  ones. 
That  ebb  and  flow  by  th'  moon. 

Edm.  Take  them  away. 

Itcart  Upon  fuch  facrifiees,  my  Cordelia,  [thee  : 
The  gods  themfelves  throw  incenfe.  Have  I  caaght 
He  that  parts  us,  fhall  bring  a  brand  from  heav'n. 
And  fire  us  hence,  like  foxes.  Wipe  thine  eye  j 
The  goujeres  fhall  devour  them,  flefli  and  fell, 
£re  they  fliall  make  us  weep  ;  we'll  fee  them  ftarvM  firft. 
Come.  ]_Exeunt  Lear  and  Cordelia  guarded* 

Edm.  Come  hither.  Captain,' hark.         [JVhifpering, 
Take  thou  this  note  ;  go,  follow  them  to  prifon. 
One  ftep  I  have  advanced  thee  ;  if  thou  dofl 
As  this  inftrufts  thee,  thou  doft  make  thy  way 
To  noble  fortunes ;  know  thou  this,  that  men 
Are  as  the  time  is  j  to  be  tender-minded 
Does  not  become  a  fword  ;  thy  great  employment 
Will  not  bear  queftion.     Either  fay  thou'lt  do't. 
Or  thrive  by  other  means. 

Capt,  ril  do't,  my  Lord. 

Edm.  About  it,  and  write  happy  when  thou'ft  done, 
Mark,  I  fay,  inftantly  j  and  carry  it  fo 
As  I  have  fet  it  down.      .  [Exit  Captairit 

SCE.NE      VI; 
Flouri/Jj.    Enter  Albany,  Goneril,  Regan,  and  Soldiers, 

Alb.  Sir,  you  have  fhew'd  to-day  your  valiant  ftrain. 
And  Fortune  led  you  well.     You  have  the  captives. 
Who  were  the  oppolites  of  this  day's  flrife  ; 
We  do  require  them  of  you,  fg  to  ufe  them. 
As  we  (hall  find  their  merits  and  our  fafety 
May  equally  determine. 

Edm.  Sir,  I  thought  it  fit 
To  fend  the  old  and  miferable  King 
To  fome  retention  and  appointed  guard  ; 
Whofe  age  has  charms  in  it,  whofe  title  more, 

*  Spieif  is  taken  in  the  fenfe  oi  fpies  upon  any  cne,  to 
infpetl  their  conduft  5  uot /pies  mployed  by  a  perfon. 

To 
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To  pluck  the  common  bofoms  on  his  fide  ; 

And  turn  our  imprefs'd  launces  in  our  eyes. 

Which  do  command  them.   With  him  I  fent  the  Queen  5 

My  reafon  all  the  fame  j  and  they  are  ready 

To-morrow,  or  at  further  fpace,  t'appear 

Where  we  fhall  hold  our  feffion.     At  this  time 

We  fweat  and  bleed  ;  the  friend  hath  loft  his  friend  5 

^nd  che  beft  quarrels,  in  the  heat,  are  curs'd 

By  thofe  that  feel  their  fharpnefs.— — — . 

The  queftion  of  Cordelia,  and  her  father. 

Requires  a  fitter  place. 

Alb.  Sir,  by  your  patience, 
I  hold  you  but  a  fubjeft  of  this  war. 
Not  as  a  brother. 

Reg.  That's  as  we  lift  to  grace  him. 
Methinks  our  pleafure  might  have  been  demanded. 
Ere  you  had  fpoke  fo  far.     He  led  our  powers  j 
Bore  the  commiflion  *  of  my  place  and  perfon  j 
The  which  immediacy  •)•  may  well  ftand  up. 
And  call  itfelf  your  brother. 

Goti,  Not  fo  hot ; 
In  his  own  grace  he  doth  exait  hirafelf. 
More  than  in  your  advancement. 

Reg.  In  my  right, 
By  me  invefted,  he  compears  the  beft. 

Mb,  That  were  the  moft  if  he  fhould  hufband  you^ 

Reg.  Jefters  do  oft  prove  prophets. 

Gon.  Holla,  holla! 
That  eye  that  told  you  fo  look'd  but  a-fqulnt. 

Reg,  Lady,  I  am  not  well,  elfe  I  /hould  anfwer 
From  a  full-flowing  ftomach.     General, 
Take  thou  my  foldiers,  prifoners,  patrimony, 
Difpofe  of  them,  of  me  j  the  walls  are  thine  ; 
Witnefs  the  world,  that  I  create  thee  here 
My  Lord  and  Mafter. 

G':in.  Mean  you  to  enjoy  him  ? 

Alb.  The  let  alone  lies  not  in  your  good-will* 

*  commijjtony  for  authority. 

•\  immediacy f  for  re^rejetttatitn, 

Edtfft 
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Edm.  Nor  in  thme,  Lord. 

^!b.  HaJf  blooded  fellow,  yes. 

Reg.  Let  the  drum  ftrike,  'and  prove  my  title  thine. 
{.T°  Edmund.     They  offer  to  !^o  out. 

Alb.  Stay ;  hear  my  reafon.     Edmund,  I  arreft  thee 
On  capital  trealbn  ;  and,  in  thy  arrert. 
This  gilded  ferpent.     For  your  claim,  fair  fifter, 
I  bar  it  in  the  iHtereft  of  my  wife  j 
Tis  fhe  is  fubcontrafted  to  this  Lord, 
And  I  her  husband  contradifl  your  banes. 
If  you  will  marry,  make  your  loves  to  me, 
My  Lady  is  befpoke. 

Gun.  An  interlude  !-^ 

Alb.  Thou  artarm'd,Glo'fler5let  the  trumpet  found; 
If  none  appear  to  prove  upon  thy  perfon 
Thy  heinous,  manifeft,  and  many  treafons. 
There  is  my  pledge  :  I'll  prove  it  on  thy  heart, 
Ere  I  tafle  bread,  thou  art  in  nothing  lefs 
Than  I  have  here  proclaim'd  thee. 

Reg.  Sick.  O  fick 

Gen.  If  not,   I'll  ne'er  truft  poifon.  [Afde,, 

Edm.  There's  my  exchange.  What  in  the  world  he  is. 
That  names  me  traitor,  villain-like  he  lyes. 
Call  by  thy  trumpet :  he  that  dares  approach. 
On  him,  on  you,  (whom  not  ?)  I  will  maintain 
My  truth  and  honour  firmly. 

Alb.  A  herald,  ho  ! 

Enter  a  Heralds 
Truft  to  thy  fingle  virtue  j  for  thy  foldiers, 
All  levied  in  my  name,  have  in  my  name 
Took  their  difcharge. 

Reg.  This  ficknefs  grows  upon  me. 

Alb,  She  is  not  well,  convey  her  to  my  tent. 

\_Exit  Regan,  led, 
SCENE     VII. 
Come  hither.  Herald,  let  the  trumpet  found. 
And  read  out  this.  [A  trumpet  founds. 

Herald  reads. 

If  any  man  of  quality  or  degree  ivithin  the  iif.s  of  the  ar- 
«Kj?y  tviil  maintain  ujion  Edmund,  Jupj^cf id  Earl  of  Glo''Jkr, 
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that  he  is  a  man'ijoli  traitor^  let   him  appzar  hy  the  third 

found  of  the  trumpet.  He  is  bold  in  his  defence.     1  trumpet. 

Her.  Again.  S  trumpet. 

Her.  Again.  3  trumpet. 

[Trumpet  anfivers,  'witbin. 
i  Enter  Bdgar,  armed. 

Alh.  Ask  him  his  purpoles,  why  he  appears        ^ 
Upon  this  call  o'th'trumpet. 

Her.  What  are  you  ? 
Your  name,  your  quality,  ajid  why  you  anfwer 
This  prefent  fummons  ? 

Edg.  Know  my  name  is  loft ; 
By  treafon's  tooth  bare-gnawn  and  canker-bit  ; 
Yet  am  I  noble  as  the  adverfary 
I  come  to  cope. 

Alh.  Which  is  that  adverfary  ?  [Glo'fter  ? 

Edg.  What's   he  that   fpeaks  for  Edmund   Earl  of 
Edm.  Himfelf.  What  fay'A  thou  to  him  ? 
Edg.  Draw  thy  fwoid. 
That  if  my  fpeech  offend  a  noble  heart. 
Thy  arm  may  do  thee  juftice  ;  here  is  mine  -.— — • 
Behold,  it  is  the  privil'ege  of  mine  honours. 
My  oatii,  and  my  pfofcflion.     I  proteft, 
Matigre  thy  ftrength,  place,  youth,  and  eminence  ; 
Spite  of  thy  v)£l:or-i\Vord,  and  fire-aew  fortune. 
Thy  valour,  and  thy  heirt,  thou  art  a  traitor  j 
Falfe  to  thy  gods,  thy  brother,  and  thy  father  j 
Confpirant  'galnlt  this  high  illuftrious  Prince, 
And  from  th'extremeft  upward  of  thy  head. 
To  the  defcent  and  duft  below  thy  foot, 
A  nioft  toad-fpotted  traitor.     Say  thou  No  ; 
This  fword,  this  arm,  and  my  beft  fpirits  ar8  bent 
To  prove  upon  my  heart,  whereto  I  fpeak. 
Thou  lyeft. 

Edm.  In  wifdom  I  fhonld  a<=k  thy  name  ; 
But  fince  thy  outfide  looks  io  fair  and  warUke, 
And  that  thy  tongue  fome  'flay  *  of  breeding  breathes  j 
What  fafe  and  nicely  I  might  well  delay 

*  'Jf^h  ^^"^  ^Jf^Jf  f<^n-^P^'^  or  probability » 
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By  rule  of  knighthood,  I  difdain  and  fpurn  : 
Back  do  I  tofs  thefe  treafons  to  thy  head. 
With  the  hell-hated  Jye  o*ervvhelm  thy  heart  j 
To  which  (for  they  yet  glance  by,  fcarcely  bruifing) 
This  fvvcrd  of  mine  fhall  give  them  inftant  way, 
Where  they  fhall  reft  for  ever.     Trumpets,  fpeak. 

'[Alarm.      Fight.     Edmund/^//5. 

Con.  O,  fave  him,  fave  him  j  this  it  praftice,  Glo'fter: 
By  th'iaw  of  war,  thou  waft  nor  bound  to  anfwer 
An  unknown  oppofite  j   thou  art  not  vanqujfn'd, 
Butcozen'd  and  beguil'd. 

Alb.  Shut  your  niouth,   Dame, 
Or  with  this  paper  ihall  I  ftop  it ; 
Thuu  worfe  than  any  thing,  read  thine  own  evil. 
No  tearing.   Lady  ;  I  perceive  you  know  it. 

Gon.  Say,  if  I  do  ;  the  laws  are  mine,  not  thine  ; 
Who  can  arraign  me  for't  ? 

Alb.  Monfter,  know'ft  thou  this  paper  ? 

Gon.  Ask  me  not  what  I  know .         [Exit  Gob, 

Alb.  Go  after  her,  ftie's  defperate,  govern  her. 
SCENE     VIII. 

Edm.  What  you  have  charg'd  me  with,  that  I  have 
And  more,much  more  j  the  time  will  bring  it  out.  [done, 
'Tis  paft,  and  fo  am  I,  ,  But  what  art  thou 
That  haft  this  fortune  on  me  ?  If  thou'rt  noble, 
I  do  forgive  thee. 

Edg,  Let's  exchanp-e  charity  : 
I  am  no  lefs  in  blood'lihan  thou  art,  Edmund  j 
If  more,  the  more  thou'ft  vvrong'd  me. 
My  name  is  Edgar,  and  thy  father's  fon. 
The  gods  are  juft,  and  of  our  pleafant  vices 
Make  inftruments  to  fcourge  us  ; 
The  dark  and  vicious  place  where  thee  he  got, 
Coft  him  his  eyes. 

Edm.  Thou'ft  fpoken  right,  'tis  true,  ., 

The  wheel  is  come  full  circle  j  I  am  here.  | 

Alb.  Methought  thy  very  gate  did  prophefy  [Tb  Edg.  | 
A  royal  noblenefs ;  I  muft  embrace  thee,——  ^ 

Let  forrow  fplit  my  heart,  if  ever  I 
Did  hate  thee,  or  thy  father! 

Edg. 
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Edg,  Worthy  Prince,  I  know't. 

Alb.  Where  have  you  hid  yourfelf  ? 
How  have  you  knov/n  the  miferies  of  your  father  ? 
r   Edg.  by  nurfing  them,  my  Lord.     Lift  a  brief  talej 
And,  When  'tis  told,  O,  that  my  heart  v^ould  burft  !-• 
The  bloody  proclamation  to  efcape 
That  foUow'd  me  fo  near,  (O  our  lives'  fweetnefs! 
That  we  the  pain  of  death  would  hourly  bear. 
Rather  than  die  at  once,)  taught  n>e  to  fhifc 
Into  a  madman's  rags  j  t'aflume  a  femblance 
The  very  dogs  difdain'd  :  and  in  this  habit 
Met  I  my  father  with  his  bleeding  rings. 
Their  precious  gems  new  loft  }  became  his  guide. 
Led  him,  begg'd  for  him,  fav'd  him  from  defpairj 
Never  (O  fault!)  reveal'd  myfelf  unto  him. 
Until  fome  half  hour  paft,  when  I  was  arm'd. 
Not  fure,  though  hoping,  of  this  good  fuccefs, 
I  ask'd  his  bleffing,  and  from  firft  to  laft 
Told  him  my  pilgrimage.     But  his  flaw'd  heart. 
Alack,  too  weak  the  conflift  to  fupport, 
'Twixt  two  extremes  of  paffion,  joy,  and  grief, 
Burft  fmilingly. 

Edm.  This  fpeech  of  your's  hath  mov'd  me, 
And  fhall,  pei chance,  do  good  j   but  fpeak  you  on» 
You  look  as  you  had~fomething  more  to  fay. 

Alb.  If  there  be  more",  more  woful,  hold  it  in  j 
For  I  am  almoft  ready  to  diflblve, 
Hearing  of  ^his. 

Edg.  This  would  have  feem'd  a  period.     But  fuch 
As  lave  to  amplify  another's  forrow. 
To  much,  would  make  much  more,  and  top  extremity. 
Whilft  I  was  big  in  clamour,  came  there  a  man. 
Who  having  feen  me  in  my  worfer  ftate, 
Shunn'd  my  abhorr'd  fcciety  ;  but  now  finding 
Who  'twas  had  fo  endur'd,  with  his  ftrong  arms 
He  faften'd  on  my  neck  ;  and  bellow'd  out. 
As  he'd  burft  heav'n  j  threw  him  on  my  father; 
Told  the  moft  piteous  tale  of  Lear  and  him 
That  ever  ear  receiv'd  ;  which  in  recounting 
His  grief  grew  puifTant,  and  the  ftrings  of  life 
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Began  tocrack.——— Twice  then  the  trumpets  founded. 
And  there  I  left  him  traunc'd.--  ■  ■  ■ 

Alb,  But  who  was  this  ? 

Edg.  Kent,  Sir;   the  banifh'd  Kent,  who  in  difguife 
F-olIow'd  his  enemy  King,  and  did  him  fervice 
Improper  for  a  flave. 

SCENE      IX.  Enter  a  gentlemani 

Gent.  Help  !  help  ! 

Edg,  What  kind  of  help  ? 

Alb,  Speak,  man. 

Edg.  What  means  this  bloody  knife  ? 

Gent.  'Tis  hot,it  fmokes;  It  came  even  from  the  heart 
Of— O  !  {he's  dead. 

Alb.  Who's  dead?  f peak  man, 

Gent*  Your  Lady,  Sir,  your  Lady  ;  and  her  fifter 
By  her  is  poifon'd  j  fhe  confefles  it. 

Edm.  I  was  contrafted  to  them  both ;  all  three 
Now  marry  in  an  inftant. 

Edg.  Here  comes  Kent. 

EnterK.ttA. 

Alh.  Produce  the  bodies,  be  they  alive  or  dead. 

[Gonerill  and  Regan's  bodies  brought  out. 
This  judgment  of  the  heav'ns,  that  makes  us  tremble. 
Touches  us  not  with  pity. •-—01  is  this  he  ? 
The  time  will  not  allow  the  compliment  [Tl?  Kent, 

Which  very  manners  urge. 

Kent.  I  am  come 
To  bid  my  King  and  mafter  aye  good  night. 
Is  he  not  here  ? 

Alb.  Greatthingof  usforgot  I  [delia? 

Speak,  Edmund,  where's  the  King  ?  and  where'sCor- 
See'ft  thou  this  objedl,  Kent  ?  \_F6intingto  the  dead  bodies^ 

Kent.  Alack,  why  thus  ? 

Edm.  Yet  Edmund  was  belov'd  : 
The  one  the  other  poifon'd  for  my  fake. 
And  after  flew  herfelf. 

Alb.  Even  fo  ;  cover  their  faces. 

EdvK  I  pant  for  hfe  :  fome  good  I  mean  to  do, 
Defpight  of  mine  own  nature.     Quickly  fend 
(Be  brief)  into  the  caftle }  for  my  writ 

Is 
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ri's  on  the  life  of  Lear  ami  Cordelia. 
May,  fend  in  time. 
Alh.  Run,  run,  O  run 

Edg,  To  whom,  my  Lord  ?  who  has  the  office  ?  Send 
Thy  token  of  reprieve. 

Edm,  Well  thought  on,  take  my  fword, 
Dive  it  the  Captain 
Edg.  Hafte  thee  for  thy  lif  e.  {Exit  Mcffenger. 

Edm.  He  hath  commiflion  from  thy  wife  and  me 
To  hang  Cordelia  in  the  prifon,  and 
To  lay  the  blame  upon  her  own  cefpair. 
Alb,  The  gods  defend  her '.  bear  him  hence  a  while. 

[Edmund  is  born  off, 
S  C  E  N  E    X. 
Enter  Lear,  nvitb  Cordelia  dead  in  his  arms, 
"Lear.  Howl,  howl,  howl,  howl,         0,  you  are  men  of 
lad  I  your  tongues  and  eyes    I'd  ufe  them  fo,     [ftone ; 
i'hat  heaven's  vault  /hould  crack  :  fhe's  gone  for  ever* 
know  when  one  is  dead,  and  when  one  lives  j 
'he's  dead  as  earth  !  lend  me  a  looking-glafs, 
f  that  her  breath  will  mift  or  ftain  the  ftone. 
Vhy  then /he  lives. 
Kent.  Is  this  the  promis'd  end  ? 
Lear.  This  feather  ftirs,  fhe  lives ;  if  it  be  fo, 
t  is  a  chance  which  does  redeem  all  forrows, 
"hat  ever  I  have  felt. 
Kent.  O  my  good  mafter  !  [Kneeling. 

Lear.  Pr'ythee,  away      ■     - 
Edg.  *Tis  noble  Kent,  your  friend. 
Lear.  A  plague  upon  you,  murth'rous  traitors  all  ! 
might  have  fav'd  her  j  now  fhe's  gone  for  ever  ! 
'ordelia,  Cordelia,  ftay  a  little.     Ha  !■ 
^hat  is't  thou  fay'ft  ?  her  voice  was  ever  foft, 
Jentle,  and  low;  nn  excellent  thing  in  woman, 
kill'd  the  flave  that  was  a  hanging  thee. 
Gent.  'Tis  true,  my  Lords,  he  did. 
Lear,  Did  I  not,  fellow  ? 
ve  feen  the  day  with  my  good  biting  faulchion 
would  have  made  them  skip  ;   I  am  old  now, 
nd  thefe  fame  crofles  fpoil  me.     Who  are  you  ? 
jj       VoL.VL  I  Mine 
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Mine  eyes  are  none  o'th'beft. I'll  tell  you  ftrait. 

Kent.  If  fortune  brag  of  two  fhe  lov'd  and  hated. 
One  of  them  we  behold, 

Lear.  Are  you  not  Kent  ? 

Kent.  The  fame  ;  your  fervant  Kent, 
Where  is  your  fervantCaius  ? 

Lear.  'Twas  a  good  fellow,  I  can  tell  you  that. 
He'd  ftiike,  and  quickly  too  ; — he's  dead  and  rotten. 

Kent.  No,  my  good  Lord,  I  am  the  very  man  — 

Lear.  I'll  fee  that  ftrait. 

Kent.  That,  from  your  firft  of  difference  and  decay,* ' 
Have  follow' d  your  fad  ftept        ■  — ■ 

Lear.  You're  welcome  hither. 

Kent.  'Twas  no  man  elfe All's  cheerlefs,  dark,  and 

Your  eldeft  daughters  have  foredone  themfelves,  [dead: 
And  defp'rately  are  dead, 

Lear.  Ay,  fo  I  think.  .      •    •   v 

Alh.  He  knows  not  what  he  fay's  j  and  vain  is  it 
That  we  prefentus  to  him. 
E^g.  Very  bootlefs. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 
Meff.  Edmund  is  dead,  my  Lord. 
Alb.  That's  but  a  trifle. 
You  Lords  and  noble  friends,  know  our  intent ; 
Wliat  comfort  to  this  great  decay  \  may  come. 
Shall  be  applied.     For  us,  we  will  refign. 
During  the  life  of  this  old  Majefty,  , 

To  him  our  abfolute  power,;  to  y°"'y°"''"Yro'Ed  at. 

With  boot,  and  fuch  addition  as  your  honours 
Have  more  than  merited.     All  friends  ftall  tafte 
The  wages  of  their  virtues,  and  all  foes 
Thecup  of  their  defervings.     O  fee,  fee 

Lear .  And  my  poor  fool  is  hang'd  5  no,  no,  no  hfc. 
Why  fhoulda  dog,  ahorfe,  a  rat  have  life. 
And  thou  no  breath  at  all  >  thou'lt  come  no  more. 
Never,  never,  never,  never,  nevei— 

*  decay^  for  miifortunes* 
*|-  decay  for  dejolatioyi. 
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Pray  you,  undo  this  button.  Thank  you,  Sir  } 
Do  you  fee  this  ?  look  on  her,  look  on  her  lips, 
Look  there,  look  there  [He  Dies. 

Edg.  He  faints,  my  Lord  ! 

Kent.  Break,  heart,  I  pr'ychee  break  ! 

Edg.  Look  up,  my  Lord ! 

Kent.  Vex  not  his  ghoft  :  O,  let  him  pafs  !  He  hates 
That  would  upon  the  rack  of  this  rough  world  [him 
Stretrh  him  out  longer. 

Edg.  He's  gone  indeed. 

Kent.  The  wonder  is  he  hath  endur'd  fo  long  : 
He  but  ufurp'd  his  life. 

A!b.  Bear  them  from  hence  5  our  prefent  bufinefs 
Is  general  woe.     Friends  of  my  foul,  you  twain 
Rule  in  this  realm,  and  the  gor'd  ftate  fuftain. 

f^nt    Ihave  a  journey.  Sir,  fhortly  to  go  j 
My  m  after  calls  me,  Imuft  not  fay  No.  [Dies. 

Alb.  The  weight  of  this  fad  time  we  muft  obey, 
Speak  what  we  feel,  not  what  we  ought  to  fay. 
The  oldeft  hath  borne  moft  j  we  that  are  young. 
Shall  never  fee  fo  much,  live  e'er  fo  long. 

[^Exeunt  ivith  a  dead  march. 
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Tim  ON,  a  noble  Athenian, 
Lucius,       \txvoJlatttring 
LuculJus,   J       Lordr. 
Apemantus,  a  cburliJhphilo~ 

fopbtr. 
Semproniu?,  another  Jiatter- 

ing  Lord. 
Alcibiades,  anAthenianGen. 
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Cupid  and  Maskers* 
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Thiei^menators,  PoetjPain- 
terf^^eller,  Mercer,  and 
Menhantyivitb  divers  fer» 
vants  and  attendants. 


ACT    I.       SCENE    I. 

A  hall  in  Timons  boufe. 
Enter   Poet,  Painter,  yciveUcr,  Merchant,  and  Merctr* 
atfever^l  doors* 

Poet.    /'^  OOD  day,  Sir, 

I     y     Pain.  I  am  glad  y'are  well. 
^'-^     Poet.  I  have  not  ken  you  long  ;  how  goes 
Pain.  It  wears.  Sir,  as  it  goes.  [the  world? 

•  The  hint  of  part  of  this  play  is  taken  from  Lucians  di- 
alogue ofTimon. 
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Poet,  Ay,  that's  well  known. 
But  what  particular  rarity  ?  what  (o  ftrange, 
Which  manifold  record  not  matches  ?  See, 
(Magic  of  bounty !)  all  thefe  fpirits  thy  power 
Hath  conjur'd  to  attend.     I  know  the  Merchant. 

Pain.  I  know  them  both  j  th'  other's  a  Jeweller. 

Mer.  O  'tis  a  worthy  Lord  ! 

Jiiv.  Nay,  that's  moft  fix'd. 

Mer.  A  moft  incomparable  man,  breath'd  as  it  were 
To  an  untirable  and  continuate  goodnefs . 
He  palTes 

Jenv.  I  have  a  jewel  here. 

Mer.  O,  pray,  let's  fee'tr 
For  the  Lord  Timon,  Sir  ? 

Jeiv.  If  he  will  touch  the  eftimate  :  but  for  that 

Poet.  IFben  ivefor  recotnpence  ha've  prais'd  the  vikj 
It  ftains  the  glory  in  that  happy  'verje 
nijicb  aptly  Jingi  the  good.  [Repeating  to  hitnUlf. 

Mer,  'Tis  a  good  form.  \Looking  on  the  jeivel. 

jfenv .  And  rich  j  here  is  a  water,  look  ye. 

Pain.  You're  rapt.  Sir,  in  fome  work,  fome  dedica- 
To  the  great  Lord .  [tion 

Poet.  A  thing  flipt  idly  from  m«. 
Our  poefy  is  as  a  gum,  which  i(Tues 
From  whence  '^tis  nourished.     The  fire  i'  th'  flint 
Shews  not,  till  it  bellru<:^  *•  our  gentle  flame 

Provokes  itfelf, and,  like  the  current,  flies 

Each  bound  it  chafes.     What  have  you  there  ? 

Pain.  A  pidure.  Sir. — When  comes  your  book  forth  > 

Poet.  Upon  the  heels  of  my  prefentnient,  bir. 
Let's  fee  your  piece. 

Pain.   'Tis  a  good  piece. 

Poet.  So  'tis. 
This  comes  off  well  and  excellent. 

Pain.   Indiff'rent. 

Poet.  Admirable  1  how  this  grace 
Speaks  his  own  ftanding  ?  what  a  mental  power 
This  eye  fhoots  forth  ?  how  big  imagination 
Moves  in  this  lip  ?  to  th'  dumbnefs  of  the  geflure 
Ons  njight  interpret. 

I  3  Paie^ 
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Pain,  It  is  a  pretty  mocking  of  the  life. 
Here  is  a  touch is"'t  good  ? 

Foet.  I'll  fay  of  it. 
It  tutors  nature  j  artificial  ftrife  -f- 
Lives  in  thofe  touches,  livelier  than  life. 
Enter  eertain  Senators, 

Pain.  How  this  Lord  is  followed  ! 

Poet.  The  Senators  of  Athens !  happy  man? 

Pain»  Look  more ! 

Poet.  You  fee  this  confluence,  this  great  flood  of  vifit- 
I  have,  in  this  rough  work,  fhap'd  out  a  man,       [ers. 
Whom  this  beneath-world  doth  embrace  and  hug 
With  amplell  entertainment.     My  free  drift 
Halts  not  particular,  but  moves  itfelf 
In  a  wide  fea  of  wax  ;  ||  no  leaven'd  malice 
Infefts  one  comma  in  the  courfe  I  hold  j 
But  flies  an  eagle-fiight,  bold,  and  forth  on. 
Leaving  no  track  behind. 

Pain.  How  fhall  I  underftand  you  ? 

Poet.  I'll  unbolt  to  yoir. 
You  fee  how  all  conditions,  how  all  minds, 
As  well  of  glib  and  flipp'ry  natures,  as 
Of  grave  and  auftere  quality,  tender  down 
Their  i'ervice  to  Lord  Timon:  his  large  fortune. 
Upon  his  good  and  gracious  nature  hanging. 
Subdues  and  properties  to  his  love  and  tendance 
All  forts  of  hearts ;  yea,  from  the  glafs-fac'd  flatterer 
To  Apemantus,  that  few  things  loves  better 
Than  to  abhor  himfelf ;  §  ev'n  he  drops  down 
The  knee  before  him,  and  returns  in  peace 
Moft  rich  in  Timon's  nod. 

Pain.  I  faw  them  fpeak  together. 
Poet.   I  have  upon  a  high  and  pleafant  hill 
Feign'd  Fortune  to  be  thron'd.     The  bafe  o'  th'  mount; 
Is  rank'd  with  all  deferts,  all  kind  of  natures, 

-j-  Jirifcy  for  aBion  or  motion^ 

11  Anciently  they  ivrote  upon  luaxett  tables  with  an  iron. 

fiyle. 

§  i.  e,  /o  quarrel  "With  bmjelf* 
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That  labour  on  the  bofom  of  this  fphere 

To  propagate  %  their  ftates ;  amongft  them  all, 

Whofe  eyes  are  on  this  fov'reign  lady  fix'd. 

One  do  I  perfonate  of  Timon's  frame. 

Whom  Fortune  with  her  iv'ry  hand  wafts  to  her, 

Whofe  prefent  grace  to  prafent  flaves  and  fervant8 

Tranflates  his  rivals. 

Pain.   'Tis  conceiv'd  to  th'  fcope. 
Tins  throne,  this  fortune,  and  this  hill,  methinks. 
With  one  man  beckon'd  from  the  reft  below. 
Bowing  his  head  againft  the  ileepy  mount 
To  climb  his  happinefs,  would  well  be  exprefs'd 
111  our  condition,  jj 

Poet.  Nay,  but  hear  mc  on. 
All  thcfe  which  were  his  fellows  but  of  late. 
Some  better  than  bis  value,  on  the  moment 
■Follow  his  ftrides,  his  lobbies  fill  with  tendance^ 
Rain  faci  ificial  whifp'rings  in  his  ear. 
Make  facred  even  his  ftirrup,  and  through  him 
Drink  the  free  air. 

Pain.   Ay,  marry,  what  of  thefe  ? 

Poet,  When  Fortune  in  her  fhift  and  change  of  moo3 
Spurns  down  her  late  belov'd,  all  his  dependents 
(Which  laboured  after  to  the  mountain's  top. 
Even  on  their  knees  and  hands)  let  him  flip  down^ 
Not  one  accompanying^ his  declining  foot. 

Pain.   'Tis  common. 
A  thoufand  moral  paintings  I  can  /hew. 
That  fhall  demonftrate  thtie  quick  blows  of  Fortune 
More  pregnantly  than  words.     Yet  you  do  well 
To  fhew  Lord  T:mon,  that  mean  eyes  have  (een 
The  foot  above  the  head. 

SCENE     II. 

Trumpets  found.     Enter  Timon,  aJdpeJJtng  himfelf  ccur- 

teoujly  to  every  Jn  it  or. 

Tim.  Imprifon'd  is  he,  fay  you  ?        [To  a  MeJ'enger, 

Mejf.  Ay,  my  good  Lord  j  five  talents  is  his  debt, 

X  to  propagate,  for  to  vtake^ 
jl  condition  J  for  an. 
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His  means  moft  fhort,  his  creditors  moft  flraight : 
Your  honourable  letter  he  defires 
To  thofe  have  fhut  him  upj  which  failing  to  him 
Periods  his  comfort. 

Tim.  Noble  Ventidius  I  well         '  — 
I  am  not  of  that  feather  to  fliake  off 
My  friend  when  he  moft  needs  me.     I  do  know  him 
A  gentleman  that  well  deferves  a  help, 
Which  he  ftall  have  ;   Til  pay  the  debt,  and  free  him» 

Meff.  Your  Lordfhip  ever  binds  him. 

T/?«.  Commend  me  to  him,  I  will  fend  his  ranfom  j    , 
And,  being  infranchiz'd,  bid  him  come  to  me  j 
'Tis  not  enough  to  help  the  feeble  up. 
But  to  fupport  him  after.     Fare  you  well. 

MeJJ',  All  happinefs  to  your  Honour  I  \_Exitt. 

Eater  an  old  Athenian. 

CId  Atb,  Lord  Timon,  hear  me  fpeak. 

Tim.  Freely,  good  father. 

Old  Ath.  Thou  haft  a  fervant  nam'd  Lucilius, 

Tim.   I  have  fo.     What  of  him  } 

Old  Ath.  Moft  Noble  Timon,  call  the  man  before  thee*. 

Tim.  Attends  he  here  or  no  .>  Lucilius! 
Enter  Lucilius. 

Luc.  Here,  at  your  Lordfhip's  fervlce. 

Old  Atb.  This  fellow  here,  Lord  Timon,  this  thy  crea- 
By  night  frequents  my  houfe.     I  am  a  man  [ture,. 

That  from  my  firft  have  been  inclln'd  to  thrift. 
And  my  eftate  deferves  an  heir  mure  rais'd. 
Than  one  which  holds  a  trencher. 

Tim.  Well :  what  further  ? 

Old  Ath.  One  only  daughter  have  I,  no  kin  elfe,. 
On  whom  I  may  confer  what  I  have  got : 
The  maid  is  fair,  o'  th'  youngeft  for  a  bride, 
And  I  have  bred  her  at  my  deareft  coft. 
In  qualities  of  the  beft.     This  man  of  thine 
Attempts  her  love :   I  pray  thee.  Noble  Loidj, 
Join  with  me  to  forbid  him  her  refort  j 
Myfelf  have  fpoke  in  vain. 

Tim.   The  man  is  honeft. 

t^ld  Ath,  Therefore  he  will  be,  Timon. 

His 
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His  honefly  rewards  him  in  itfelf,  > 

It  mull  not  bear  my  daughter. 

Thinly  Does  fhe  love  him  ? 

Old  Ath.   She  is  young,  and  apt : 
Our  own  precedent  paflions  do  inftrucl  us 
What  levity's  in  youth. 

TfV«,  Love  you  the  maid  ? 

hue.  Ay,  my  good  Lord,  and  fhe  accepts  of  iti 

Old  Ath.  If  in  her  marriage  my  confent  bemiifingj 
1  call  the  gods  to  witnefs,  I  will  chufe 
Mine  heir  from  forth  the  beggars  of  the  world. 
And  difpoflefs  her  all. 

Tim.  How  ihall  fhe  be  endowed. 
If  fhe  be  mated  with  an  equal  hufband  ? 

Old  Ath.  Three  talents  on  the  prefent,  in  future  alL 

T/b2.  This  gentleman  of  mine  hath  ferv'd  me  long  \ 
I  To  build  his  fortune  I  will  ftrain  a  little. 
For  'tis  a  bond  in  men.     Give  him  thy  daughter  • 
What  you  beflow,  in  him  I'll  counterj^oife. 
And  makejihim'  weigh  with  her*     V 

0/i^//->.Moft  noble  Lonl, 
Pawn  me  to  this  your  honour,  fhe  is  his. 

Tlvu  My  hand  to  thee,  mine  honour  on  my  promifej 

Luc.  Humbly  I  thank  your  Lordfhip  :  never  may 
That  flate  or  fortune-fall  into  my  keeping. 
Which  is  not  own'd  to  you. 

{Exeunt  Lucillus  and  c/</ Athenian.  ■ 

Toet.  Vouchfafe  my  labour,  and  long  live  your  LoraW 
fhip  ! 

tim.  I  thank  you,  you  fhall  hear  from  me  anons 
MGonot  away.     What  have  you  there,  my  friend  ?   - 

Pain.  A  piece  of  painting,  which  I  do  befeech 
Your  Lordfhip  to  accept. 

Tinu.   Painting  is  welcome. 
The  painting  is  almoft  the  natural  man  s 
For  fmce  difhonour  traffics  with  man's  nature, 
He  is  but  outfide  :  pencil'd  figures  are 
Ev'n  fuch  as  they  give  out.     I  like  your  work  j 
And  you  fhall  find  I  like  it.     "Wait  attendance 

Till  you  hear  further  frcm  me^ 

Pain» 
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Pain.  The  gods  preferve  ye  !  , 

7/«.  Well  fare  you.  Gentleman  }  give  rae  your  hand 
We  mult  needs  dine  together  ;  Sir,  your  jewel 
Hath  fuffer'd  under  praife. 

Jew.  What,  my  Lord  ?  difpraife  ? 

7?»2.  A  mere  fatiety  of  commendations  : 
If  I  ihouid  pay  you  for't  as  'tis  extoU'd, 
It  woLjdunclew  me  quite. 

Jew.  My  Lord,  'tis  rated 
As  thofe  which  fell  would  give  i  but  you  well  know 
Things  of  like  value,  differing  in  the  owners,  * 

Are  by  their  mafters  priz'd  j  believe't,  dear  Lord, 
You  mend  the  jewel  by  the  wearing  it. 

Tim,  Well  mock'd. 

Mr^^'C*  ^°'   ^^  Sood  Lord,  he  fpeaks  the  commor 
Which  all  men  fpeak  with  him.  [tongue, 

J^im.  Look,  who  comes  here. 

SCENE     III.     Enter  A-Pemantus. 
Will  you  be  chid  ? 

Jew.  We'll  bear  it  with  your  Lordihip. 

Mer,  new  fpare  none. 

Tim.  Good  morrow  to  thee,  gentle  Apemantus  f 

rf^^w.  Till  I  be  gentle,  ftay  for  thy  good  morrow. t 
*  #  *  *  #.        ' 

^pem.  When  thou  artTimon's  dog,  and  thefe  knavet 

honeft. 
Titfi.  Why  doft  thou  call  them  knaves  ?  thou  kuow'fi 
them  not. 

J^pem.  Are  they  not  Athenians  ? 

*Xim.  Yes. 

Jipem*  Then  I  repent  not, 

Jewi 

•f-  Tbefirft  line  of  Apemantus' s  anfwer  is  to  the  purpofe  j  | 
the  fecond  abfurd   and  nonfenjical^    ivhich  proceeds  from 
the  Ififs  of  a  fpeech  dr  opt  from  between  them,  that  /hould  bt  ^ 
thus  reftored  ; 

7im.  Good  morrow  to  thee,  gentle  Apemantus ! 

Apem.  Till  I  be  gentle,  ftay  for  thy  good  morrow. 

{Foct.  When  will  that  be  ?]  ^  honeft*. 

^pem.  When  thou  art  Timon's  dog,  and  thefe  knaves- 
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Jenu.  You  know  me,  Apemantus. 

Apem.  Thou  know'ft  I  do,  I  call'd  thee  by  thy  name. 

Tim.  Thou  art  proud,  Apemantus. 

Apem.  Of  nothing  fo  much,  as  that  I  am  not  like  Ti- 
non. 

Tim.  Whither  art  going  ? 

Apem.  To  knock  out  an  honeft  Athenian's  Wains. 

Tim.  That's  a  deed  thoul't  die  for. 

Apem.  Right,  if  doing  nothing  be  death  by  the  law* 

Tim.  How  lik'ft  thou  this  pidlure,  Apemantus  ? 

Apem.  The  better,  for  the  innocence. 

Tim.  Wrought  he  not  well  fhat  painted  it  ? 

Apem.  He  wrought  better  that  made  the  painter  j  and 
et  he's  but  a  filthy  piece  of  work, 

Fain.  Y'are  a  dog. 

Apem.  Thy  mother's  of  my  generation.  What's  ihe, 
f  I  be  a  dog  ? 

Tim.  Wilt  dine  with  me,  Apemantus  ? 

Apem.  No,  I  eat  not  lords 

Tim.  If  thou  fhould'A,  thou'dft  anger  ladies* 

Apem.  Of  they  eat  lords;  fo  they  come  by  great  be!- 

Tim.  That's  a  lafcivious  apprehenfion.  [lies. 

^ew.  So  thou  apprehend'ftit.  Take  it  for  thy  labour, 

Tim.  How  doft  thou  like  this  jewel,  Apemantus  ? 

y^i&ewz.  Not  fo  well  ?s  plain-dealing,  which  will  not 
oft  a  man  a  doit. 

Tim.  What  doft  thou  think  'tis  worth  ? 

Apem.  Not  worth  my  thinking— How  now,  Poet  ? 

Toet.  How  now,  Philofopher  ? 

Apem.  Thou  lyeft. 

2Vr.  Art  thou  not  one  ? 

Apem.  Yes. 

"Poet.  Then  I  lye  not. 

Apem.  Art  not  a  poet  ? 

Voet,  Yes. 

Aptm.  Then  thou  lyeft  :  look  inthy  laft  work,  where 
hou  haft  feign'd  him  a  worthy  fellow. 

Voet.  That's  not  feign'd,  he  is  fo. 

Apem.  Yes,  he  is  worthy  o'thee,  and  to  pay  thee  for 
:'ny  labour.     He  that  loves  to  be   flattered,   is  worthy 

o'th* 
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o'  th'  flatterer.     Keav'ns  that  I  were  a  Lord  ! 

Tim.  What  would'fldo  then,  Apemantus  ? 

Jtpem.  Ev*n  as  Apemantus  does  now,  hate  a  lord 
with  my  heart. 

Tim.  What,  thyfelf  ? 

Apem.  Ay. 

Tim.  Wherefore  ? 

Apem.  That  I  had  fo  hungry  a  wit  to  be  a  lord. — * 

Art  thou  not  a  merchant  ? 

Mer.  Ay,  Apemantus. 

Apem.  Traffic  confound  thee,  if  the  gods  will  not ! 

Mer.  If  traffic  do  it,  the  gods  do  it. 

Apem.  Traffic's  thy  god,  and  thy  god  confound  thee) 
Trumpets  found.     Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Tim,  What  trumpet's  that  ? 

Mejf.  'Tis  Alcibiades,  and  fome  twenty  horfe. 
All  of  companionfhip. 

Tim.  Pray  entertain  them  j  give  them  guide  to  us  j 
You  muft  needs  dine  with  me  ;  go  not  you  hence 
Till  I  have  thank'd  you  j  and  when  dinner's  done, 
Shew  me  this  piece.    I'm  joyful  of  your  fights. 

Enter  Alcibiades  ivith  the  reft. 
Moft  welcome.  Sir!  [^Bo'winsr  and emhracingt 

Apem.  So,  fo '  Aches  contract  and  ftarve  your  fupple 
joints !  that  there  fhould  be  fmall  love  amongft  rhefe 
fweet  knaves,  and  all  this  courtefy  !  the  ftrain  of  man'l 
bred  out  into  baboon  and  monkey. 

Ale.  You  have  fav'd  my  longing,  and  I  feed 
Moft  hungerly  on  your  fight, 

Tim.  Right  welcome.  Sir. 
Ere  we  do  part,  we'll  ihart  a  bounteous  time  ; 

In  different  pleafures.     Pray  you  let  us  in,        [Exeunt, 
SCENE     IV. 
iWiiwer  Apemantus.     Enter  Lucius  ««</ Lucullus* 

Luc.  What  time  a  day  is't,  Apemantus  ? 

Apem.  Time  to  be  honeft, 

X.vf,  That  time  ferves  ftill. 

Apem.  The  more  accurfed  thou  that  ftill  omitt'ft  it, 

Lucul.  Thou  art  going  to  Lord  Timon's  feaft. 

Apertit  Ay,  to  fee  meat  fill  knaves,  and  wine  heat  fools. 

Lucul, 
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Lucul.  Fare  thee  well,  fare  thee  well. 

A^em.  Thou  art  a  fool  to  bid  me  tarewel  twice. 

1,110111.   Why,  Apemantus  ? 

Apem.  Thou  fhould'ft  have  kept  one  to  thyfelf,  for  I 

sail  to  give  thee  none. 

Luc.  Hangrthyfelf. 

Apem.   No,  I  will  do  nothing  at  thy  bidding  :  make 

y  requefts  to  thy  friend. 

Lucul.  Away,  unpeaceable  dog,  or _ril  fpurn 

26  hence. 

Apem.  I  will  fly,  like  a  dog,  the  heels  o'  th'  afs. 

TO.  •  ,  {Exit  A'^trn. 

Luc.  He  s  oppohte  to  humanity. 

me,  fhall  we  in,  and  tafte  Lord  Timon's  bounty  > 
fure  outgoes  the  very  heart  of  kindnefs. 

Lucvl.  He  pours  it  out.     Plutus,  the  god  of  gold, 

3ut  his  fteward  :  no  meed  but  he  repays 

/enfold  above  itfelf ;  no  gift  to  him, 

t  breeds  the  giver  a  return  exceeding 

lufe  of  quittance. 

'Luc.  The  nobleft  mind  he  carries, 

latever  govern'd  man. 

Lucul.  Long  may  he  live  in  fortunes !  fliall  we  In  ? 

Luc.  I'll  keep  you  company.  {Exeunt. 

w  E  N  E     V.     Another  Apartment  in  Timonshoufe. 

utboys  playing,   loudmufic.    A  great  banquet  jernP d  in - 

jndtben  enter  Timon,  Lucius,  Lucullus,  Sempronius' 

tnd  other  Athenian  Senators,    w/V/j  Veniidius.     rhen 

•mes,  dropping  after  all,  Apemantus,  discontentedly. 

'"en.  Moft  honour'd  Timon,  it  hath  pieas'd  the  gods 

call  my  father's  age  unto  long  peace, 

IS  gone  happy,  and  has  left  me  rich. 

en,  as  in  grateful  virtue  J  am  bound 

your  free  heart,  I  do  return  thofe  talents, 
Iib]ed  with  thanks  and  fer vice,  from  whoVehelp 
I  riv'd  liberty. 

"'w.  O,  by  no  means, 
j  left  Ventidius  :  you  miftake  my  love  j 
^    e  it  freely  ever,  and  there's  none 
^  ■  truly  fay  he  gives  if  he  receives, 
OL.  VI,  K  jf 
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If  our  betLer<;play  at  that  game,  we  mufl  not. 

Apcm.  Dare  to  imitate  them  :  faults  that  are  rich,  ar 

^fK.  A  noble  fpirit.  [fair 

Tir^^,  Nay,  ceremony  was  but  devis'd  at  firft. 
To  fet  a  glofs  on  faint  deeds,  hollow  welcomes. 
Recanting  goodnefs,*  forry  ere  'tis  fliown  ; 
But  where  there  is  true  friendship,  there  needs  none. 
Pray  fit ;  more  welcome  are  ye  to  my  fortunes, 
Than  rh e y  ro  me .  [They  Jit  donvn 

Luc.  We  always  have  confefs'd  it. 

Apem.  Ho,  hoj-confefs'd  it  ?  hang'd  it,  have  yea  not 

Tim.  O,  Apemantus  !  you  are  welcome. 

Apem.  No  ;  ydu  fhall  not  make  me  welcome.  I  com 
to  have  thee  thruft  me  out  of  doors. 

Tint.  Fie,  th'art  a  churl;  ye  have  got  a  humour  thet 
Dees  not  become  a  man,  'tis  much  to  blame  ; 
They  fay,  my  Lords,  that  Ira  furor  brevii  efi. 
But  yonder  man  is  ever  angry. 
Go,  let  him  have  a  table  by  himfelf  ; 
For  he  does  neither  affeft  company, 
Nor  is  he  fit  for't  indeed, 

Apem.  Let  me  ftay  at  thy  peril,  Timon :  I  come 
obferve,  I  give  thee  warning  on't. 

Tim.  I  take  no  heed  of '  thee  j  th'art  an  Athenia 
therefore  welcome  ;  I  myfelf  would  have  no  power- 
pr'ythee  let  my  meat  make  thee  filent. 

Apem.  I  fcorn  thy  meat  5  'twould  choke  me  'fore 
fhould  e'er  flatter  thee.  O  you  gods !  what  a  numb 
of  men  eat  Timon,  and  he  fees  'em  not  ?  It  grieves  t 
to  fee 

So  many  dip  their  meat  in  one  man's  blood. 
And,  all  the  madnefs  is,  he  cheers  them  up  to't. 
I  wonder  men  dare  truft  themfelves  with  men  ! 
Methinks  they  fhould  invite  them  without  knives  : 
Good  for  the)r  meat,  and  fafer  for  their  lives. 
.  There's  much  example  for't ;  the  fellow  that 
Sits  next  him  now,  parts  bread  with  him,  and  pledges 
The  breath  of  him  in  a  divided  draught, 

*  goodnefs,  for  benefcence. 
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-  rh*  readieft  man  to  kill  him.     'T  has  been  prov'd. 
Vere  I  a  great  man,  I  fhouH  fear  to  drink, 
.eiUhey  ihould  fpy  my  wind-pipe's  dangerous  notes  : 
yreat  men  fhould  drink  with  harnefs  on  their  throats. 
Tim.  My  Lord,  in  heart ;  and  let  the  health  go  round. 
Lucul.  Let  it  flow  this  way,  my  good  Lord. 

j'lpcm.  Flow  this  way  ! a  brave  fellow!  he  keeps 

is   tides  well;  thofe  healths  will  make  thee  and  thy 
te  look  ill,  Timon.     Here's  that  which  is  too  weak 
be  a  finner,  honeft  water,    which  ne'er  left  man  i' 
a'  mire. 

"his  and  my  food  are  equal,  there's  no  odds  ; 
eafts  are  too  proud  to  give  thanks  to  the  gods, 
Apemantus'i  graee. 
Immortal  gods,  I  cra'ue  no  pelf-^ 
1  pray  for  no  man  but  my  [elf '^ 
Grant  I  may  never  pro've  jo  fondy 
To  trujl  man  on  his  oath  or  bond. 
Or  a  harlot  for  her  iveeping, 
Or  a  dog  that  feems  a-Jls^ping, 
Or  a  keeper  zoith  tuy  freedom^ 
Or  my  friends  iflJbouLi  need  ^em» 
/Imen,  amen  ;  fofall  to't  : 
Rich  men  Jhiy  and  I  cat  root. 
vluch  good  dich  thy  good  heart,  Apemantus  ! 
Tim.  Captain,  Alcibiades,  your  heart's  in  the  field 


:ow 


Ale.  My  heart  is  ever  at  your  fervice,  my  Lord, 

Ttm.  You  had  rather  been  at  a  breakfaft  of  enemies, 
han  a  dinner  of  friends. 

Ale.  So  they  were  bleeding  new,  my  Lord,  there's  no 
meat  hke  'em,     I  could  wifli  may  friend  at  fuch  a  feaft. 

Apem.  Would  all  thefe  flatterers  were  thine  enemies 
:hen,  that  thou  might'ft  kill  'em,  and  bid  me  to  'em  ! 

Luc.  Might  we  but  have  the  happinefs,  my  Lord, 
;hat  you  would  once  ufe  our  hearts,  whereby  we  might 
:xprefs  forae  part  of  our  zeals,  we  HiO^ld  think  curfelves 
for  ever  perfefl, 

Tim.  Oh,  no  doubt,    my  good  friends,  but   the  gods 
hemfelveshave  provided  that  I  Ihall  have  as  much  ne!p 
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from  you  ;  how  had  you  been  my  friends  elfe  ?  why 
have  yru  that  charitable  title  from  thoufands,  did  no: 
you  chiefly  belong  to  my  heart  ?  I  have  told  more  of 
you  tomyfelfj  than  you  can  with  modefty  fpeak  in  your 
own  behalf.  And  thus  far  I  confirm  you.  Oh  you 
god?,  (think  I.)  what  need  we  have  any  frjendf,  if  we 
fnould  never  have  need  of  'em  ?  they  would  moft  re- 
,  femble  Iweet  inftruments  hung  up  in  cafes,  that  keen 
their  founds  to  themfelves.  Why,  I  have  often  wi/h'd 
myftlf  poorer,  that  I  might  come  nearer  to  you  :  we 
are  born  to  do  benefits.  And  what  better  or  properer 
can  we  call  our  own,  than  the  riches  of  our  friends  ? 
O,  what  a  precious  comfort  'tis  to  have  fo  many,  like 
brothers,  comm.andihg  one  another's  fortunes  !  O  joj-, 
e'en  made  a  joy  ere't  can  be  born  j  mine  eyes  cannot 
hold  water,  methinks  ;  to  forget  their  faults,  I  drink 
to  you. 

^^pcK.  Thou  weep'fl  but  to  make  them  drink  thee, 
Timon. 

LuciiL  Joy  had  the  like  conception  in  our  eyes. 
And  at  that  inftan  t  like  a  babe  fprung  up. 

yf/f;«.  Ho,  ho  !  I  laugh  to  think  that  babe  a  bailard. 

3  LcrJ.  I  picraile  you,  my  Lord,  you  niov'd  me  much, 

^^pm.  Much  ! 

Sound  tucket. 

Tim.  What  m.eans  that  trump  ?  how  now  ? 
Enter  Scriiar.t. 

Ser.  Pleafe  yon,  my  Lord,   there  are  certain  ladit- 
moft  defirous  of  admittance. 

Tim.   Ladies  ?  what  are  their  wills  ? 

Ser*   There  comes  with  them   a    fore-runner,    my 
Lord,  which  beais  thatofiice  to  fignify  their  pleaiures, 

Tim.  I  pray  kt  them  be  admitted. 
SCENE      VL 
Enter  Cupid  ivith  a  mask  of  la  Jus,  as  j4fnazotis. 

Cup.  Hail  to  thee,  worthy  Timcn,  and  to  all 
That  of  his  bounties  tafie  !  the  five  beft  fenfes 
Acknowledg.e.  thee  thtir  patron,  and  do  ccme 
Freely  to  gratulate  thy  plenteous  bofom  : 
Th'  ear,  tafte,  touch,  fmell,  plcas'd  from  thy  table  rife, 

Thefe 
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Thefe  only  now  come  but  to  feafi:  thine  eyes. 

Tim.  They're  welcome  all  j  let  'em  have  kind  ad- 
Let  mufic  make  their  welcome.  [mittance. 

Luc.  You  fee,  my  Lord,  how  amply  you're  belov'd. 

Apcm.  Hoyday  !   what  a  fweep  of  vanity  comes  this 

They  dance,  they  are  mad  women.  [way  ? 

Like  madnefs  is  the  glorv  of  this  Jife  '^\ 

*  *  # '  #  #  * 

As  this  pomp  fhews  to  a  little  oil  and  roct. 

We  make  oiirfelves  fools,  to  difport  ourfelves  j 

And  fpend  our  flatteries,  to  drink  thofe  men. 

Upon  whofe  age  \  we  void  it  up  again, 

With  poifonous  fpight  and  envj— — — 

Who  live's  that's  not  depraved  or  depraves  ? 

Who  dies  that  bears  not  one  fpurn  to  their  graves 

Of  their  friends'  gift? 

I  Should  fear,  thofe  that  dance  before  me  now, 
Would  one  day  flamp  upon  me  :  't  has  been  done  : 
Men  fliut  their  doors  againft  a  fetting  fun. 

The  Lords  rife  from   table,  'with   much  adoring  of  Ti- 
vc\or\^eachfinghng  out  an  Amazon,  and  all  dance,  men 
nvith  ivomen,  a  lofty  fl rain   or  fzvo  to  the  hautboy s, 
and  ceafe. 
Tim.  You  have  done  our  pleafurcs  much  grace,  fair 
Set  a  fair  fafhion  on  our  entertainment,  [ladies. 

Which  was  not  halffb  beautiful  and  kind  : 
You've  added  worth  unto't,  and  lively  luftre. 
And  entertain'd  me  with  mine  own  device. 
lam  to  thank  you  for  it. 

•  ;f  It  appears  that  fome  lines  are  dropt  out  and  lofl  from 
between  the  third  and  fourth  'verfes.  I  cojijcBure  the  fenfe 
of  the  ivhole  might  be  this,  The  glory  Qi  human  life  is  like 
the  madnefs  of  this  mask  :  it  is  a  falfe  aim  at  happinefs  ; 
ivbich  is  to  be  obtained  only  byfobricty  and  temperance  in  a 
private  and  retired  life.  But  fuperfcial  judges  ivill  akvays 
prefer  pomp  and  glory  j  becaufe  in  outward  appearance  it 
has  fo  greatly  the  advantage;  as  great  as  /^/i  pompous  • 
fupper  appears  to  have  above  my  oil  and  roott 
•j"  age,  fox  decay  of  fortune,  poverty, 

K  3  Luc» 
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L'fC.  My  Lord,  you  take  us  even  at  the  befl-. 

jipem.  'Faith,  for  the  worft  is  filthy,  and  would  not 
hold  taking,  I  doubt  me. 

Tim.  Ladies,  there  is  an  idle  banquet  attends  yon. 
Pleafe  you  to  difpofe  yourfelves. 

All  La.  Moft  thankfully,  my  Lord.  \Exeunt^ 

Tim.  Flaviur ^ 

Flwv,  My  Lord . 

Tim.  The  little  casket  bring  me  hither. 

Flanj.  Yes,  my  Lord.  More  jewels  yet?  there  is  no 
crofiing  him  in's  humour, 

Elfel  fhould  tell  him well i' faith,  I  fhould. 

When  all's  fpent,  -he'd  be  crofs  then  if  he  could. 

'Tis  pity  Bounty  has  not  eyes  behind. 

That  man  might  ne'er  be  wretched  for  his  mind.  \Exit. 

JL.ucul.  Where  be  our  men  ? 

Ser.  Here,  my  Lord,  in  readinefs. 

Luc.  Our  horfes. 

Tim.  O  my  good  friends  ! 
I  have  one  word  to  fay  to  you  j  look,  my  Lord, 
I  muft  entreat  you,  honour  me  fo  much 
As  to  advance  this  jewel,  accept  and  wear  it. 
Kind  my  Lord  ! 

Luc.  I  am  fo  far  already  in  your  gifts—— 

All'  So  are  we  all.         \_Exe.  Lucius,  Lucullus,  &c* 
SCENE    VIL       Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  My  Lord,  there  at e  certain  nobles  of  the  fenate 
r.ewly  alighted,  and  come  tovifit  you. 

Tim.  They  are  fairly  welcome. 
Re-enter  Flavius. 

F/av.  I  befeech  your  Honour,  vouchfafe  me  a  word  j 
it  does  concern  you  near. 

Tim.  Me  near  ?  why  then  another  time  I'll  hear  thee, 
I  pr'ythee  let's  be  provided  to  /hew  them  entertainment. 

Flavt  I  fcarce  know  how. 

Enter  another  fervant. 

a  Ser.  May  it  pleafe  your  Honour,  Lord  Lucius,  out 
of  his  free  love,  hath  prefented  to  you  four  milk-white 
horfes  trapt  in  filver. 

Tim,  I  ihall  accept  thejn  fairly ;  let  the  prefents 

Se 
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Be  worthily  enterrain'd. 

Enter  a  third  Ser-vant. 
How  now  ?  what  news  ? 

3  Scr.  Pleafe  you,  my  Lord,  that  Honourable  Gen- 
tleman, Lord  LucuUus,  increats  your  company  to-mor- 
row to  hunt  with  him,  and  has  fent  your  honour  two 
brace  of  grey-hounds. 

Tim.  I'll  hunt  with  him  j  and  let  them  be  received 
not  without  fair  reward. 

FLi'u.  What  will  this  come  to  ?  He  commands  us  to 
provide,  and  give  ^reat  gifts,  and  all  out  of  an  empty 
coffer.     Nor  will  he  know  his  purfe,  cr  yield  me  this. 
To  fhew  him  what  a  beggar  his  heart  is. 
Being  of  no  power  to  make  his  wifhes  good  j 
His  promifes  fly  fo  beyond  his  ftate. 
That  what  he  fpeaks  is  all  in  debt  :  he  owes  for  ev*ry 
He  is  fo  kind  that  he  pays  intereft  for't :  [word  ; 

His  lands  put  to  their  books»     Well,  would  I  were 
Gently  put  out  of  office,  e're  I  were  forc'd  ; 
Happier  is  he  that  has  no  friend  to  feed. 
Than  fuch  as  do  e'en  enemies  exceed, 
I  bleed  inwardly  for  my  Lord.  TExit^ 

Tim,  You  do  yourfelves  much  wrong,  you  bate  too 
much  of  your  own  merits.  Here,  my  Lord,  a  trifle  of 
our  love. 

1  Lord,  With  more  than  common  thanks  I  will  re- 
ceive it. 

3  Lord.  He  has  the  very  foul  of  bounty. 

Iim.  And  now  I  remember,  my  Lord,  you  gave 
good  words  the  other  day  of  a  bay  courier  I  rode  on, 
*Tis  yours,  becaufe  you  lik'd  it. 

2  Lord,  Oh,  I  befeech  you,  pardon  me,  my  Lord, 
in  that. 

'lim.  You  may  take  my  word,  my  Lord  :  I  know  no 
mancan  juflly  praife,  but  what  he  does  affeft.  I  weigh 
my  friend's  affedion  with  .my  own  j  I  tell  you  truci 
I'll  call  on  you. 

All  Lards,  O,  none  fo  welcome. 

Tjm,  I  take  all,  and  your  feveral  vifitatlons 
So  kind  to  heart,  'tis  not  enough  to  give 

My 
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My  thanks,  I  could  deal  kingdoms  to  my  friends. 

And  ne'er  be  weary.     Alcibiades, 

Thcu  art  a  foldier,  therefore  feldom  rich. 

I'll  come  in  charity  to  thee  }    thy  living 

Is  'mong  the  dead  ;  and  all  the  lands  thou  haft 

Lie  in  a  pitch'd  field. 

jHc.  I  defy  land,  my  Lord. 

1  Lord,  We  are  fo  virtuoufly  bound 

Tim.  And  fo  am  I  to  you. 

2  Lord.  So  infinitely  endear' d 

Tim.  All  to  you.     Lights!   more  lights,  more  lights. . 

5  Lord.  The  beft-  of  happinefs,  honour  and  fortunes. 
Keep  with  you,  Lord  Timon 

Tim.  Ready  for  his  friends.  \Exeunt  Lords, 

SCENE     VIII. 

Apern.  What  a  coil's  here, 
Serring  of  becks  and  jutting  out  of  bums ! 
I  doubt  whether  their  legs  be  worth  the  fums 
That  are  giv'n  for  'em.     Friendfhip's  full  of  dregs  ; 
Mcthinks  falfe  hearts  fliould  never  have  found  kgs. 
Thushoneft  fools  lay  cut  their  wealth  on  court'fies. 

Tim.  Now,  Apemantas,  if  thou  wert  not  fullen, 
I  would  be  good  to  thee.  ,    .,  ^  i 

Apem.  No,  I'll  nothing  ;  for  if  I  iTiould  bebrib  d  too, 
there  would  be  none  left  to  rail  upon  thee,  and  then 
thou  wouldft  fin  the  fafter.  Thou  giv'ft  fo  long,  1 1- 
mon,  I  fear  me,  thou  wilt  give  away  chyfelf  m  proper 
fhortly.  What  need  thefe  feafts,  pomps,  and  vain- 
glories ?  f 

Tim.  Nay,  if  you  begin  to  rail  on  focietyonce,  1  am 
fworn  not  to  give  regard  to  you.  Farewel,  a"^^°^^= 
with  better  mufic.  ^ /if' il 

Jpem.  Sc— thou  wilt  not  hear  me  now,  thou  ihait 
I'll  lock  thy  heaven  from  thee  :  [not  then. 

Oh,  that  mens' ears  fliould  be 
To  counfel  deaf,  but  not  to  flattery  1  IJ^xit, 
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A  C  T    ir.        S  C  E  N  E    I. 

A  public  place  in  the  city. 
Enter  a  Senator. 

Sen.     AND  late,  five  thoufand  ;  to  Varro  and  to  Ifi~ 

i\         dore 
He  Owes  nine  thoufand,  befides  my  former  fum  j 

Which  makes  it  five  and  twenty. Still  in  motion 

Of  raging  wafte  ?  it  cannot  h.iM,  it  will  not. 
If  I  want  gold,   fteal  but  a  beggar's  dog. 
And  give  it  Timon,  why,   the  dog  coins  gold. 
If  I  would  fell  my  horfe,  and  buy  ten  m:ire 
Better  than  he  ;  why,   give  my  horfe  to  T:mon  ;. 
Ask  nothing,  give  it  him,  it  foal-:  riie  ftraight 
Ten  able  horfes.      No  porter  at  his  gate. 
But  rather  one  that  fmiles,  and  ftili  invites 
All  that  pafs  by  it       It  cannot  hold  ;   no  reafoa 
-an  found  his  ftate  in  fafety.     Caphis,  hoa  1 
Caphis,  I  fay. 

En^er  Ciphis. 

Cap.  Here,  Sir  ;  what  is  your  pleafure  ? 

Sen.   Get  on  your  cloak,  and  hafte   you  to  Lord  Ti- 
Importune  him  for  monies  5   be  not  ceas'd  [men  ; 

With  flight  denial  j  nor  then  filenc'd  with 
lommend  me  to  your  mafler  '-and  the  cap 

Play'ng  in  the  right  hand ,  thus  '. but  tell  him,  firrah, 

W[y  ufes  cry  to  me,    I  muft  ferve  my  turn 
3ut  of  mine  own  j  his  days  and  tiroes  are  paft,. 
A.nd  my  reliance  on  his  fracled  dates 
^as  fmit  my  credit,     I  love  and  honour  him ; 
?ut  mull:  not  break  my  back,   to  heal  his  finger, 
immediate  are  my  needs,  and  my  relief 
Vluft  not  be  tofs'd  and  turn'd  to  me  in  words, 
Jut  find  fupply  immediate.     Get  you  gone, 
■*ut  on  a  moft  importunate  afpeft, 
\  vlfage  of  demand  f  for  I  do  fear, 
iVhen  every  featlier  flicks  in  his  own  wing, 
-«rd  Timon  will  be  left  a  naked  gull, 

fVho  flalhes  now  a  phoenix? Get  you  gone* 

Cap, 
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Cap.  I  go.  Sir. 

Sen.  I  go.  Sir  ? Take  the  bonds  along  with  you. 

And  have  the  dates  in  compt. 

Cap.   I  will.  Sir. 

Sen.  Go.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE     II.        Chanm  to  Timon'5  hall. 
Enter  Flavius,  nvith  many  bilk  in  bis  hand, 

Fla,  No  care,  no  flop  ?  fo  fen!>lefsof  expence. 
That  he  will  neither  know  how  to  maintain  it. 
Nor  ceafe  his  flow  of  riot  ?  takes  n(.  account 
How  things  go  from  him,  and  refumes  no  care 
Of  what  is  to  contifiue  :  never  mind 
Was,  to  be  fo  unwife,  to  be  lo  kind,  -f- 

"What  fhall  be  done  ? He  will  not  hear,  till  feel: 

I  muft  be  round  with  him,  now  he  comes  from  hunting. 
Fie,  fie,  fie,  fie. 

Enter  Cz^)\\%,  Ifidore,  and  Vzrro.  J 

Cap.  Good  evening,  Varro ;  what,  you  come  for  money? 

Var.  Is't  not  your  bufinefs  too  ? 

Cap.   It  is  J  and  your's  too,  Ifidore  ? 

Ijid.   Itisfo. 

Cap,  'Would  we  were  all  difcharg'd  1 

Var.  I  fear  it. 

Cap.  Here  comes  the  Lord. 

Enter  Timon  and  his  train. 

Tim,  So  foon  as  dinner's  done,  we'll  forth  again. 
My  Alcibiades.— — Well,  what's  your  will  ? 

[They  prefent  their  bills. 

Cap.  My  Lord,  here  is  a  note  of  certain  dues. 

'\  Nothing  can  be  worfey  or  more  obfcurely  exprejfed  j 
and  all  for  the  Jake  of  a  lur  etched  rhime.  To  make  it  fenje 
and  grammar  y  it  Jhould  be  fupplied  thus, 
never  mind 
Was  [made]  to  be  jo  un'wife,  [in  order]  to  befo  kind. 
i.  e.  Nature,  in  order  to  make  a  profuje  mind,  never  before 
tndcwed  any  man  tvith  Jo  large  a  fjare  of  folly. 

J  The  fwo  la  ft  are  but  fer-vants  to  Ifidore  and  Varrd, 
here  called  by  their  maficrs  names ^  as  is  ufu.1l  among  Jer- 
vants  with  one  another.  ' 

Tim. 
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7im.  Dues  ?   whence  are  you  ? 
Cap.  Of  Athens  here,  my  Lord. 
Tim,   Go  to  my  fteward. 

Cap.   Pleafe  it  your  Lordfhip,  he  hath  put  me  off 
To  the  fucceilion  of  new  days,  this  month  : 
Vly  mafter  is  awak'd  by  great  occafion, 
To  call  upon  his  own  j  and  humbly  prgys  you. 
That  with  your  other  noble  parts  you'll  fuit, 
[n  giving  him  his  right. 

Tim.   Mine  honeft  friend, 
[  pr'ythee,  but  repair  to  me  next  morning. 

Cap.  Nay,  good  my  Lord 

Tim.  Contain  thyfelf,  good  friend. 

Var.   One  Varro's  fervant,  my  good  Lord 

Ifid.   From  Ifidore,  he  prays  your  fpeedy  payment— 

Cap.  If  you  did  know,  my  Lord,  my  matter's  wants— 

Var.  'Twas  due  on  forfeiture,  my  Lord,  fix  weekl 

and  paft. 

IJid.  Your  fteward  puts  me  off,  my  Lord,  and  I 
ft.m  fent  exprefly  to  your  Lordfhip. 

Tim    Give  me  breath.- 
[  do  befeech  you,  good  my  Lords,  keep  on, 

[Exeunt  Lords, 

I'll  wait  upon  you  inftantly Come  hither  : 

How  goes  the  world,  that  I  am  thus  encountred 
With  clam'rou?  claim.s  of  debt,   of  broken  bonds. 
And  the  detention  ofi^ong  fmce-due  debts, 
Againft  my  honour  ? 
-  Flav.  Pleafe  you,  Gentlemen, 
The  t'me  is  unagreeable  to  this  bufinefs  j 
Your  importunity  ceafe  till  after  d'nner  ; 
That  I  may  make  his  Lordfhip  underftand 
Wherefore  you  are  not  paid. 

Tim    Do  fo,  my  friends  j  fee  them  well  entertain'd* 

[Exit  Timon; 
Flav.  Pray,  draw  near.  [Exit  FLvJus* 

SCENE     IlL         Enter  A^e.miint'az  and  Fool- 
Cap,   Stay,  ftay,  here  comes  the  Fool  with  Apeman- 
tus,  let's  have  fome  fport  with  'em. 
Var,  Hang  him,  he'll  abufe  us. 

Jfid, 
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Jfid.  A  plague  upon  liim,  dog  ! 

yar.   How  doft.  Fool  ? 

Apem    Dofl:  dialogue  wirh  thy  /hadow  ? 

Var.   I  fpeak  not  to  thee.  . 

Apcm.  No,  'tis  to  thyfelf.     Come  away.  | 

Ifid»  There's  the  fool  hangs  on  your  back  already. 

Apf'm.   No,   thou  {land' ft  fingle. 

Cap.   Thou  ait  not  on  him  jet. 
"Where's  the  fool  now  ? 

Ape^n,  He  lafV  ask'd  the  queftion.  Poor  rogues'  ani 
ufuiers'  m^n  !   bawds  between  gold  and  want ! 

AIL  What  are  we,  Apemantus  ? 

Apcm.  AfTes. 

All.  Why? 

Apem.  That  you  ask  me  what  you  are,  and  do  not 
know  yourfelves.     Speak  to  'em.  Fool. 

Fool.  How  do  you.  Gentlemen  ? 

All.  Gramercics,  good  Fool.   How  does  your  miftrefs? 

Fool  She's  e'enfetting  on  water  to  fcald  fuch  chickens 
as  you  are.     'Would  we  could  fee  you  at  Corinth.  J 

Apem.  Good!  gramercy  ! 

Enter  Page. 

Fool.  Look  you,  here  comes  my  miftrefs's  page. 

Page.  Why  how  new,  Ciptain  ?  what  do  you  in  this 
wife  company  ?  How  dolt  thou.   Apemancus  ? 

Apem.  'Would  I  had  a  rod  in  my  mouth,  that  I  mi<^ht 
aniwer  thee  profitably. 

^  Page.  Pi'ythee,  Apemantus,  read  me  the  ftiperfcrip- 
tion  of  thefe  letters  j  I  knew  not  which  is  which. 

Apem.  Canft  not  read  ? 

Page.  No. 

Apem  There  will  little  learning  die  then  that  day  thou 
art  hang'd.  This  is  to  Lord  Timon,  this  to  Alcibiades. 
Go,  thou  waft  bcrn  a  baftard,  and  thou'lt  die  a  bawd. 

Page.  Thou  waft  whelp'd  a  dog,  and  thou  ihalt  fa- 
tnifti,  a  dog's  death.     Anfwer  not,   I  am  gone.     \Exit, 

Apem    Ev'n  fo  thou  outrunn'ft  grace. 

\  A  cant  name  for  a  baiudy-houje^  I  fuppofefrom  tb* 
dijfolutenejs  of  that  ancient  Greek  city. 

Fool, 
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"ool,  I  will  go  with  you  to  Lord  Timon's. 

Fool.  Will  you  leave  me  there  ? 

Apem.    If  Timon  <\zy  at  home— — — 
/ou  three  ferve  three  ufurers  ? 

All    I  would  they  ferv'd  us. 

Apem.  So  would  I— as  good  a  trick  as  ever  hangman 
crv'd  thief. 

Fool.  Are  you  three  ufurers*  men  ? 

All.  Ay,  fool. 

Fool.  I  think  no  ufurer  but  has  a  fool  to  his  fervant. 
vly  miftrefs  is  one,  and  I  am  her  fool ;  when  men  come 
0  borrow  of  your  mafters,  they  approach  fadly,  and  go 
iway  merrily  j  but  they  enter  my  miftrefs's  houfe  merri- 
y,  and  go  away  fadly.     The  reafon  of  this  ? 

Var,  I  could  render  one. 

Aptm.  Do  it  then,  that  we  may  account  thee  a  whore- 
nafter  and  a  knave  j  which  notwithftanding,  thou  /halt 
)e  no  lefs  efteem'd. 

^ar.  What  is  a  whoremafter,  fool  ? 

Fool.  A  fool  in  good  cloaths,  and  fomething  like  thee. 
Tis  a  fpirit ;  fometimes  it  appears  like  a  lord,  fjme- 
imes  like  a  lawyer,  fometimes  like  a  philofopher,  with 
wo  ftones  more  than's  artificial  one  He  is  very  often 
ike  a  knight •,  and  generally,  in  all  rtiapes  that  mangoes 
jp  and  down  in,  from^  fourfcore  to  thirteen,  this  fpirit 
.valks  in. 

Var    Thou  art  not  altogether  a  fool. 

Fosl.  Nor  thou  altogether  a  wife  man  ;  as  much  fool- 
ery as  I  have,  fo  much  wit  thou  lack' ft. 

Apem.  That  anfwer  might  have  become  Apemantus, 

Ail,  Afide,  afide.     Here  comes  Lord  Timon. 
Enter  Timon  and  Flavius. 

Aptm.  Come  with  me.  Fool,  come. 

Fool.  I  do  not  always  follow  lover,  elder  brother,  and 
woman  •  fometime  the  philofopher. 

Flav,  Pray  you,  walk  near.  Til  fpeak  with  you  anon. 
\Exeunt  CreditorSy  Apemantus,  and  Fooh 
SCENE     IV. 

7?m.  You  make  me  marvel  j  wherefore,  ere  this  time. 
Had  you  not  fully  laid  my  ftate  before  me  ? 

VojL.  VI,  L  That 
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That  I  might  fo  have  rated  my  expence. 
As  I  had  leave  of  means. 

Flanj.  You  w^ould  not  hear  mej 
At  many  leifures  I  propos'd. 

Tim.   Go  to. 
Perchance  fome  fingle  'vantages  you  took, 
When  my  indlfpofition  .put  you  back.: 
And  that  unaptnefs  made  you  minifter 
Thus  to  excufe  yourfelf. 

Flav.  G  my  good  Lord  ! 
At  many  times  I  brought  injny  accounts. 
Laid  them  before  you ;  you  would  throw  them  off. 
And  fay,  you  found  them  in  mine  honefty. 
When,  for  feme  trifling  prefent,  you  have  bid  me 
Return  fo  much,  I've  fhook  my  head,  and  wept; 
Yea,  'gainft  th'  authority  of  manners,  pray'd  you 
To  hold  your  hand  more  clofe.     I  did  endure 
Not  feldom,  nor  no  flight  checks ;  when  I  have 
prompted  you  in  the  ebb  of  your  eftate. 
And  your  great  flow  of  debts.     My  dear-Iov'd  Lord, 
Though  you  hear  now  too  late,  yet  now's  a  time  j 
The  greatelLof  your  having  lacks  a. half 
To  pay  your  prefent  debts. 
Tim.  Let  all  my  land  be  fold. 
Flav.  'Tis  all  engag'd.  fome  forfeited  and  gone  J 
And  what  remains  will  hardly  ftop  the  mouth 
Of  prefent  dues  j  the  future  comes  apace  : 
What  fliall  defend  the  inteiim,  and  at  length 
Hold  good  our  reck'ning  ? 

I'm.  To  Laced,  men  did  my  land  extend. 
Flav.  O  my  good  Lord,  the  world  is  but  a  word : 
Were  it  all  your's,  to  give  it  in  a  breathy 
JHow  quickly  were  it  gone  ! 

Tim.  You  tell  me  true.  n/  i.     j 

Flav.  If  you  fufp«£t  my  husbandry  or  falfehood, 
'  Call  me  before  the  exaaeft  auditors, 
And  fet  me  en  the  proof.     So  the  gods  blefs  me. 
When  all  our  offices  have  been  opprefs'd 
With  riotous  feeders  ;  when  our  vaults  have  wept 
With  drunkeu  fpilth  of  wine  j  when  every  room 
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^ath  blazM  with  lights,  and  bray'd  with  minftrelfy  } 
i  have  retir'd  me  to  a  wafteful  cock,  f 
f^nd  fet  mine  eyes  at  flow. 
Tim.   Pr'ythee  no  more. 

FU'v  Heav'ns !  have  I  faid,  the  bounty  of  this  Lord  I 
H[()W  many  prodigal  bits  have  flaves  and  peafants 
This  nisht  englutted !  who  now  is  not  Timon's  ? 
What  heart,  head,  fword,  force,  means,  but  is  Lord  Ti- 
jrear  Timon's,  noljle,  worthy,  royal  Timon's  ?  [mon's? 
^h!  when  the  means  are  cone  that  buy  this  praife. 
The  breath  is  gone  whereof  this  praife  is  made  : 
Feafl:  won,  faft-Ioft  :  one  cloud  of  winter  fhowres, 
rhsf'.  flies  are  couch'H. 

Tim.  Come,  fermon  me  no  further. 
JJo  villanous  bounty  yet  hath  pafs'd  my  heart  j 
LJnWifely,  not  ignobly,  have  I  given 
ifVhy  d oft  thou  weep  ?  canft  thou  the  confcience  %  lack. 
To  rhmk  I  fhall  lack  friends  ?  fecure  thy  heart  j 
If  r  would  broach  the  vefTels  of  fny  love, 
And  try  the  arguments  jj  of  hearts  by  borrowing, 
IWen  and' mens"  fortunes  couldT  frankly  ufe, 
As  I  can  bid  thee  ipeak. 

Flav^  Affurance  blefs  your  thoughts! 

Tim.  And  in  fome  fort  thele  wanis  of  mine  are  crown'd. 
That  I  account  them  bleflings  5  for  by  thefe 
Shall  I  try  friends.      You  fhall  perceive  how  you 
Miftake  my  fortunes:   in  my  friends  I'm  wealthy. 
Within  there,  ho  !   Flaminius,   Servilius  1 
y  C  E  N  E     V 
Enter  Flaminius,  Servilius,  and  other  Servants. 

Ser.  My  Lord,   my  Lord. 

Tim.   I  will  difpatch  you  fev 'rally. 

i  You  to  Lord  Lucius to  Lord  LucuUus  you,   I  hunted 

with  his  honour  to-day you  to  Sempronius com- 
mend me  to  their  loves  j  and  I  am  proud,  fay,  that  my 

f  i.  e.  a  cockloft,  a  garret.     And  ^luajieful cock,  fig- 
nifies  a  garret  lying  m  wafte,  negleded,  put  to  no  ufe. 
X  confcience,  for  faith, 
jj  arguments,  for  natures. 
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occafions  have  found  time  to  ufe  'em  toward  a  fupply  of 
money  ;  let  the  requeft  be  fifty  talents. 

Flam.   As  you  h.ive  l"^  d,   my  Lotd. 

Flav.  Lord  Lucius  and  Lucullus  ?  hum— — — 

Tim.  Go,  you,   Sir,  to  the  Senators  j      [To  Flavius* 
Of  whom,  even  to  the  ftate's  hf\  health,   I  have 
Deferv'd  this  hearing  j  bid  'em  fend  o'  th'  inftant 
A  rhoufand  talents  to  me, 

Flav.  Tve  been  bold, 
(For  that  I  knew  it  the  moft  gen*ral  %  way) 
To  them  to  ufe  yovur  fignet  and  your  name  j 
But  they  do  fhake  their  heads,  and  I  am  here 
No  richer  in  return. 

*Tim.  Is*t  true  ?  can't  be  ? 

Flav.  They  anfwer  \rx.  a  joint  and  corporate  voice. 
That  now  they  are  at  fall»  want  treafure,  cannot 

Do  what  they  would  ;  are  forry Youare  honourable——. 

But  yet  they  could  have  wi/h'd they  know  not— — 

Something  hath  been  amifs— a  noble  nature 

May  catch  a  wrench — would  all  were  well — 'tis  pity—" 

And  fo  intending  other  ferious  matters. 

After  diftafteful  looks,  and  thefe  hard  fradions,  ^ 

With  certain  half-caps,  and  cold-moving  nods. 

They  froze  me  into  filence. 

Tim.  You  gods,  reward  them  ! 
I  pr'ythee,  man,  look  cheerly.     Thefe  old  fellow* 
Have  their  ingratitude  in  them  hereditary*  § 
Their  blood  is  cak'd,  'tis  cold,  it  feldom  flows, 
'Tis  lack  of  kindly  warmth,  they  are  not  kind  j 
And  nature,  as  it  grows  again  tow'rd  earth, 
.Is  fafhion'd  for  the  journey,  dull  and  heavy. 

Go  to  Ventidius pr'ythee  be  not  fad, 

Thou'rt  true  and  juft  j  ingenuoufly  I  fpeak. 
No  blame  belongs  to  thee :  Ventidius  lately 

\  general,  fox  fpeedy. 

U  fra^iions,  i.  e.  breaks  in  ffeecb.- 

^  hereditary,  for  iy  natural  confiitution.  But  fbme  dif" 
ttmpers  of  natural  conjiitution  being  called  hereditary,  bt 
calls  their  ingratitude  fo. 

Bury'd 
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Bury'd  his  father,  by  whofe  death  he's  ftep'd 
Into  a  great  ertate  ;  when  he  was  poor, 
Imprifon'd,  and  in  fcarcity  of  friends, 
I  clear'd  him  with  five  talents.     Greet  him  from  me  j 
Bid  him  fuppofe  fome  good  necelTiry 
Touches  his  friend,  which  craves  to  be  remenriber'd 
With  thofe  five  talents.     That  had,  give't  thefe  fellows 
To  whom  'tis  inftant  due.     Ne'er  fpeak  or  think, 
That  Timon's  fortunes  'mong  his  friends  can  fink. 
Steiv.  'Would  I  could  not ;  that  thought  is  Bounty's 
foe  ; 
Being  free  itfelf,  it  thinks  all  others  fo.  [^Exeunt.. 

ACT     III.         SCENE     I. 

LucuUus's  houfe  in  Athens. 
Flaminius  loaitlng  j   enter  a  Servant  to  bitn. 
Ser.  1  Have  told  my  Lord  of  you  j  he  is  coming  down 
1.  to  you. 

Flam,  I  thank  you.  Sir. 

Enter  Lucullus,. 

Ser,  Here's  my  Lord. 

LucuL  One  tf  Lord  Timon's  men  5  a  gift,.!  warrant — 
Why,  this  hits  right;  I  dream'd  ot  a  filver  bafon  and 
ewer  to-night.  Flaminius,  honed  Flaminius,  you  are 
very  refpedlively  weTcome,  Sir  j  fill  me  lome  wine. 
And  how  does  that  honourable,,  compleat,  free  hearted 
gentleman  of  Athens^  thy  very  bountiful  good  lord  and 
mafter  ? 

Flam,  His  health  is  well.  Sir. 

Lucul.  I  am  right  glad  that  his  health  is  well,  Sir.- 
And  what  haft  thou  there  under  thy  cloak,  pretty  FJa- 
minius  ? 

Flatn.  'Faith,  nothing  but  an  empty  box,  Sir,  which, 
in  my  Lord's  behalf,  I  come  to  entreat  your  honour  to 
fupply :  who,  having  great  and  inftant  occafion  to  ufe 
fifty  talents,  hath  fent  to  your  Lordftiip  to  furni/h  him, 
nothing  doubting  your  prefent  afliftance  therein. 

LucuL  La,  la,  la,  la — • — Nothing  doubting,  fays  he? 
Alas,  good  Lord,  a  Noble  Gentleman  'tis,  if  he  would 

L  3  not 
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nor  keep  fo  good  a  houfe.  Many  a  time  and  often  I 
ha'  din'd  with  him,  and  told  him  on't  j  and  come  again 
to  fupper  to  him,  on  purpofe  to  have  him  fpsnd  lefs. 
And  yet  he  would  embrace  no  oounfel,  take  no  warn'- 
ing  by  my  coming  ;  every  man  hath  his  fault,  and  ho- 
nefty  is  his.  I  ha'  told  him  on't,  but  I  could  never  get 
him  from't. 

Enter  a  $ervant)  ivith  luine, 

Ser.  Pleafe  your  Lordfhip,  here  is  the  wine. 

Lucul.  Flaminius,  I  have  noted  thee  always  wife. 
Here's  to  thee. 

Flam.  YourLjrd'fh'p  fpeaks  your  pleafure. 

Lucul,  I  have  obferv'd  thee  always  for  a  towardly 
prompt  fpirit,  give  thee  thy  due  t  and  one  that  knows 
what  belongs  to  reafon  ;   and  canft  ufe  the  time  well, 

if  the  time  ufe  thee  well.     Good  parts  in  thee Get 

ycu  gone,  firrah.     [To  the  Servant,  ivho  goes  out.'\ 

Draw  nearer,  honeft  Flaminius  j  thy  Lord's  a  bountiful 
gentleman,  but  thou  art  wife,  and  thou  knoweft  well  e- 
Tiouj;h,  (altho'  thou  comeft  to  me,)  that  this  is  no  time 
to  lend  money,  efpecially  upon  bare  friendfhip,  without 
fecurity.  Here's  three  folidares  for  thee  j  good  boy, 
wink  at  me,  and  fay,  thou  faw'ft  me  not.  Fare  thee 
well. 

Flam.  Is't  poffible  the  world  fhould  To  much  differ. 
And  we  alive  that  llv'd  ?  Fly,  damned  bafenefs, 
To  him  that  worfHips  thee.    [T'hro'wirg  the  money  aivay* 

Lucul,  Ka  !  now  I  fee  thou  art  a  fool,,  and  fit  for  thy 
mafter.  \Exit  Lucullus. 

Flam.  May  thefe  add  to  the  number  that  may  fcald 
Let  molten  coin  be  thy  damnation,  [thee  : 

Thou  difeafe  of  a  friend,  and  not  himfelf! 
Has  fiiendfhip  fuch  a  faint  and  milky  heart. 
It  turns  in  lefs  than  two  nights  ?  O  you  gods! 
I  feel  my  matter's  paflion^     This  Have 
Unto  this  hour  has  my  Lord's  meat  in  him  : 
Why  fhould  it  thrive,  and  turn  to  nutriment, 
When  he  is  turn'd  to  poifon  ? 
O  !  may  difeafes  only  wQrk  upon't : 
And  wh«a  he's  lick  to  death,  let  not  that  part 
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Of  nurture  my  Lord  paid  for,  be  of  power 
To  expel  ficknefs,  but  prolong  his  hour  !  [jEat/V. 

SCENE     11.     A  public  Jlreet. 
Enter  Lucius,  tvith  three  Strangers, 
X«c.  Who,  the  Lord  Timon?  he   is  my   very  good 
friend,  and  an  honourable  gentleman. 

1  Stran.  We  know  him  for  no  lefs,  the'  we  are  but 
ftrangers  to  him.  Bat  I  can  tell  you  one  thing,  my 
Lord,  and  which  I  hear  from  common  rumours,  now 
Lord  Timon's  happy  hours  are  done  and  paft,  and  his 
eftate  fh rinks  from  him. 

Luc.  Fie,  no;  do  not  believe  it :  he  cannot  want  for 
money. 

2  Stran.  But  believe  you  this,  my  Lord,  that  not  long 
ago  one  of  his  men  was  with  the  Lord  LucuUus,  to  bor- 
row fifty  talent?,  nay,  urg'd  extremely  for't,  and  fhew- 
ed  what  neceflity  belong'd  to't,  and  yet  was  deny'd, 

Luc.  How  ? 

2  Stran.  I  tell  you,  deny'd,  my  Lord, 

Luc.  What  a  flrange  cafe  was  that  ?  Now,  before  the 
gods,  I  am  afh-am'd  on't.  Deny'd  that  honourable  man.? 
there  was  very  little  honour  fhew'd  in  that.  For  my  own 
part,  I  moft  needs  confefs,  I  have  received  fome  fmall 
kindneOes  from  him,  as  money,  plate,  jewels,  and  fuch 
like  trifles,  nothing  comparing  to  his  ;  yet  had  he  mif- 
look'd  him,  and  fent  him  to  me,  I  fhould  ne'er  have 
deny'd  hisoccafion  fo  many  talents.. 
Enter  Servilius. 

Scr.  See,  by  good  hap,   yonder's  my  Lord  j  I  have 

fweat  to  fee  his  Honour -My  honour'd  Lord——, 

[To  Lucius. 

Luc.  Servilius  !  you  are  kindly  met,  Sir.     Fare  thee 
"well :  commend  me  to  thy  honourable    virtuous   Lord, 
my  veryexquifite  friend. 

Ser.    May  it  pleafe  your   Honour,  my    Lord   hath 

Luc,  Ha  !  what  hath  he  fent  ?  I  am  fo  much  en- 
lear'd  to  that  Lord  ;  he's  ever  fending  i  how  fhall  I 
;hank  him,  think' ft  thou  ?  and  v.hat  has  he  fent  now  ? 

Str,  H'as  only  fent  his  prefent  occafjon  now,  my 

Lord  J 
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Lord  ;  requefting  your    Lordfhip  to  fupply  his  inftant 
ufe  with  fifty  talents, 

Luc,  I  know  his  Lordfhip  is  but  merry  with  me. 
He  cannot  want  fifty  times  five  hundred  talents. 

ier.  But,  in  the  mean  time,  he  wants  lefs,  my  Lord, 
If  his  occafion  were  not  virtuous.* 
I  fhculd  not  urge  it  half  fo  faithfully, -f- 

Luc,  Dofl:  thou  fpeak  ferioufly,  Servilius  ? 

Ser,  Upon  my  foul,  'tis  true,  Sir» 

Luc.  What  a  wicked  beaft  was  I,  to  disfuvnifli  myfclf 
againft  fuch  a  good  time,  when  I  might  ha'  fiiewn  my- 
felf  honourable  ?  How  unluckily  it  happ'ned,  that  I 
fhould  purchafe  the  day  before  a  little  dirt,  and  undo  a 
great  deal  of  honour  ?  Servilius,  now  before  the  gods, 
I  am  not  able  to  do — (the  more  beaft  1,  faj) — I  was 
fending  to  ufe  Lord  Timon  myfdf,  thefe  Gentlemen 
can  witnefs  \  but  I  would  not  for  the  wealth  of  Athens 
I  had  don't  now.  Commend  me  bountifully  to  his  good 
Lordlhip  y  and  I  hope  his  Honour  will  conceive  the 
faireft  of  me,  becaufe  I  have  no  power  to  be  kind.  And 
teJl  him  this  from  me,  I  count  it  one  of  my  greateft  af- 
flictions, that  I  cannot  pleafure  fuch  an  Honourable 
Gentleman.  Good  Servilius,  will  you  befriend  me  io 
fir,  as  to  ufe  my  own  words  to  him  .-* 

Ser.  Yes,  Sir,  I  fhall.  [£;:/>  Servilius. 

Luc,  Fil  look  ye  out  a  good  turn,  Servilius. 

True,  as  you  faid,  Timon  is  fhrunk,  indeed  j 

And  he  that's  once  deny'd,  will  hardly  fpeed.        lExit*. 

1  Strcin.  Do  you  obferve  this,  Hoflilius  > 

2  Stran.  Ay,  too  well. 

I  Stran.  Why,  this  is  the  world's  foul. 
Of  the  fame  piece  is  every  flatterer's  fpirit. 
Who  can  call  him  his  friend. 
That  dips  in  the  fame  difli  ?  for,  in  my  knowing, 
■  Timon  has  been  to  this  Lord  as  a  father. 
And  kept  his  credit  with  his  bounteous  purfe  ; 
Supported  his  eftate  ;  nay,  Timon's  money 
Has  paid  his  men  their  wages.     He  ne'er  drinks,- 

♦  virtuous,  iorjirohg.  forcible,  frejpngy 

•J-  faithfully,  iotfcri^entlj. 
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But  Timon's  filver  treads  upon  his  lip  ; 
And  yec,  oh,  fee  the  mcnflroufnefs  of  man. 
When  he  locks  out  in  an  ingrateful  fhape  ! 
He  does  deny  him  (in  refpc£l  of  hi£)J 
What  charitable  men  afford  to  beggars, 

3  Stran.  Religion  gronesat  it, 
I  Stran.  For  mine  own  part, 
I  never  tafted  Timon  in  my  life  j 
Nor  any  of  his  bounties  came  o'er  me. 
To  mark  me  for  his  friend.       Yet  I  proteft. 
For  his  right  noble  mind,  illuftrious  virtue^ 
And  honourable  carriage, 
-Had  his  neceflity  made  ufe  of  me, 
I  wou]vl  have  put  my  wealth  into  partition, 
And  the  beft  half  Ihould  have  attorn'd  to  him, " 
So  much  I  love  his  heart  j  but  I  perceive. 
Men  muft  learn  now  with  pity  to  difpenfe. 
For  policy  fits  above  confcience.  \_Excunt» 

S  C  E  N  E  III.  Enter  a  third  Ser-vant  tvith  Sempronius. 

Sem.   Mud   he  needs  trouble  me  in't  ?   'bove  all  o- 
thers  fi 
He  might  have  tried  Lord  Lucius,  or  Lucullus  ; 
And  now  Ventidius  is  wealthy  too. 
Whom  he  redeem'd  from  prifon  t   all  thefe  three 
Owe  their  eftates  untp  him. 

Ser.  Ob,  my  Lord, 
They've  all  been  toiich^d,  and  all  are  found  bafe  metal 5 
For  they  have  all  deny'd  him, 

Sem.  How  ?  deny'd  him  ? 
1  Ventidius  and  Lucullus  both  deny'd  him? 
And  does  he  fend  to  me  ?  three  !  hum— — 
It  fhews  but  little  love  or  judgment  in  him. 
Muft  I  be  his  laft  refuge  ?  his  friends,  like  phyficlane^ 
Try'd,  give  him  over  j  muft  I  take  the  cure 
On  me?  H'as  much  difgrac'd  me  in't}  I'm  angry* 
He  might  have  known  my  place  ;  I  fee  no  fenfe  for't> 
But  his  occafions  might  have  wooed  me  firfl:  : 
For,  in  my  confcience,  I  was  the  firft  man 

X  i.t,  conJiderirgTinton  s  claim  for 'icbat  he  asks^ 

That 
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That  e'er  received  gift  from  him. 

And  does  he  think  fo  backwardly  of  me. 

That  I'll  requite  it  la/l  ?  no  : 

So  it  may  prove  an  argument  of  laughter 

To  th'  reft,  and  'mongft  Lords  I  be  thought  a  fooJ, 

I'd  rather  than  the  worth  of  thrice  the  fum, 

H'ad  feiit  to  me  firft,  but  for  my  mind's  fake  ; 

I'd  fuch  a  courage  to  have  done  him  good. 

But  now  return, 

And  with  their  faint  reply  this  anfwer  joint 

Who  bates  mine  hGnour,ihall  not  know  my  coin.  [jExzV;    vi 

Ser.  ExciITent!  your  Lordfhip's  a  goodly  villain.  The 
devil  knew  not  what  he  did,  when  he  made  man  poli- 
tic j  he  crofs'd  himfelf  by't  5.  and  I  cannot  think,  but 
in  the  end  the  policy  of  man  will  fet  hirn  clear.'  How 
fairly  this  lord  ftrives  to  appear  foul  ?  takes  virtuous  co- 
pies to  be  wicked  t  like  thofe  that  under  hot,  ardent 
zeal  would  fet  whole  realms  on  fire,  0f  fuch  a  nature 
is  his  poiiric  love. 

This  was  my  Lord's  befi:  hope  ;  now  all  are  fled, 
Save  the  gods  only.     Now  his  friends  are  dead  ; 
Doors,  that  were  ne'er  acquainted  with  their  wards 
Many  a  bounteous  year,  muft  be  employ'd 
Now  to  guard  fure  their  mafter. 
And  this  is  all  a  liberal  courfe  allows  5 
Who  cannot  keep  his  wealth,  rnuft  keep  his  houfe. 

[ExlU 
SCENE     IV.        Changes  to  Timo?i's  hall. 
Enter  Yaxxo,  Titus,  Hortenfius,  Lucius,  and  other  fcr- 
•vants  of  Titnon" s  creditors,  -who  ivait  for  his  coming  out, 
Var.  Well  met,  good  morrow,  Titus  and  Hortenfius, 
tit.  The  like  to  you,  kind  Varro. 
Hot.  Lucius,  why  do  we  meet  together  ? 
Ztuc,  I  think  one  bufinefs  does  command  us  all  i 
For  mine  is  money. 

27r.  So  13  theirs,  and  ours. 

*  Set  him  clear  does  not  mean  acquit  him  before  heaven; 

for  then  the  devil  muji  be  fuppofcd  to  know  what  be  e^idl 

hut  itfignifes  puxz.k  bim,  outdo  him  at  his  oivn  weapens, 

Ent^ 


SC.  4'  Tl  MO  N    of  A  T  H  E  NS.  121 

Enter  PijiJo. 
Luc.  Anci  S'r  Philo's  too. 
ThI.   Good  day,  at  once. 

Luc,  Welcome,  good  brother.     What    d'you   think 
the  hour  ? 

Phi    Labouring  for  nine. 

Luc.  So  much  ? 

pbi.  Is  not  my  Lord  (&tn  yet  ? 

Luc.   Not  yet. 

phi.  I  wonder  I  he  was  wont  to  (hint  at  {even, 

Luc    Ay,  but  the  days  are  waxen  /horter  with  him. 
You  muft  confider  that  a  prodigaPs  courfe 
Is  like  the  fun's,  but  not  like  his  recoverable,  I  (bar, 
'Tis  deepeft  winter  in  Lord  Timon's  purfe  j 
That  is,  one  may  reach  deep  enough,  and  yet 
Find  little. 

Phi.  I  am  of  your  fear  for  that. 

Y/V.  I'll  /hew  you  how  t'  obferve  a  ftrange  event. 
Your  Lord  fends  now  for  money. 

Hor.  True,   he  does. 

Tit.  Aud  he  wears  jewels  now  of  Timon's  gift. 
For  which  I  wait  for  money. 

Her.   Againft  my  heart. 

Luc.  How  ftrange  it  (hows, 
Timon  in  this  fhould-pay  more  than  he  owes  ! 
And  e'en  as  if  your  Lord  fhould  wear  rich  jewels. 
And  fend  for  money  for  'em, 

Hor.  I'm  weary  of  this  charge,  the  gods  can  wJtnefs. 
I  know  my  Lord  hath  fpent  of  Timon's  wealth  : 
Ingratitude  now  makes  it  worfe  tiian  flealth. 

Far.  Yes,   mine's   three   thoufand  crowns ;  what's 

Luc.  Five  thoufand,  [yours  ? 

Var.  'Tis   much  too  deep  j  and  it  fhould   feem,  by 
lYour  maffer's  confidence*  was  above  mine,    [th'  fum, 
"SA^Q  furely  his  had  equall'd. 

Enter  Flaminius. 

Tit.  One  of  Lord  Timon's  men, 

Luc.  Flaminius  I  Sir,  a  word.     Pray,  is  my  Lord 

*  Pli^y  on  tie  ivord  confidence. 

Ready 
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Ready  to  come  forth  ? 

Fiom.  No,    indeed,  he  is  not. 

Tit.  We  attend  his  Lordftip  ;  pray  fignlfy  fo  much. 
F!am,  I  need  not  tell  him  that,  he  knows  you  are  to« 
diligent. 

Enter  Flavius  in  a  cloak  tnuffied. 
Luc.  Ha  '   is  not  that  his  fleward  mufBed  fo? 
He  goes  away  in  a  cloud;   rail  him,  call  him. 
Tit.  Do  you  hear,  Sir— — — 
Var.  By  your  leave.  Sir. 
Fiav.  What  do  you  ask  cf  me,  my  friend  ? 
T/f.  We  wait  for  certain  money  here.  Sir. 
F/av.  If  money  were  as  certain  as  your  waiting, 
'Twere  fure  enough.' 

Why  then  preferred  you  not  your  fums  and  bills. 
When  your  falfe  matters  eat  of  my  Lord's  meat  ? 
Then  they  would  fmile  aud  fawn  upon  his  debts. 
And  take  down  th'  intereftin  their  glutt'nous  maws. 
You  do  yourfelves  but  wrong  to  ftir  me  up, 
Let  me  pafs  quietly, 

Believ't,  my  Lord  and  I  have  made  an  end  j 
I  have  no  more  to  reckon,   he  to  fpend. 
Luc.  Ay,  but  this  an  Twer  will  not  ferve* 
Flav.  If  'twill  not  ferve,  'tis  not  fo  bafe  as  you  ; 
For  you  ferve  knaves.  [iix/f. 

Far.  How  !  what  does  his  cafhier'd  Worfliip  mutter  i 
Tit.  No  matter,  what — he's  poor,  and  that's  revenge 
enough.     Who  can   fpeak  broader  than  he  tha'.  has  n( 
houfe  to  put  his  head  m  ?  Such  may  rail  againft  grea! 

buildings. 

Enter  Servilius. 

Tit.  Oh,  here's  Servilius  j  now  we  fhall  have  fonw 
anfwer. 

Ser.  If  I  might  befeech  you.  Gentlemen,  to  repaii 
fome  other  hour,  I  fliould  derive  much  from  it.  Foi 
tak"  it  of  my  foul. 

My  Lord  leans  wondroufly  to  difcontent. 
His  comfortable  temper  has  forfook  him, 
He  is  much  out  of  health,  and  keeps  his  chamber. 

Luc.  Manv  do  keep  their  chambers,  are  not  fick  : 

Am! 
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Vnd  if  he  be  fofar  beyond  his  heaJth, 
^lethinkshefhould  thefooner  pay  his  debts, 
knd  make  a  clear  way  to  the  gods^ 
Str,  Good  gods ! 

Tit.  We  cannot  take  this  for  an  anfwer« 
Flam,  [loithin,']  Servilius,  help — my  Lord !    my  Lord  I 

SCENE    V,       Enter  Timoii  in  a  rage. 
Tim.  What  are  my  doors  oppos'd  againft  my  paflage? 
-lave  I  been  ever  free,  and  muft  my  houfe 
?e  my  retentive  enemy,  my  goal  ? 
The  place  which  I  have  feafted,  does  it  now, 
jike  all  mankind,  ihew  me  an  iron  heart* 
Luc.  Put  in  now,  Titus. 
Tit.  My  Lord,  here's  my  bill. 
Luc,  Here's  mine. 
Var.  And  mine,  my  Lord. 
Cap.  And  ours,  my  Lord. 
fhi    And  our  bills. 

Tim.  Knock  me  down  with  'cm— —cleave  me  to  the 
girdle. 
Luc.  Alas !  my  Lord. 
Tim,  Cut  out  my  heart  in  fums. 
Tit,  Mine,  fifty  talents. 
Tim.  Tell  out  my  blood. 
Luc.  Five  thoufand  crowns,  my  Lord. 
Tim.  Five  thoufanii  drops  pay  that. 
What's  your' s—— and  your's? 
Var.  My  Lord— — — 

Cap.  My  Lord- 

Tim,  Here  tear  me,  take  me,  and  the  gods  fall  on 
you.  [Exit. 

Hor.  'Faith,  I  perceive  our  mafters  may  throw  their 
cap-i  a*-  their  money.  Thefe  debts  may  be  well  call'd 
^efperate  ones,  for  a  madman  owes  'em.  [^Exeunt, 

Re-enter  Timon  ««</Flavius. 
Tim,  They  have  e'en  put  my  breath  from  me,  the 
(laves.     Creditor"  '——devils. 
FJanj.   My  dear  Lord, 
Tim.  What  \{  ir  fbould  be  fo  ?— — • 
Tlaij.  Mv  dear  Lord# 

VoL.VL  M  T/«. 
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Tim.  I'll  have  it  fo  -My  fteward  ! 

Fla-v.  Here,  my  Lord. 

Tim.  So  fitly  !      —Go,  bid  all  my  fnen(?s  again^ 
Lucius,  Lucullus,  and  Sempronius.     All 
I'll  once  more  feaft  the  rafcals. 

F.a'v.  O  my  Lord  ! 
You  only  fpeak  from  your  diftra£led  foul  ; 
There's  not  fo  much  left  as  to  furnifli  out 
A  rroderate  table. 

Tim.  Be  it  not  thy  care. 
Go,  and  invite  them  all,  let  in  the  tide 
Of  knaves  once  more  :  my  cook  and  I'll  provide. 

[Exeuu\ 
.SCENE     VI.         Changes  to  the  fenate-boufe. 

Senators  and  Alcibiades. 

I  Sen.  My  Lord,  you  have  my  voice  to' t,  the  fault  I 

•Tis  neceflary  he  fliould  die.  [bloody  | 

Nothing  emboldens  fm  fo  much  as  mercy. 

a  Sen.  Mofttrue.j  the  law  fliall  bruife  him. 

Ale.  Health,  hor.our,  and  compaflion,  to  the  fenafc 

1  Sen.  Now,  Captain. 

Ak.  I  am  an  humble  fuitor  to  your  virtues; 

For  pity  is  the  virtue  of  the  law, 

And  none  but  tyrants  ufe  it  cruelly. 

It  pleafes  time  and  fortune  to  lye  heavy 

Upon  a  friend  of  mine,   who  in  hot  blood 

Hath  fteptinto  the  law,  which  is  paft. depth 

To  thofe  that  without  heed  do  plunge  into't. 

He  is  a  man,  fettmg  this  fault  afide, 

Of  virtuous  honour,  which  buys  out  his  faul^  y 

Nor  did  he  foil  the  fa£l  with  cowardice,. 

But  with  a  noble  fury,  and  fair  fpirit. 

Seeing  his  reputation  touch'd  to  death. 

He  di'i  oppofe  his  foe  ; 

And  with  fuch  fober  and  unnoted f  pafiion 

He  did  behave*  his  anger  ere  'twas  fpent. 

As  if  he  had  but  prov'd  an  argument. 

•4-  unnoted,  for  common,  bounded, 
*  behave,  for  curb,  manage, 

2  Sen 
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1  Sen.  You  undergo  too  ftri£l  a  paradox, 
riving  to  i^'ake  an  ugly  deed  look  fair, 
oar  words  have  took  luch  pains,  as  if  they  labour'd 
0  bring  man-flaughter  into  form,  fet  quarrelling 
pon  the  head  of  valour  j   which,  indeed, 
valour  misbegot,  and  came  into  the  world 
'hen  fe£ls  and  fadtions  w^ere  but  newly  born, 
e's  truly  valiant  that  can  wifely  fuffer 
he  worft  that  man  can  breathe,  and  make  his  wrongs 
IS  outfide  wear  }  hang  like  his  raiment,  carelefsly  ; 
ad  ne'er  prefer  hisinj'ries  to  his  heart, 
3  bring  it  into  danger, 
wrongs  be  e^'ils,  and  inforce  us  kill, 
hat  folly  'tis  to  hazard  life  for  ill?  ^ 

.^/iT.  My  Lord  J 

1  Seti.  You  cannot  make  grofs  fins  look  clear ; 
is  not  valour  to  revenge,  but  bear. 
y^k.  My  Lords  then,  under  favour,  pardon  me, 
I  fpeak  like  a  captain. 

hy  do  fond  men  expofe  themfelves  to  battle, 
lid  not  endure  all  threat'nings,  iTeep  upon't, 
lid  let  the  foes  quietly  cut  their  throats, 
ithout  repugnancy  ?  But  if  there  be 
ch  valour  in  the  bearing,  what  make  we 
broad  ?  Why  then,  fare  women  are  more  valiant 
lat  ftay  at  home,  if  bearing  carry  it  ; 
heafs,  more  than  the  lion  j  and  the  fellow 
laden  with  irons,  wifer  than  the  judge  j 
['Wifdom  be  in  fuff'ring.     Oh,  my  Lords, 
]i  you  are  great,  be  pitifully  good  : 
ho  cannot  condemn  rafhnefsin  cold  blood  ? 
I  kill,  I  grant,  is  fin's  extremeft  guft,-^ 
It,  in  defence,— —by  mercy, J  'tis  made  juft, 
n  be  in  anger  is  impiety  : 
It  who  is  man  that  is  not  angry  ? 
high  but  the  crime  with  this. 
IftiSfn.  You  breathe  in  vain, 

1+  guji,  for  aggravation, 
\%  By  m^rcy  is  meant  equity » 

M  2  ^c 
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AJc.  In  vain  ?  His  fervice  done 
At  Lace-  semon,  and  Byzantium, 
Were  a  fufficient  briber  for  his  Jife, 
I  Sen.   What's  that  ? 

Ah.  I  fay,  my  Lords,  h'as  done  fairfervicc. 
And  flain  in  battle  many  of  your  enemi£&» 
Full  of  valour  did  he  bear  himfelf 
In  the  laft  conflift,  and  made  plenteous  wo»nds? 

a  Sitn,  He  has  made  too  niuch  plenty  with  'em. 
He's  a  fwoln  rioter ;  he  has  a  fin 
That  often  drowns  him,  and  takes  valour  prifoner. 
Were  there  no  foes,  that  were  enough  alone 
To  overcome  him.     In  that  beaftly  fury 
He  has  been  known  to  commit  outrages. 
And  cherifli  factions.*     'Tis  inferred  to  uS, 
His  days  are  foul,  and  his  drink  dangerous* 
I  Sen.    He  dies. 

Ak,  Hard  fate  !  he  might  have  died  in  warj 
My  Lords,  if  not  for  any  parts  in  him, 
(Though  his  right  arm  might  purchafe  his  own  timc> 
And  be  in  debt  to  none,)  yet  more  to  move  you,- 
Take  my  deferts  to  his,  and  join  *em  both. 
And,  for  I  know  yourrev'rend  ages  love 
Security,  I'll  pawn  my  victories. 
My  honours  to  you,  on  his  good  returns. 
If  by  this  crime  he  owes  the  law  his  life, 
Why,  let  the  war  receiv't  in  valiant  gore  } 
For  law  is  ftrift,  and  war  is  nothing  more. 

1  Sen.  We  are  for  law,  he  dies,  urge  it  no  more,^ 
On  height  of  our  difpleafure.     Friend  or  brother. 
He  forfeits  his  own  blood,  that  fpills  another. 

Ale.  Muft  it  be  fo  >  it  muft  not  be. 
My  Lords,  1  do  befeech  you,  know  inc. 

2  Sen.  How  ? 

Ale.  Call  me  to  your  remembrances. 

3  5c«.  What! 

Ale.  I  cannot  think  but  your  age  hath  forgot  mc.S 
It  could  not  elfe  be,  I  fhould  prove  fo  bafe,f 
To  fue,  and  be  deny'd  fuch  common  grace. 

*  faBions  for  tumults. 

•)-  baje^  for  dipomur^d,  . 
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My  wounds  ake  at  you . 

I  Seti.  Do  you  dare  our  anger  ? 
'Tis  in  few  words,  but  fpacious  in  effefl  j 
We  banifh  thee  for  ever. 

^U.  Banifh  me ! 
Banifh  your  dotage,  banifli  ufury. 
That  make  the  fenate  ugly. 

1  Sen.  If,  after  two  days'  fhine,  Athens  contains  thes 
Attend  our  weightier  judgment. 
And  (now  to  fwell  your  fpirit) 
I  He  fhall  be  executed  preiently.  [^Exeunt. 

Ale.  Gods  keep  you  old  enough,  that  you  may.  live 
Only  in  bone,  that  none  may  look  on  you  I 
i  I'm  wcrfe  than  mad  :   I  have  kept  back  their  foes, 
j  While  they  have  told  their  money,  and  let  out 
Their  coin  upon  large  int'ieft  ;   I  myfelf 

Rich  only  in  large  hurts. All  thofe  for  this  ? 

Is  this  the  balfam  that  the  ufuring  fenate 
Pours  into  captains'  wounds  ?  Ha!  banifhment? 
It  comes  not  ill ;   I  hate  not  to  be  banifb'd  j 
I  It  is  a  caufe  worthy  my  fpleen  and  fury, 
'  That  I  may  ftrike  at  Athens.     I'll  cheer  up- 
My  difcontented  troops,  and  lay  for  hearts. 
'Tis  honour  with  moft  hands  to  be  at  odds  : 
Soldiers  as  little  fhould  brook  wrongs  as  gods.         \Exlt,. 
SCENE     Vlf.         Changei  to  Timon'z  houfe. 
Enter  di-vers  Senators  at  feveral  doors. 

1  Sen,  The  good  time  of  the  day  to  you,  Sir, 

2  Sen.  I  alfo  wifh  it  to  you.  I  think  this  Honourable 
Lord  did  but  try  us  this  other  day. 

1  Sen.  Upon  that  were  my  thoughts  tiring,  when  \ve 
,  encountered.  I  hope  it  is  not  fo  low  with  him,  as  he 
I  made  it  feem  iri'the  trial  of  his  feveral  friends. 

2  Sen.  It  fhould  not  be  by  the  perfuafion  of  hi&  new 
feafting. 

1  Sen.  I  fhould  think  fo:  he  hath  fent  me  an  earneft 
inviting,  which  many  my  near  occafions  did  urge  me  to 
put  off:  but  he  hath  conjur'd  me  beyond  them,  and  I 
muft  needs  appear. 

a  icn.  In  like  manner  was  I  in  debt  to  my  impdrtu- 

M  3.  aatc 


138         TiMON  of  Athens.       Aft  hi, 

nate  bufinefs  ;  but  he  would  not  bear  my  excufe.  I  air 
ferry,  when  he  fenl  to  borrow  of  me,  that  my  provifioi 
was  out. 

1  Sen.  I  am  fick  of  that  grief  too,  as  I  underftand  how 
all  things  go, 

2  Sen.  Ev'ry  man  here's  fo.  What  would  he  hav( 
borrow 'd  of  you  ? 

I  Sen,  A  thoufand  pieces, 
a  Sen.  A  tlioufand  pieces  ! 
I  Sen.  What  of  you  ? 

3  Sen,  He  fent  to  me.  Sir ^Here  he  comes. 

Enter  Timon  and  Attendants. 
Tim.  With  all  my  heart.    Gentlemen  both— — ane 
how  fare  you  ? 

1  Sen.  Ever  at  the  beft,  hearing  well  of  your  Lord/hip 
a  Sen.  The  fwallow  follows  not  fummer  more  willing. 

ly,  than  we  your  Loidfliip. 

TfCT,  Nor  more  willingly  leaves  winter :  fuch  fummer- 
birds  are  men.  ■  Gentlemen,  our  dinner  will  not  re. 

compenfe  this  long  ftay-  feaft  yoor  ears  with  the  mufi 
a  while  j  if  they  will  fare  fo  harihly  as  on  the  trumpet' 
/ound  :  we  /ball  to't  prefently. 

J  Sen.  I  hope  it  remains  not  unkindly  with  your  Lord 
/hip,  that  I  return'd  you  an  empty  mefiengex. 

Tim.  O  Sir,  let  it  not  trouble  you* 

2  Sen.  My  Noble  Lord. 
Tim,  Ah,  my  good  friend,  what  cheer  ? 

[The  banquet  brought  /V 
z  Sen.  Mod  Honourable  Lord,  I'm  e'en  fick  of  ihame 

that  when  your  Lordfhip  t'other  day  fent  to  me,  I  wai 

fo  unfortunate  a  beggar. 
Tim,   Think  not  on't,  Sir. 

z  Sen.   If  you  had  fent  but  two  hours  before—— 
Tim.  Let  it  not  cumber  your  better  remembrance. 

Come,  bring  in  all  together. 
Z  Sen,  All  cover'd  diihes  ! 
%  Sen.  Royal  cheer,  I  warrant  you. 

3  .^en.  Doubt  not  that,  if  money  and  the  feafon  cai 
jield  it. 

X  S(nt  How  do  you  ?  what's  the  news  ? 

3  Sett, 
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3  Stn.  Alcibiades  is  banifh'd  :  hear  you  of  it? 

Both.  Alcibiades  banifli'd ! 

•^Sen.   'TIs  fo,  befureofit, 

I  Sen.  How  ?  how  ? 

2.  Sen.  I  pray  you  upon  what  ? 

Tim.  My  worthy  friends,  will  you  draw  near  ? 

3  Sen,  I'll  tell  you  more  anon.  Here's  a  noble  feaA 
t  oward . 

z.Sen.  This  is  the  old  man  ftill. 

3  Ser..  Will'thold  ?  will'thold  ? 

a  Sen.  It  does,   but  time  will,  and  *> 

3  Seti.  I  do  conceive. 

'Titn.  Each  man  to  his  ftool,  with  that  fpur  as  he 
would  to  the  lip  of  his  miftrefs:  your  diet  /hall  be  in  all 
places  alike.  Make  not  a  city-feail:  of  it,  to  let  the  meat 
cool  'ere  we  can  agree  upon  the  fiift  place.    Sit,  fit. 

The  gods  require  our  thanks. 

You  great  benefaHors,  fprinklc  car  fociety  with  fbankfuU 
ncfi.  For  your  oivn  gifts  tnake yourfihes  frais'J'j  but  re- 
Jervejiill  to  give,  lejl  your  deities  be  defpifed.  Lend  to  each 
man  enough,  that  one  need  not  lend  to  another.  For  ivere 
your  godheads  to  borroiv  cfmsn,  men  ivould  forfake  the  gods. 
Make  the  meat  belwed,  more  than  the  man  that  gives  it. 
Let  no  ajj'embly  of  fwcnty  be  'without  a  fcore  of  villains. 
If  there  ft  tivehe  •women  at  the  table,   Jet  a  do^en  of  them 

be  as  they  are Ths^reft  of  your  foes,  0  gods,  the  Sena.. 

tors  of  Athens,  together  ivith  the  common  lag  of  people^  ivbat 
is  amifs  in  them,  you  gods,  malte  fuitable  for  defruBion, 

For  theje  my  friends ~ -as  they  are  to  me  nothing,  fo  in 

nothing  blefs  them,  and  to  nothing  are  they  'welcome^ 
Uncover  dogs,  and  Jap. 

Some  [peak.   What  does  his'Lordihip  mean  ? 

Some  other.  I  know  not. 

Tim.  May  you  a  better  feaft  never  behold. 
You  knot  of  mouth-friends !  fmoke  and  luke-warm  wa- 
Is  your  perfedion.  \     This  is  Timon's  laftj  [ter 

Who,  ftuck  and  fpangled  with  your  flatteries, 
Wafhes  them  off,  and  fprinkles  in  your  faces 

•\  perfeclioKf  for  txa^  or  ferfeEi  iikeneft. 

Youf 
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Your  reaking  villany.     Live  loth'd,  and  long. 
Mod  fmiling,  fmooth,  detefted  parafites, 
Courteous  deftroyers,  affable  wolves,  meek  bears. 
You  fools  of  fortune,  trencher-friends,  time-flies, 
Cap-and-knee  flaves,  vapours,  and  minute-jacks  j 
Of  man  and  beaft  the  infinite  malady 

XJruft  you  quite  o'er  1 What,  doll:  thou  go  ? 

Soft,  take  thy  phyfic  firft thou  too -and  thou        ■ 

[Thrcivi/tg  the  dipes  at  them,  and  drives  *em  out. 
Stay,  I  will  lend  thee  money,  borrow  none. 
What !  all  in  motion  ?  henceforth  be  no  feaA, 
Whereat  a  villain's  not  a  welcome  gueft. 
Burn  houfe,  fink  Athens,  henceforth  hated  be 
OfTimon,  man,  and  all  humanity  !  l^Exit. 

Re-enter  the  Senators. 

1  Sen.  How  now,  my  Lords  ? 

a  Sen.  Know  you  the  quality  of  Lord  Timon's  fury  • 

3  Sen.  Pflia  !  did  you  fee  my  cap  ? 

4  Sen.  I've  loft  my  gown. 

1  Sen.  He's  but  a  mad  Lord,  and  nought  but  humour 
fways  him.     He  gave  me  a  jewel  th'   other  day,  and 

.  now  he  has  beat  it  out  of  my  cap.     Did  yo\x  fee  my 
.jewel  ? 

2  Sen.  Did  you  fee  my  cap  ? 

3  Sen.  Here  'tis. 

4  Sen.  Here  lies  my  gown. 

1  Sen,  Let's  make  no  ftay.  • 

2-  Sen.  Lord  Timon's  mad.  • 

3  Sen.  I  feel't  upon  my  bones. 

4  Sen,  One  day  he  gives  us  diamonds,  next  day  ftones,'. 

[Exeunt^. 

A  C  T    IV.        S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Without  the  ivalh  of  Athens . 
Enter  Timon. 

LET  me  look  back  upon  thee.     O  thou  wall. 
That  g-.rdlefi:  in  thofe  wolves !  dive  in  the  earth. 
And  fence  not  Athens !  Matrons,  turn  incontinent  j 
Obedience  fail  in  children  j  flaves  and  fools 

Pluck 
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Pluck  the  grave  wrinkled  fenate  from  the  bench, 
And  minifter  in  their  iteads  :  to  general  iiJth 
Convert  o'  th'  inftant,  green  virginity  ! 
Do't  in  your  parentb'  eyes.      Bankrupts,  hold  faft  ; 
Rather  than  render  back,  oat  with  yoar  knives, 
And  cut  your  trufter's  throats.     Bound  fervants,  ftcal  J 
Large-handed  robbers  your  grave  mafters  are, 
And  pill  by  law.      Maid,  to  thy  mafter's  bnd  j 
Thy  miftreis  is  o'  th'  brothel.     Son  of  fixteen. 
Pluck  thelin'd  crutch  from  thy  old  limping-fire, 
And  with  it  beat  his  brains  out  t  Fftar  and  piety. 
Religion  to  the  gods,  peace,  juftice,  truth, 
Domeftic  awe,  night-reft,  and  neighbourhood, 
Inftruttion,  manners,  myfteries  and  trades. 
Degrees,  obfervances,  cuftoms  and  laws. 
Decline  to  your  confounding  contraries!    ♦ 
And  yet  ccnfufion  live  I — Plagues,  incident  to  men, 
Your  potent  and  infeftious  fevers  heap 
On  Athens,  ripe  for  ftrcke  !   Thou  cold  Sciatica, 
Cripple  our  Senators,  that  their  limbs  may  halt 
As  lamely  as  their  manners.     Lull  an3  liberty 
Creep  in  the  minds  and  marrows  of  our  youth. 
That  'gainft  the  ftream  of  virtue  they  may  ftrive, 
And  drown  themfelves  in  riot !  Itches,  blains. 
Sow  all  th'  Athenian  bofoms,  and  their  crop 
Be  gen'ralleprofy  !   Breath  infeft  breath. 
That  their  Ibciety  (as  their  friendihip)  may 
Be  merely  poifon  !  Nothiag  I'll  bear  from  thee. 
But  nakednefs,  thou  town  deteftable  ! 
Take  thou  that  too,  with  multiplying  banns  : 
Timon  v/ill  to  the  woods,  where  he  fhall  find  ^ 
Th'  unkindeft  beaft  much  kinder  than  mankind. 
The  gods  confound  (hear  me,  ye  good  gods  all) 
Th'  Athenians  both  within  and  out  that  wall ; 
And  grant,  as  Timon  grows,  his  hate  my  grow 
To  the  whole  race  of  mankind,  high  and  low !      lExi'tt 
SCENE     II.       Changes  to  Timon  s  boufe. 
Enter  Flavius,  ivith  two  or  three  Servants, 
I  Ser.  Hear  yoa,  good  mafter  fteward,  where's  our 
Are  we  undone,  caft  off,  nothing  remaining  ?  [mafter  ? 
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Flav.  Alack,  my  fellows,  wh^r  ihou.'d  I  fay  to  you  ? 
Let  nie  be  recorded  by  the  righteous  gods^ 
I  am  as  poor  as  you, 

i  S^r.  Such  a  houfe  broke! 
So  noble  a  malter  falPn  !  all  gone  !  and  not 
One  friend  to  take  his  fortune  by  the  arm. 
And  go  along  with  h.m  ? 

2  Ser,  As  we  do  turn  our  backs 

From  our  companion  thrown  into  his  grave, 
So  his  familiars  from  his  buried  fortunes 
Slink  all  away  ;.  leave  iheir  falle  vows  with  him. 
Like  empty  purfes  pick'd  :  and  his  poor  felf, 
A  dedicated  beggar  to  the  air. 
With  his  difeafe  of  all-fhunn'd  poverty. 
Walks,  like  contempt,  alone. — More  of  our  fellows. 
Enter  other  Ser-vanti. 
Flav.  All  broken  implements  of  a  ruin'd  houfe  I 

3  Ser.  Yet  do  our  hearts  wear  Timon's  livery, 
That  fee  I  by  our  faces  j   we  are  fellows  flill,. 
Serving  alike  in  forrow.     Leak'd  is  our  bark. 
And  we  poor  mates  ftand  on  the  dying  deck. 
Hearing  the  furges  threat.     We  muft  all  part 
Into  the  fea  of  air. 

Flav.  Good  fellows  all. 
The  lateft  of  my  wealth  I'll  fhare  amongft  you. 
Where-ever  we  fhall  meet,  for  Timon's  fake. 
Let's  yet  be  fellows  j  fhake  our  heads,  and  fay, 
(As  'twere  a  knell  unto  our  mailer's  fortunes,) 
We  have  feen  better  days.     Let  each  take  fome  j 
Nay,  put  out  all  your  hands  j  not  one  wotd  more. 
Thus  part  we  rich  in  forrow,  parting  poor. 

\He  givet  them  money  j  they  embrace f   and  fart 
Jeveral  ivayi. 
Oh,  the  firft  wretchednefs  that  glory  brings  us  J 
Who  would  not  wifh  to  be  from  wealth  exempt. 
Since  riches  point  to  mif 'ry  and  contempt  ? 
Who'd  be  fo  mock'd  with  glory,  as  to  live 
But  in  a  dream  of  friendship  ? 
To  have  his  pomp,  and  all  what  ftate  compounds,. 
But  001)-  painted,  like  his  varniflt'd  friends  ! 

Pbor 
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Poor  honeftLord?  brought  low  by  his  own  heart. 
Undone  by  goodnefs  i  fh-ange  unufual  blood. 
When  man's  worft  fin  is,  he  does  too  much  goo  d. 
Who  then  dares  to  behalf  fo kind  again  ? 
For  bounty,  that  makes  gods,  does  ftili  mar  men* 
My  dearcft  Lord,  bjefs'd  to  be  moft  accnrs*d. 
Rich  only  to  be  wretched,  thy  great  fortunes 
Are  made  thy  chief  afflictions.     Alas,  kind  Lord  ! 
He's  flung  in  rage  from  this  ungrateful  feat 
Of  monftrous  friends  ;  nor  has  he  with  him  to 
Supply  his  life,  or  that  which  can  command  it  : 
I'll  i'ollovv,  and  inquire-him  out. 
I'll  ever  ferve  his  mind  with  my  beft  will  j 
Whilft  I  hAve  gold,  I'll  be  his  fte ward  ftill.  [Exlt^ 

SCENE     III.     The  luoodi. 
Enter  Timon. 
Tim,  O  bleffing-breeding  fun,  draw  from  the  earth 
Rotten  humidity  ;  below  thy  fifter's  orb 
Infe£lthe  air  !  Twinn'd  brothers  of  one  womfc, 
Whofe  procreation,  refidence,  and  birth, 
Scarce  is  divided,  touch  with  feverai  fortunes. 
The  greater  fcorns  the  lefler.     Not  ev'n  nature. 
To  whom  all  fores  lay  fiege,  can  bear  great  fortune 
But  by  contempt  of  nature. 
Raife  me  this  beggar,  and  denude  that  Lord, 
The  fenator  Ihall  beat-coniempt  hereditary, 
The  beggar  native  honour  : 
[t  is  the  pafture  lards  the  wedder's  fides. 
The  want  that  makes  him  lean-.  Who  dares,  who  darCi, 
(n  purity  of  manhood  ftand  upright, 
And  fay  this  man's  a  flatterer  ?     If  one  be, 
5o  are  they  all ;  for  every  greeze  of  fortune 
[s  fmooth'd  by  that  below.     The  learned  pate 
3ucks  to  the  golden  fool  ;  all  is  oblique  ; 
There's  nothing  level  in  our  curfed  natures. 
Jut  dire£l  villany.     Then  be  abhor'd, 
\11  feafts,  focieties,  and  throngs  of  men  ! 
lis  femblable,  yeahimfelf,  Timon  difdains.— — — 
Jeftruftion  phang  mankind  !  Earth,  yield  me  . octs ! 

[Digging the  earth. 

Who 
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"Who  feelcs  for  better  of  rhee,   fauce  his  palate 

"With  thy  moft  operant  poifon? What  is  here  ? 

Gold  ?  yellow,  glittering,  precious  gold  ? 
No,  gods,  I  am  no  idle  v^tarift. 
Roots,  you  clear  heav'ns  !  thus  much  of  this  will  make 
Black,  white  j  foul,  fair  :  wrong,  right  ; 
Bafe,  noble  j  old,  voung  ;  coward,  valiant. 
You  ;T0d.s  !    why  this  ?  v/hat  this  f  you  gods',  why  thi« 
Will  lug  your  priefts  and  fervants  from  your  fides  ; 
Pluck  ftout  mens'  pillows  from  below  their  heads. 
This  yellow  flave 

Will  knit  and  break  religions  ;  blefis  th'  accurs'd  j 
Make  the  hoar  leprofy  adorn'd  j    place  thieves, 
t  And  five  them  title,  knee,  and  appiobation. 
With  fenatcis  on  the  bench  ;  this  is  it 
That  makes  the  waped  widow  wed  again  j 
She  whom  the  fpittle^-houfe  and  ulcerous  fores 
Would  ca'l  the  gorge  at,  this  embalms  and  fpices 
To  th'  April  day  again.     Corre,  damned  earth. 
Thou  common  whore  of  mankind,  that  put'ft  odds 
Among  the  rout  of  nation?,  I  will  make  thee 
Do  thy  right  nature. — [March  afar  off.']  Ha,  a  drum 

thou'rt  quick. 

But  yet  ril  bury  thee thou'lt  go,  (ftrong  thief,) 

When  gouty  keepers  of  thee  cannot  ftand. 

Nay,  ttay  rhouout  fo:  earneft.  [Keeping fome goh 

S  C  E  N  E     IV. 
Enter  Alcibiades  'with  drum  and  fife  in  ivarlike  mannt.] 

and  Phrynia  and  Timandra. 

Ale.  What  art  thou  there  ?  fpeak. 

Tim.  A  beaft,  as  thou  art.    -Cankers  gnaw  thy  hearj 
Tor  fhewinp  me  again  the  eyes  of  man  ! 

Ale.  What  is  thy  name  ?  is  man  fo  hateful  tothc^J 
That  art  thyfelf  a  man  ? 

Tim.  1  am  Mifanthropos,  and  hate  mankind. 
For  thy  part,  I  dowifli  thou  wert  a  dog, 
That  J  might  love  thee  fomething. 

Ale.  I  kijow  thee  well  : 
*  But  in  tby  fortunes  am  unlearn'd  and  ftrange.      ffW 

T/OTt  I  know  thee  too,  and  more  than  that  I  kntj 
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I  not  defire  to  know.     Follow  thy  drum. 
With  man's  blood  paint  the  ground  ;  gules,  gules;  — 
Religious  canons,  civil  laws  are  cruel  j 
Then  what  {hould  war  be  ?  this  fell  whore  of  thine 
Hath  in  her  more  deftruflion  than  thy  fword, 
for  all  her  cherubin  look, 
Phry.  Thy  lips  rot  off! 

Tim.  I  will  not  kifs  thee,  then  the-  rot  returns 
To  thine  own  lips  again. 

Ale.  How  came  the  noble  Timon  to  this  change  ? 
Tim.  As  the  moon  does,  by  wanting  light  to  give; 
But  then  renew  I  could  not,  like  the  moon  j 
There  were  no  funs  to  borrow  of. 
Ale.  Noble  Timon,  what  friendfhip  may  I  do  thee  ? 
Tim.  None,  but  to  maintain  my  opinion. 
Ale,  What  is  it,  Timon  ? 
i     Tim,  Promife  me  friendfhip,  but  perform  none.     If 
1  thou  wilt  not  promife,  the  gods  plague  thee,  for  thou 
irt  a  man  :  if  thou  doft  perform,  confound  thee,  for 
thou  art  a  man  ! 
Ale.  I've  heard  in  fome  fort  of  thy  miferies. 
Tim.  Thou  faw'ft  them  when  I  had  profperityj 
Ale,  I  fee  them  now,  then  was  a  blefled  time. 
Tim,  As  thine  is  now,  held  -with  a  brace  of  harlots. 
Timan.  Is  this  th'  Athenian  minion,  whom  the  world 
Voic'd  fo  regardfuUy  ^ 
Tim,  Art  thou  Timandra  ? 

Timan.  Yes.  f  thee  : 

lim.  Be  a  whore  ftill :  they  love  thee  not  that  ufe 
Dive  them  difeafes,  leaving  with  thee  their  luft  ; 
Make  ufe  of  thy  fait  hours,  feafon  the  flaves 
For  tubs  and  baths,  bring  down  the  rofe-cheek'd  youth 
To  th'  tub-faft,  and  the  diet, 
Timan.  Hang  thee,  monfter  ! 
Ate.  Pardon  him,  fweet  Timandra,  for  his  wits 
Are  drown'd  and  loft  in  his  calamities. 
I  have  but  little  gold  of  late,  bta^e  Timon, 
The  want  whereof  doth  daily  make  revolt 
[n  my  penuriouf  band.     I  hear'd  anu  griev'd, 

I  How  curled  Athens,  mindlefs  of  thy  worth. 
Vol.  VI.  N  For- 
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Forgetting  thy  great  tweeds,  when  neighbour-ftates. 
But  for  thy  fword  and  fortune,  trod  upon  them — . — 

Tim.  I  pr'ythee  beat  thy  drum,  and  get  thee  gone; 

yllc.   I  am  thy  friend,  and  pity  thee,  dearTimon. 

T:in,  How  doft  thou  pity  him  whom  thou  doft  trouble 
I'ad  rather  be  alone. 

j^lc.  Why,  fare  thee  well. 
Here's  gold  for  thee, 

%'fn.  Keep  it,  I  cannot  eat  it. 

j4!c.  When  I  have  laid  proud  Athens  on  a  heap — 

Tiff\  Warr'ft  thou  'gainft  Athens  ? 

u^lc.  Ay,  Timon,  and  have  caufe.  fquefi-, 

Tim.  The  gods  confound  them  all  then  in  thy  con- 
And,  after,  thee,  when  thou  haft  conquered  ! 

j^/c.  Why  me,  Timon  ? 

Tim  That  by  killing  of  villains 
Thou  waft  born  to  conquer  my  country. 
Put  up  thy  gold .     Go  on,  here's  gold,  go  on  ; 
lie  as  a  planetary  plague,  when  Jove 
Will  o'er  fome  high-vic'd  city  bang  his  poifon 
In  the  fjck  air  :  let  not  thy  fword  fkip  one. 
Pity  not  honoured  age  for  his  white  beard. 
He  is  an  uiurer.      Strike  me  the  matron. 
It  is  her  habit  only  that  is  honeft. 
Herfelf's  a  bawd.     Let  not  the  virgin's  cheek 
Make  foft  thy  trenchant  fword  j  for  thofe  milk-paps,, 
That  through  the  window-lawn  bore  at  mens'  eyes. 
Are  not  whhin  the  leaf  of  pity  writ  j 
Set  them  down  honible  traitors.     Spare  not  the  babe,.| 
Whofe  dimpled  friiiles  from  fools  extort  their  mercy|: 
Think  it  a  baflard,  whom  the  oracle 
Hath  doubtfully  pronounc'd  thy  throat  fhall  cut. 
And  mince  it  fans  iemorfe.     Swear  againft  objeds. 
Put  frmour  on  thine  ears,  and  on  thine  eyes  j 
Whole  proof,  nor  yells  of  mothers,  maids,  nor  babes, 
Nor  fight  of  prieft  in  holy  veftments  bleeding,       ' 
Shall  pieicc  3  jot.     There' .«  gold  to  pay  thy  foUiers.   \ 
Make  large  ccnfufion  ;  and,  thy  fury  {pent. 
Confounded  be  thyftlf !  Speak  not,  be  gone. 

A/c,  Hili  ihou  gold  yet  ? 

r 
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I'j)  take  the  gold  thou  giv'ft  me,not  thy  counfel.  [thee ! 

Tim.  Doft  thou,  or  doft  thou  not,  heav'n's  curfe  upon 

Both.  Give   us  fome   gold,  good  Timon  j  halt  thou 
more  ? 

Tim.  Enough  to  make  a  whore  forfwear  her  trade, 
I  And  CO  make  whole  a  bawd.      Hold  up,  you  fluts, 
Your  aprons  mouatant  j  you're  not  oathable. 
Although  I  know  you'll  fwear  ;  terribly  fwear, 
Tnto  ftrong  fhudders,  and  to  heav'nly  agues, 
Th'  Iminortal  gods  that  hear  you.     Spare  your  oaths  : 
ri-  trti{t  U)  your  conditions,   be  whores  ftill. 
And  he  whofe  pious  breath  leeks  to  convert  you, 
jBeltrong  in  whore,  allure  him,  burn  him  up. 
Let  your  clofe  fire  predominate  his  fmoak, 
And  be  no  turn-coats  ;   yet  may  your  pains  fix  months 
C    quite  contrary.    Make  falle  hair,  and  thatch 
r  'vsr  poor  thin  roofs  with  burthens  of  the  dead, 

■me  that  were  hang'd,  no  matter: ) 

vV  ar  them,  betray  with  them  5   and  whore  on  ftill; 
P.inr  'till  a  horfe  may  mire  upon  your  face  j 

pnx  of  wrinkles  1 

Both,  Well,  more  gold         -what  then  ? 
Leiieve  that  we'll  do  any  thing  for  gold. 

Tim.  Confumptions  fow 
In  hollow  bones  of  man,  flrike  their  iharp  fiilns, 
And  mar  mens'  fpurrmg.     Crack  the  lawyer's  voice. 
That  he  may  never  more  falfe  title  plead, 
N'or  found  his  quillets  fhrilly.      Hoar  the  Flamen, 
That  fcolds  againft  the  quality  of  iieih. 
And  not  believes  himfelf.     Down  with  the  nofe, 
3own  with  it  flat  j  take  the  bridge  quite  away 
Df  him,  that,  his  particular  to  forefend,         [ans  bald. 
Smells  from  the  general  wenl.     Make  curl'd-pate  ruffi- 
And  let  the  unfcarr'd  braggarts  of  the  war 
Derive  fome  pain  from  you.     Plague  all  ; 
That  youradtivity  may  defeat  and  quell 

The  fource  of  all  ereftion. There's  more  gold. 

I>o  you  damn  others,  and  let  this  damn  you, 

find  ditches  grave  you  all  !  [mon. 

Botb.lAQXQ  counfel  with  more  money,  bounteous  Ti- 

N  a  Tim, 
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Tim,  More  whore,  more  mifchief  firft  j  I've  giver 
you  earneft. 

Ale.  Strike  up  the  drum  tow'rds  Athens  j  farewel. 
If  I  thrive  well,  I'li  vifit  thee  again,  [Timon; 

Tim.  If  I  hope  well,  I'll  never  fee  thee  more, 

uiic,  I  never  did  thee  harm. 

Tim.  Yes,  thou  fpok'ft  well  of  me»  « 

■    ^/-.  Cali'ft  thou  rha  harm  ?  J 

Tim.  Men  daily  find  it.     Get  thee  hence,  away. 
And  take  thy  beagks  with  thee. 

A!c.  We  but  offend  him  :  ftrike, 

[^Exeunt  Alcibiad.  Phryn.  and  Timand, 

S  C  E  N  E    V. 
Tim.  That  nature  being  fick  of  man's  unkindnefs. 
Should  yet  be  hungry  !  Common  mother,  thou 
Whcfe  womb  unmeafurable,  and  infinite  breaft 
Teems,  and  feeds  all  j  oh  tho|^  whofe  felf-fame  metth 
(Whereof  thy  proud  child,  arrogant  man,  is  puff 'd). 
"Engenders  the  black  toad,  and  adder  blue. 
The  gilded  newt,  and  eyelefs  venom'd  worm  ; 
With  all  th'  abhorred  births  below  cript  heav'n, 
Whereon  Hyperion's  quick'ning  fire  doth  fhine  j 
Yield  him,  v.'ho  all  thy  human  fons  does  hate. 
From  forth  thy  plenteous  bofom,  one  poor  root! 
Enfear  thy  fertile  and  conceptious  womxb  y 
Let  it  no  more  bring  out  t'  ingrateful  man. 
Go  great  with  tygers,  dr.igons,  wolves,  and  bears. 
Teem  w.th  new  monflers,  whom  thy  upward-face* 
Hath  to  the  marbled  manfion  all  above 

Never  prefented O,  a  root dear  thanks  ! 

Dry  up  thy  harrow'd  veins,  and  plough-torn  leas. 
Whereof  ingrateful  man  with  liqu'rifh  draughts 
And  morfels  unftious,  greafes  his  pure  mind, 
That  from  it  all  confideration  flips. 

SCENE      VI. 

Er.ter  ApemantQS 
More  man  ?  plague  !  plague  ! 

*  u^ard-facCf  iox  farfacit 
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Jpetn.  I  was  direfted  hither.     Men  report. 
Thou  doft  affe£l  my  manners,  and  doft  ufe  them; 

Tim  'Tis  then  becaufe  thou  doft  not  keep  a  dog 
Whom  I  would  imitate  ;  confumption  catch  thee! 

Jpem*  This  is  in  thee  a  nature  but  affected, 
\  poor  unmanly  melancholy,  fprung 
From  change  of  fortune.     Why  this  fpade  ?  this  place? 
This  flave-like  habit,  and  thefe  looks  of  caie  ? 
rhy  flatt'rers  yet  wear  filk,  drink  wine,  lie  foft  j 
Hug  their  difeas'd*  perfumes,  and  have  forgot 
That  ever  Timon  was.     Shame  not  thefe  weeds. 
By  putting  on  the  cunning  of  a  carper. 
Be  thou  a  flatt'rer  now,  and  feek  to  thrive 
3y  that  which  has  undone  thee  j  hinge  thy  knee, 
^nd  let  his  very  breath  whom  thou'lt  obferve, 
31ow  off  thy  cap  ;  praife  his  moft  vicious  ftrain, 
'\nd  call  it  excellent.     Thou  waft  told  thus : 
rhou  gav'ft  thine  ears,  like  tapfters,  that  bid  welcome 
To  knaves,  and  all  approachers :  'tis  moftjuft 
That  thou  turn  rafcal  :  hadft  thou  wealth  again, 
tlafcals  fhould  have't.     Do  not  affbme  my  likenefs. 

Tim.  Were  I  like  thee,  I'd  throw  away  myfelf. 

jipem.  Thou' ft  caft  away  thyfelf,  being  like^thyielf, 
Jo  long  a  madman,  now  a  fool.     What,  think'ft  thou. 
That  the  bleak  air,  thy  boifterous  chamberlain. 
Will  put  thy  fhirt  on  warm  ?  will  thefe  mofs'd  trees. 
That  have  outliv'd  the  eagle,  page  thy  heels, 
And  skip  when  thou  point'ft  out  ?  will  the  cold  brook, 
bandied  with  ice,  cawdle  thy  morning-tafte 
To  cure  thy  o'er-night's  furfeit  ?  Call  the  creatures, 
'  Whofe  naked  natures  live  in  all  the  fpight 
Df  wreakful  heav'n,  whofe  bare  unhoufed  trunks. 
To  the  confliding  elements  expos'd, 
Anfwer  mere  nature  ;  bid  them  flatter  thee  3. 
Oh.\  thou  ihalt  find — — 

Tim.  A  fool  of  thee  5  depart. 

Apem.  I  love  thee  better  now  than  e'er  I  did. 

Tim.  I  hate  thee  v.'orre. 

*  difeai^df  for  caufing  difeafes,. 
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Jpem.  Why? 

lim.  Thou  flatt'reft  mifery. 

Apem.  I  flatter  not  5  but  fay  thou  art  a  caitiff, 

Tim.  Why  doft  thou  feek  me  out  ? 

Apem.  To  vex  thee. 

Tim.  Always  a  villain's  office  or  a  fool*s. 
Do'ftpleafe  thyfelfin't? 

Apevi.  Ay. 

Tim.   What  a  knave  thou  ! 

Apem.  If  thou  did'ft  put  this  four  cold  habit  oil 
To  caftigate  thy  pride,  'twere  well  5   but  tl^ou 
Doft  it  inforcedly  :   thoud'fl:  courtier  be, 
Wert  thou  not  beggar.     Willing  mifery 
Outflrips  uncertain  pcmp ;  is  crown'd  before  it : 
The  one  is  filling  ftill,  never  compleat ; 
The  other,  at  high  wiih  :  beft  ftates,  contentlefs. 
Have  a  diftradted  and  moft  wretched  being  j 
Worfe  than  the  worft,  content. 
Thoufhould'ft  defire  to  die,  being  miferable, 

l.im.  Not  by  his  breath  that  is  more  miferable; 
Thou  art  a  Have,  whom  fortune's  tender  arm 
With  favour  never  clafp'd  5  but  bred  a  dog.* 
Hadft  thou,  like  us,  from  our  firft  fwath  proceeded 
Through  fweet  degrees  that  this  brief  world  affords. 
To  fuch  as  may  the  paffive  drugs  of  it 
Freely  command  ;   thou  would'ft  have  plung'd  thyftlf 
In  general  riot,  melted  down  thy  youth 
In  different  beds  of  lull-,  and  never  learn'd 
The  icy  precepts  of  refpefl,  but  follov/'d 
The  fugar'd  game  before  thee»    But  myfelf. 
Who  had  the  world  as  my  confedlionary. 
The  mouihs,  the  tongues,  the  eyes,  the  hearts  of  men 
At  duty,  more  than  1  could  frame  employments  } 
That  numberlefs  upon  me  ftuck  as  leaves 
Do  on  the  oak  j  yet  with  one  winter's  brufh 
Fall'n  from  their  boughs,  have  left  me  open,  bare 
For  every  ftorm  that  blows  j  I  to  bear  this, 

*  Alluding  to  the  word  Cynic,  of  ivbltb  fe6i^  Axeman' 
(ui  ivast 

That 
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That  never  knew  but  better,  is  fome  burthen. 

Thy  nature  did  commence  iu  fufF'rance,  time 

Hath  made   thee  hard  in't.     Why  fhould'ft  thou  hata 

men  ? 
They  never  flatter'd  thee.     What  haft  thou  given  ? 
If  thou  wilt  curfe,  thy  father,  tliat  poor  rag, 
Muft  be  thy  fubjedl,  who  in  fpight  put  fluff 
To  fome  fhe-beggar,  and  compounded  thee 
Poor  rogue  hereditary.     Hence  !   be  gone 
If  thou  hadfl  not  been  born  the  worft*  of  men. 
Thou  hadft  been  knave  and  flatterer, 

Apem.  Art  thou  proud  yet  ? 

Tim,  Ay,  that  I  am  not  thee. 

Apetn,  I,  that  I  was  no  prodigal. 

Tim,  I,  that  I  am  one  now. 
Were  all  the  wealth  I  have  fhiit  up  in  thee, 
I'd  give  thee  leave  to  hang  it.     Get  thee  gone— —• 
That  the  whole  life  of  Athens  were  in  this  ! 
Thus  would  I  eat  it.  \_Eating  a  root^ 

[y^pem.  Here,  I  will  mend  thy  feafl. 
Tim,  Firft  mend  my  company,  take  away  thyfelf. 
Apem.  So  I  fliall  mend  my  own,  by  th'lack  of  thine. 
TitK.  'Tis  not  well  mended  fo,  it  is  but  botch'd  5 
If  not,  I  would  it  were.] 

y^pejn.  What  wouldft  thou  have  to  Athens? 

Tim.  Thee  thithet-in  a  whirlwind  }  if  thou  wilt. 
Tell  them  there  I  have  gold  !  look,  fo  I  have. 

j4pem.  Here  is  no  ufe  for  gold. 

Tim.  The  beft  and  trueft  : 
For  here  it  fleeps,  and  does  no  hired  harm. 

Apem.  Where  ly'ft  o^nights,  Timon  } 

Tim.  Under  that's  above  me. 
Where  feqd'ft  thou  o'days,  Apemantus  .'' 

Apem.  Where  my  ftomach  finds  meat,or,  rather  where 
I  eat  it. 

T/yw.  Would  poifon  were  obedient,and  knew  my  mind? 

Apem.  Where  wouldft  thOu  fend  it  } 

Tim.  To  fauce  thy  difhes. 

*  'worji,  for  loiveji, 

Apem, 
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Apem.  The  middle  of  humanity  thou  never  kneweft, 
but  the  extremity  of  both  ends.  When  thou  waft  in 
thy  gilt,  and  thy  perfume,  they  mock'd  thee  for  too 
much  curiofity^f-  in  thy  rags  thou  knoweft  none,  but 
art  defpifed  for  the  contrary.  There's  a  medlar  for  thee, 
eat  it. 

\jTim,  On  what  I  hate  I  feed  not. 
Apttn,  Doft  hate  a  medlar  ? 
Tim    Ay,  though  it  look  Lke  thee. 
Apem,  An'   th'    hadft  hated  medlars   fooner,  thou 
ihouldft  have    loved  thyfelf  better  now.     Whatman 
didll  thou  ever  know  onthrift,  that  was  beloved  after 
his  means  ? 

Tim.  Who,  without  thofe   means  thou  talk'ft  of, 
didll:  thou  ever  know  beloved  ? 
Apem.  Myfelf. 

Tim.  I  underftand  thee,  thou  hadft  feme  means  to 
keep  a  dog.] 

.<^««.  What  things  in  the  world  canft  thou  neareft 
compare  to  thy  flatterers  ? 

Tim.  Women  neareft  j  but  men,  men,  are  the  things 
themfelves.  What  wouldft  thou  do  with  the  world, 
Apemantus,  if  it  lay  in  thy  power  ? 

Apem.  Give  it  the  beafts,  to  be  rid  of  the  men, 
Tim.  Wouldft  thou  have  thyfelf  fall  in  the  confufion 
of  men,  or  remain  a  beaft  with  the  beafts  ? 
Apem.  Ay,  Timon. 

Tim,  A  beaftly  ambition,  which  the  gods  grant  thee 
to  attain  to  !  If  thou  wert  a  lion,  the  fox  would  be- 
guile thee  J  if  thou  wert  a  lamb,  the  fox  would  eat; 
thee  ;  if  thou  wert  the  fox,  the  lion  would  fufpedl  thee, 
when,  peradventure,  thou  wert  accus'd  by  the  afs  j  if 
thou  wert  the  afc,  thy  dulnefs  would  torment  thee  ; 
and  ftill  thou'dft  live  but  as  a  breakfjft  to  the  wclf. 
If  thou  wert  the  wolf,  thy  greedinefs  would  afflict. 
thee  J  and  oft  thou  ihouldft  hazard  thy  life  for  thy  dia- 

"1"  i.  e.  for  too  much fnical. delicacy, 

ner. 
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ner,  Wert  thoa  the  unicorn,  f  pride  and  wrath  would 
confound  thee,  and  make  thine  own  felf  the  con^^u-ft  of 
thy  fury.  Wert  thou  a  bear,  thou  would  ft  be  kil'.'d  by 
th€  horfe  ;  wert  thou  a  horfe,  thou  wouldft  be  ieiz'd  by 
the  leopard;  wert  thou  a  leopard,  thou  wert  german  to 
the  lion,  and  the  fpots  of  thy  kindred  were  jurors  on  thy 
life.  All  thy  fafety  were  remotio.i,  and  thy  defence  ab- 
fence.  What  beaft  could.1  thou  be,  that  were  not  fub- 
je£t  to  a  beaft  ;  and  wh?t  a  beaft  art  thou  already,  and 
feeft  not  thy  lois  in  tr?n=formation  ! 

Apem  If  thou  couldft  pleafe  me  with  fpeaking  to  me, 
thou  mii^ht'ft  have  hit  upon  it  here.  The  common- 
wealth of  Athens  is  become  a  foreft  of  beafts. 

T/w.  How  has  the  afs  broke  the  wall,  that  thou  art 
out  of  th(  city  ? 

Apem  Yi'ndeTr  comes  a  poet  and  a  painter.  The 
plague  jf  company  1-glit  upon  thee  !  1  will  fear  to  catch 
i^,  and  g:ve  way.  When  I  know  not  what  elfe  to  do, 
I'll  fee  thee  again. 

Tim.  When  there  is  nothing  living  but  thee,  thou 
flialt  be  welcome. 
I  had  rather  be  a  beggar's  dog,  than  Apemantus. 

/Ipem.   Thou  art  the  cap  %  of  all  the  fools  alive, 

T/w.  Would  thou  wert  clean  enough  to  fpit  upon. 
A  plague  on  thee  1 

Apem.  Thou  art  too  bad  to  curfe. 

Tim    All  villains  that  do  ftand  by  thee,  are  pure* 

Apem.  There  is  no  leprofy  but  what  thou  fpeak'ft. 

Tim.  If  I  name  thee I'll  beat  thee  5  but  I  ihould 

infeft  my  hands. 

Apem.  I  Would  my  tongue  could  rot  them  ofiFl 

Tim.  Away,  thou  iffue  of  a  mangy  dog  ! 

+  The  account  given  of  the  unicorn  is  this  :  That  he  and 
the  lion  being  enermes  by  naturey  as  foan  as  the  lion  fees  the 
unicorn^  he  betakes  himfelf  to  a  tree.  The  unicorn,  in  his 
fury,  and  nvith  all  the  j'wiftnefs  of  his  courfe,  running  at 
him,  flicks  his  horn  fafi  in  the  tree,^  and  then  the  lion  falb 
upon  him  and  kills  him,     Gefner  hift.  animali 

J  i.  e.  (hejiroperty,  the  bubble* 

Chole? 
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Ch'ler  does  kill  me,  that  thou  art  alive. 
I  fwoon  to  fee  thee. 

Apem.   'Would  thou  would'ftburft! 

T/ot    Away,  thou  tedious  rogue,  I  am  forry  lihall 
lofe  a  ftoiae  by  thee.  \ 

Apem    Beaft! 

Tim.   Siave! 

Ap'.m     load ! 

I^'.yn    Rogue!  rogue!  rogue! 

\^A^tm..  retreats  hachvoard^  as  going, 
I  am  'ick  of  this  falfe  world,  and  w.li  love  nought 
But  e  Vn  the  mere.neceflities  upon  it. 
Then     T.'mon,   prefently  prepare  thy  grave  j 
Lie  where  the  light  foam  of  the  fea  may  beat 
Tl)y  grave  ftone  dailv  j  make  thine  epitaph  j 
That  death  in  me  at  others'  lives  may  laugh. 
O  thou  fweet  king-killer,  and  dear  divorce 

_  \Loohng  on  the  gold* 

Tw'xt  natural  fon  and  fire  !  thou  bright  defiler 
Of  Kymea'3  pureft  bed  !   thou  valiant  Mars ! 
Thou  ever  young,   frefh,  lov'd,  and  delicate  wooer, 
"Whofe  blufh  doth  thaw  the  confecrated  fnow, 
Thrt  lies  on  Dian's  lap!  thou  vifible  God, 
That  fouldrcft  clofe  impoflibilities. 

And  mak'ft  them  kifs !  that  fpeak'ft  with  evVy  tongue. 
To  every  purpofe  !  oh,  thou  touch  of  hearts! 
Think  thy  flave  rnan  rebels  j  and  by  thy  virtue 
Set  them  into  confounding  odds,  that  beafts 
May  have  the  world  in  empire. 

Apem.    'Would  'twere  fo. 
But  not  till  I  am  dead  !  I'll  fay  thou  haft  gold. 
Thou  wilt  be  throng'd  to  fhortly. 

Tim.  Throng'd  to  ? 

Apem.   Ay. 

Tim.  Thy  back,  I  pr'ythee . 

Apem.    Live,  and  love  thy  misery  ! 

Tim.   Long  live  fo,  and  fo  die  !   I  am  quit. 

Apem.  Mo  things  like  men Eat,  Timon,  and  ab- 

«lOr  theni«  [£x;>  Apem. 

SCENE 
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SCENE     Vir.        Enter  Thie-ves, 

1  Thief.  Where  fhould  he  have  this  gold  !  It  is  fome 
)Oor  fragment,  fome  flender  ort  of  his  remainder  ;  the 
nere  want  of  gold,  and  the  falling  off  of  friends,  drove 
lim  into  this  melancholy. 

2  Thief.   It  is  nois'd  he  hath  a  mafs  of  treafure. 

3  Thief.  Let  us  make  the  aflay  upon  him  ;  if  he  care 
lot  for't,  he  will  fupply  us  eafily  :  if  he  covetoufly  re- 
erve  it,  how  fhall's  get  it  ? 

'a  Thief,  True  ;  for  he  bears  it  not  about  him  j  'tis  hid. 

I  Thief.   Is  not  this  he  ? 

AIL   Where  ? 

2,  Thief  'Tis  his  defcription. 

3  Thief   He  ;   I  know  him. 

All-  Save  thee,  Timon. 

Tim-  Now,  thieves. 

All.  Soldiers  J  not  thieves. 

Tim.  Both  too,  and  womens' fons« 

All.  We  are  not  thieves,  but  men  that  much  do  want* 

Tim.  Your  greateft  want  is,  you  want  much  of  r|ieet, 
Why  fliould  you  want  ?  behold,  the  earth  hath  rodts  j 
Within  this  mile  break  forth  an  hundred  fprings  j 
The  oaks  bear  marts,  the  briars  fcarlet  hips ; 
The  bounteous  hufwife  Nature  on  each  bufh 
Lays  her  full  mefs  before  you.     Want  ?  why  want  ? 

I  Thief  We  cannot  live  on  grafs,  on  berries,  water. 
As  hearts,  and  birds,  and  fi/hes. 

Tim.  Nor  on  the  hearts  themfelves,  the  bi|i-ds  and  fifhes  ; 
you  muft  eat  men.     Yet  thanks  I  muft  you  con. 
That  you  are  thieves  profefs'd  :   that  you  work  not 
[n  holier  fhapes ;  for  there  is  boundlefs  theft 
[n  lirhited  [|  proftnions.      Rafcals,   thieves, 
Here's  gold.     Go,  fuck  the  fubtle  blood  o'  th'  gtape. 
Till  the  high  fever  feethe  your  blood  to  froth, 
And  fo  'fcape  hanging.     Ti  uft  not  the  phyfician  } 
His  antidotes  are  poifon,  and  he  flays 
More  than  you  rt.b,  takes  wealrh  and  life  t;ogether. 
Do  villany,  do,  fince  you  profefs  to  do't, 

II  limited,  for  legal. 

Like 
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Like  workmen  ;  rUexample  you  vvidi  thievery. 

The  fun's  a  fhief,  and  with  his  great  attradlion 

Ilobs  the  vaft  fea.     The  moon's  an  arrant  thief. 

And  her  pale  fire  fhe  fnatches  from  the  fun, 

The  fea's  a  thief,  whole  liquid  furge  refolves 

The  mounds  into  fait  tears.     The  earth's  a  thief, 

That  feeds  and  breeds  by  a-Gompofture  ftoln 

Frcm  gen' ral  excrements  :  each  thing's  a  thief. 

The  laws,  your  curb  and  whip,  in  their  rough  power 

Have  uncheck  d  theft.     Love  not  yourfelves,  away, 

Rob  one  another,  there's  more  gold  j  cut  throats  j 

All  that  you  meet,  are  thieves :  to  Athens  go. 

Break  open  fhops,  for  nothing  can  you  fteal 

But  thieves  do  lofe  it:  fteal  not  lefs  for  what 

I  give,  and  gold  confound  you  howfoever!  Amen; 

[Exit. 

3  Thief.  H'as  almoft  charm' d  me  from  my  profeffion, 
by  perfuading  me  to  it, 

I  Thief.  'Tis  in  the  malice  of  mankind,  that  he  thus 
advifes  us,  not  to  have  us  thrive  in  our  myftery. 

7,  Thief  I'll  believe  him  as  an  enemy  j  and  giye  over 
my  trade. 

I  Thief.  Let  us  firft  fee  peace  in  Athens. 

a  Thief  There  is  no  time  fo  miferable,  but  a  man 
may  be  true  [Exeunt, 

ACTV.        SCENE    I. 

The  lijoods,  and  Timon^s  cave. 
Enter  Flavius. 

F/av.  (TY^y  yo^  ?<5^s! 

K.y   Is  yon  defpis'd  and  ruinous  man  my  Lord? 
Full  of  decay  and  failing  ?  oh,  monument 
And  wonder  of  good  deeds,  evilly  beftow'd  ! 
What  change  of  humour  defp'rate  want  has  made  ? 
What  viler  thing  upon  the  earth  than  friends, 
Who  can  bring  nor.left  minds  to  bafeft  ends  ? 
How  rarely  ]|  dues  it  meet  with  this  time's  guife, 

{]  rarely,  for  ft',  not  for  feldom. 

When 
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When  m.m  was  v/ill'd  to  love  his  enemies  ? 
Grant  I  may  ever  love,  and  rather  too, 
Thofe  that  would  mifchief  me,  than  thofe  that  woo. 
H'as  caught  me  in  his  eye,   I  will  prefent 
My  honeftgrief  to  him  ;  and,  as  my  Lord, 
Still  ferve  him  with  my  life.     My  dearell:  mafter ! 
Timon  comes  foriuard  f rem  his  cave. 

Tim.  Away  I  what  art  thou  ? 

Flav.  Have  you  forgot  me.  Sir  ? 

Tim.  Why  doft  thou  ask  that  ?  I  have  forgot  all  men.' 
Then,  if  thou  granteft  that  thou  art  a  man, 
i  have  forgot  thee. 

Flav.  An  honeft  fervant,- 

Tim.  Then  I  know  thee  not, 
I  ne'er  had  honeft  man  about  me,  all 
i  kept  were  knaves,  to  ferve  in  meat  to  villains. 
,      F/av.  The  gods  are  witnefs, 
'  Ne'er  did  poor  fteward  wear  a  truer  grief 
For  his  undone  lord,  than  mine  eyes  for  you. 

Tm.  What,  doft  thou  weep  ?  come  nearer,  then  I  love 
Becaufe  thou  art  a  woman,  and  difclaim'ft  [thee. 

Flinty  mankind  ;  whofe  eyes  do  never  give 
But  or  through  luft  orlauahter. 

fCPity'sfleeping;  ^     -  [ing !] 

[Strange  times,  that  weep  with  laughing,  not  with  weep- 

Flav.   I  beg  of  yoa-to  know  me,  good  my  Lord, 
T'accept  my  grief,  and  whilft  this  poor  wealth  lafts. 
To  entertain  me  as  your  fteward  ftill. 

Tim.  Had  I  a  fteward 
1  "So  true,  fo  juft,  and  now  fo  comfortable  ? 
I  It  almoft  turns  my  dangerous  nature  j|  mild, 
i  Let  me  behold  thy  face  :  furely,  this  man 
Was  born  of  woman. 

Forgive  my  gen'ral  and  exceptlefs  rafhnefs. 
Perpetual,  fober  gods !   I  do  proclaim 
t)ne  honeft  man:  miftake  me  not,   butane. 
No  more,  I  pray  ;  and  he's  a  fteward. 
How  fain  would  I  have  hated  all  mankind, 

11  By  dangerous  nature,  is  meant  nuildnefs. 

Vol.  YU  O  And 
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And  thou  redeem'ft  thylelf :  but  all,  fave  thee, 

I  fell  with  curfes. 

Methinks  thou  art  more  honeft  now,  than  wife; 

For,  by  opprefling  ana  betraying  me. 

Thou  might'ft  have  fooner  got  another  fervice  : 

For  many  fo  arrive  at  fecond  makers. 

Upon  their  firft  lord's  neck.     But  tell  me  true, 

(For  I  muft  ever  doubt,  tho'  ne'er  fo  fure) 

Is  not  thy  kindnefs  fubtle,  covetous, 

A  ufuring  kindnefs,  as  rich  men  deal  gifts, 

Expefting  in  return  twenty  for  one  ? 

Fla'v.  No,  my.moft  worthy  mafter,  (in  whofe  breaf 
Doubt  and  fufpeft,  alas,  are  plac'd  too  late) 
You  ftiould  have  fear'd  falfe  times,  when  you  did  feaft 
Sufpeft  ftill  comes,  where  an  eftate  is  leaft. 
That  which  I  fhew,  heav'n  knows  is  merely  love, 
"Duty,  and  zeal,  to  your  unmatched  mind. 
Care  of  your  food  and  living  ;  and,  believe  it. 
For  any  benefit  that  points  to  me 
Either  in  hope,  or  prefent,  I'd  exchange 
For  this  one  wifii,  that  you  had  power  and  wealth 
To  requite  me  by  making  rich  youifelf. 

Tim.  Look  thee,  'tis  fo;    thou  fmgly  honeft  man. 
Here,  take  5  the  gods  out  of  my  mifery 
Have  fenc  thee  treafure.     Go,  live  rich  and  happy  : 
But  thus  condition'd  ;  thou  fhalt  build  from  men  j 
Hate  all,  curfe  all,  fliew  charity  to  none  j 
But  let  the  famifh'd  flefh  Aide  from  the  bone. 
Ere  thou  relieve  the  beggar.     Give  to  dogs 
9  What  thou  deny'ft  to  men.     Let  prifons  fwallow  'em 
Debts  wither  'em ;  be  men  like  blafted  woods. 
And  may  difeafes  lick  up  their  falfe  bloods ! 
And  fo  farewel,  and  thrive. 

Flav.  O,  let  me  ftay,  and  comfort  you,  my  maftej 
Tim.   If  thou  hat' ft  curfes. 
Stay  not,  but  fly,  whilft  thou  art  blefs'd  and  free  ; 
Ne'er  fee  thou  man,  and  let  me  ne'er  fee  thee. 

[^Exeunt  feveraUj 
SCENE     11.         Enter  Poet  and  Painter. 
Pain.  As  I  took  note  of  the  place,  it  can't  be  far  wher 

he  abides.  _ 

Pott 
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Poet.  What's  to  be  thought  of  him  ?  does  the  rumour 
hold  for  true,  that  he's  fo  full  of  gold  ? 

pain.  Certain.  Alcibiades  reports  it :  Phrynia  and 
Timandra  had  gold  of  him:  he  likewife  inrich'd  poor 
f^'-agghng  foldiers  with  great  quantity.  'Tis  faid  he  gave 
his  fteward  a  mighty  fum. 

Poet.  Then  this  breaking  of  his  has  been  but  a  trial  of 
his  friends  ? 

Pain.  Nothing  elfe  :  you  fhall  fee  him  a  palm  in  A- 
thens  again,  and  flouriih  with  the  higheft.  Therefore 
*trs  not  amifs  we  tender  our  loves  to  him,  in  this  fup- 
posM  diilrefs  of  his.  It  will  fhew  honefliy  in  us,  and  is 
very  likely  to  load  our  purpofes  with  what  they  travel  for, 
if  it  be  a  juft  and  true  report  that  goes  of  his  having. 

Poet.  What  have  you  now  to  prefent  unto  him  ? 

Pain.  Nothing  at  this  time  but  my  vifitation  :  only  I 
will  promife  him  an  excellent  piece. 

Poet.  I  muft  ferve  hinj  fo  too  j  tell  him  of  an  intent 
that's  coming  toward  him. 

Pain.  Good  as  the  beft.  Promifing  is  the  very  air 
o'  th'  time  •,  it  opens  the  eyes  of  expeftation.  Per- 
formance is  ever  the  duller  for  his  a£l,  and,  but  in  the 
plainer  and  fimpler  kind  of  people,  the  deed  is  quite 
out  of  ufe..  To  promife,  is  moll  courtly  and  faflaion- 
able  :  performance  4s  a  kind  of  will  or  teftament, 
which  argues  a  great  ficknefs  in  his  judgment  that  makes 
it. 

Re-enter  Tlmnn/rom  his  cave,  unfeen. 

Tim.  Excellent  workman  !  thou  canft  not  paint  a 
man  fo  bad  as  thyfelf. 

Poet,  I  am  thinking,  what  I  Hiall  fay  I  have  pro- 
vided for  him  :  it  muft  be  a  perfonating  ||  of  himfelf;  a 
fatyr  againft  the  foftnefs  of  profperity,  with  a  difco- 
very  of  the  infinite  flatteries  that  follow  youth  and  opu- 
lency. 

*Tiin.  Muft  thou  needs  ftand  for  a  villain  in  thine  own 
work?  wilt  thou  whip  thine  own  faults  in  other  men  ? 
do  fo,  I  have  gold  for  thee. 

II  ^^*'f'^"'^^''"£>  foi'  reprcfentingf  f.mply. 

O  z  Pah. 
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Pain.  Nny,  let's  feek  him. 
Then  do  we  fin  againft  cur  own  eflate. 
When  we  may  profit  meet,  and  ccme  too  late* 

Poet.  True. 

Pain.  While  the  day  ferves,  before  black-cornettft 
Find  what  thou  want'ft,  by  free  and  offer'd  light,  [nighty 
Come. 

Tim.  ril  meet  you  at  the  turn 

What  a  god's  gold,  that  he  is  vvorfhipped 

In  bafer  temples,  than  where  fwine  do  feed! 

•Tis  thou  that  rigg'ft  the  bark,  and  plow'ft  the  foam,. 

Settleft  admired  rev'rence  in  a  flave  j 

To  thee  be  worfliip,  and  thy  faints  for  aye 

Be  crown'd  with  plagues,  that  thee  alone  obey  • 

*Tis  fit  I. meet  them- 

poet.  Hail !  worthy  Timon. 

Pain.  Our  late  noble  mafter. 

Tim.  Have  I  once  liv'd  to  fee  two  honefl:  men? 

poet.  Sir,   having  often  of  your  bounty  tafted. 
Hearing  you  were  retir'd,  your  friends  fall'n  ofF, 
Whofe  thanklefs  natures,  (oh  abhorred  fpirits  !) 
Not  all  the  whips  of  heav'n  are  large  enough———,. 
What !  to  you ! 

Whofe  ftar-like  noblenefs  gave  life  and  influence 
To  their  whole  being  !  I  am  rapt,  and  cannot 
Cover  the  monftrous  bulk  of  this  ingratitude 
With  any  fize  of  words. 

Tim.   Let  it  go  naked,  men  may  fee't  the  better  ; 
You  that  are  honeft,  by  being  what  you  are. 
Make  them  beft  (ten  aad  known. 

Pain.  He  and  myfelf 
Have  travell'd  in  the  great  fiiower  of  your  gifts. 
And  fweetly  felt  it. 

Tim,   Ay,  you're  honeft  men. 

Pain.   We're  hither  come  to  offer  you  our  Service, 

Tim   Moft  honeft  men  !  why,  how  fnall  I  requite  you  ? 
Can  you  eat  roots,  and  drink  cold  water?  no. 

Both.   What  we  can  do,  we'll  do,  to  do  you  fervico* 

Tim.  Y'are  honeft  men  jyou've  heard  that  I  have  goldj 
I'm  fure  you  have  j  fpeak  truth,  y'are  honeft  men^ 

Pain, 
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Pain^  So  it  is  faidj  my  noble  Lord  ;  but  therefore 
Cnme  not  m>'  friend,  nor  I. 

Tim.  Good  honeft  man  ;   thou  draw'ft  a  counterfeit 
Ben  in  all  Athens  ;  thou'rt  indeed  the  befl-  j 
rhou  counterfeil'ft  moft  lively. 
,    Pain.  So,  fo,  my  Lord. 

Tim.  Ev'n  fo,  Sir,  as  I  fay — And  for  thy  fi£lion. 
I  [To  the  Poet, 

iSiVhv,  thv  verfe  fvvells  with  fluff  fo  fine  and  fmooth, 
rbat  thou  art  even  nat'ral  in  thine  art. 
But  for  all  this,  my  honeft-natur'd  friends, 
[muft  needs  fay,  you  have  a  little  fault  ; 
Vfarry,  not  monftrous  in  yon  j   neither  wifli  I, 
STou  take  much  pains  to  mend.  . 

Both.  Befeech  your  honour 
To  make  it  known  to  us. 

Tint.  You'll  take  it  ill. 

Both.  Moft  thankfully,  my  Lord. 

Tim.  Will  you  indeed  ? 

Beth,  Doubt  it  not,  worthy  Lord.  * 

Tiv7.  There's  ne'er  a  one  of  you  buttrufts  a  knave, 
rhatmiehtily  deceives  you. 

Both.  Do  we,  my  Lord  ? 

Tim.  Ay,  and  you  hear  him  cogg,  fee  him  difTemblc, 
■Cnow  his  grofs  patchery,  love  him,  and  feed  him, 
"Ceep  in  yourbofoms,  yet  remain  affur'd. 
That  he's  a  made-up  villain. 

Pain,  I  know  none  fuch,  my  Lord. 
1    Poet.  Nor  I. 

Tim.  Look  you,  I  love  you  well,  I'll  give  you  gold,' 
iid  me  thefe  villains  from  your  companies  j 
i^ang  them,  or  ftab  them,  drown  them  in  a  draught, 
j^nnfound  them  by  fome  courfe,  and  come  to  me, 
ji'll  give  you  gold  enough. 

I    Both.  Name  them,  my  Lordj  let's  know  them. 
'    Tim,  You  that  way,  and  you  this  j — but  two  in  com- 
pany*  • 

*  This  is  an  imperfeB  fentence  ;  and  li  to  he  fupplied 
■hiis,  But  two  in  company  fpoils  all, 

O  3  Each 
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Each  man  apart,  all  fingleand  alone. 
Yet  ail  arch  villain  keeps  him  company. 
If  where  thou  art,  two  villains  fhall  not  be. 

[To  the  Painte 

Come  not  near  him. -If  thou  would']!?;  not  rofide 

[TothePoi 
But  where  one  villain  is,  then  him  abandon.  , 
Hence,  pack,  there's  gold  j  ye  came  from  gold  ye  flave 
You  have  work  for  me  j  there's  your  payment^  henci 
You  are  an  alchymift,  make  gold  of  that  : 
Out,  rafcal  dogs  !      I  Exit,  beating,  and  driving  them  et 

SCENE     III.     Enter  ¥\av\us  and  tivo  Senatoi 

Flav.  It  is  in  vain  that  you  would  fpeak  with  Timo 
For  he  is  fet  fo  only  to  himfelf. 
That  nothing  but  himfelf  which  looks  like  man. 
Is  friendly  with  him. 

I  Sen.  Bring  us  to  his  cave. 
It  is  our  part  and  promife  to  th'  Athenians 
To  fpeak  with  Timon, 

7,  Sen.  At  all  times  alike 
Men  are  not  ftill  the  fame  ;  'twas  time  and  griefs 
That  fram'd  him  thus.     Time  with  his  fairer  hand 
Offering  the  fortunes  of  his  former  days, 
The  former  man  may  make  him  j  bring  us  to  him, 
And  chance  it  as  it  may, 

Flav.  Here  is  his  cave. 
Peace  and  content  be  here,  Lord  Timon  !  Timon! 
Look  out,  and  fpeak  to  friends :  th'  Athenians 
By  two  of  their  mofl:  rev'rend  fenate  greet  thee  j 
Speak  to  them,  Noble  Timon. 

Enter  Timon  out  of  his  cave. 

Tim.  Thou  fuDj  that  comfort'ft,  burn!— — 
Speak,  and  be  hang'd  ; 
For  each  true  word  a  \)lifter,  and  each  falfe 
Be  cauterizing  to  the  root  o'  th'  tongue, 
•Confuming  it  with  fpeaking  ! 

1  Sen.  Worthy  Timon, ■■  - 

Tim.  — Of  none  but  fuch  as  you,  and  you  of  Timoi 

2  Sen,  The  Senators  of  Athens  greet  thee,  Timon 

ft 
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Tim.  I  thank  them  (and  would  fend  them  back  the 
Could  I  but  catch  it  for  them.  [plague, 

I  Sen.O,  forget 
What  v.e  are  fony  for ourfelves,  in  thee  : 
The  Senators,  with  one  confent  of  love, 
Intreat  thee  back  to  Athens }  who  have  thought  ■# 

On  fftpcial  dignities,  which^vacant  lie. 
For  thy  befi:  ufe  and  wearing. 

zSen.  They  confefs 
Tow'rd  thee  forgetfulnefs,  too  general,  grofs  ; 
And  now  the  public  body,  (which  doth  feldom 
Play  the  recanter,)  feeling  in  itfeif 
A  lack  ef  Timon's  aid,  hath  fenfe  withal 
Of  its  own  fall,  reftraining  aid  to  Timon  ; 
And  fends  forth' us  to  make  their  foirowed  tenderj 
Together  with  a  recompence  more  fruitful 
Than  their  offence  can  weigh  down  by  the  dram  j 
'Ay,  ev'nfueh  heaps  and  fums  of  love  afid  wealth, 
As  fhall  to  thee  blot  out  what  wrongs  were  theirs. 
And  write  in  thee  the  figures  of  their  love. 
Ever  to  read  them  thine. 

Tim.  You  witch  me  in  it, 
Surprife  me  to  the  very  brink  of  tears  r 
Lend  me  a  fool's  heart,  and  a  woman's  eye?, 
And  I'll  beweep  thefe  comforts,  worthy  Senators. 

I  Sen.  Therefore  fo  pleafe  thee  to  return  with  us, 
And  of  our  Athens^  thine  and  ours,  to  take 
The  captainship  :  ihou  flialt  be  met  with  thanks, 
Hallow'd  wirh  abf 'lute  power,  and  thy  good  name 
Live  with  authority  ;    foon  we  fhall  drive  back 
Of  Alcibiades  th'  approaches  wild, 
Who,  like  a  boar  too  favage,  doth  root  tip 
His  country's  peace. 

a  Sen.  And  fhakes  his  threat'ning  fwcrd 
Againft  the  walls  of  Athens. 

I  Stn.  Therefore,  Timon 

Tim.  Well,  Sir,  I  will  j  therefore  I  will,  Sir  5   thus— 
If  Alcibiades  kill  m.y  countrymen, 
Let  Alcibiades  know  this  of  Timon, 
That  Timon  cares  not.    If  he  fack  fair  Athenr, 

Ana 
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And  take  our  gcodly  aged  men  by  th'  beards. 

Giving  our  holy  virgins  to  the  f{-ain 

Of  contumelious,  beaftly,  mad-brain'd  war  ; 

Then  let  him  know, — and  tell  him,  Timon  fpeaks  it, 

In  pityof our  aged,  and  our  youth, 

J  cannot  chufe  but  tell  him,  that  I  care  not. 

And  let  him  take't  at  worft  ;  for  their  knives  czje  notj 

While  you  have  throats  to  anfwer.     Forcnyfelf, 

There's  not  a  whittle  in  th'  unruly  camp. 

But  I  do  prize  it  in  my  love,  before 

The  reverend'ft  throat  in  Athens.     So  I  leave  you 

To  the  protedtion  of  the  prcfp'rous  *  gods, 

As  thieves  to  keeper?. 

FIci'v.  Stay  not,  all's  in  vain. 

T-rm.  Why,  I  was  writing  of  my  epitaph, 
It  will  be  (etn  to-morrow.      My  long  ficknefs 
Of  health  and  living  now  begins  to  mend. 
And  nothing  brings  me  all  things.     Go,  live  ftill  j 
Be  Alcibiades  your  plague  ;  you  his  } 
And  Jafi:  fo  long  enough  ! 

1  Sen.  We  fpeak  in  vain. 

Tim.  But  yet  I  love  my  country,  and  am  not  ■ 
One  that  rejoices  in  the  common  wreck, 
As  common  bruit  doth  put  it. 

1  Sen,  That's  well  fpoke. 

Tim.  Commend  me  to  my  loving  countrymen,  [them, 
r  Sen.Thtit  words  become  your  lips,  as  they  pafs  thro* 

2  Sett.  And  enter  in  our  ears,  like  great  triumphers 
In  their  applauding  gales. 

Tim.  Commend  me  to  them. 
And  tell  them,  that  toeafe  them  of  their  griefs. 
Their  fears  of  hoftile  ftrokes,  their  aches,  loffes. 
Their  pangs  of  love,  with  other  incident  throes, 
That  nature's  fragile  veflel  doth  fuflain 
In  life's  uncertain  voyage,  I  will  do 
Some  kindnefs  to  them,  teach  them  to  prevent 
Wild  Alcibades'  wrath. 

a  Sen,  I  like  this  well,  he  will  return  again. 

^froffrouSf  for  ha^^j.  The  dajfical  epithet  ofthegodu 

Tim, 
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Jim.  I  have  a  tree  which  grows  here  in  my  clofe, , 

lat  mine  own  ufe  invites  me  to  cut  down, 

id  fhcrtly  muft  I  fell  it.     Tell  my  friendsfjr 

il  Atiiens,  in  the  frequence  of  degree, 

nn  high  to  low  throughout,   that  whofo  pleafe' 

.  Hop  affliiflion,   let  him  take  his  hafte  5 

ime  hither,   ere  my  tree  hath  felt  the  ax, 

ui  hang  himfelf. 1  pray  you,  do  my  greeting.^ 

Flu'V.   Vex  him  no  further,thub  you  ftill  lliall  find  him; 

r,w.  Come  not  to  me  again,  but  fay  to  Athens, 

tnrn  hath  made  his  everlaftingmanfion 

-iin  the  beached  verge  of  the  fait  flood  j 

ijichonce  a-day  with  his  imbofled  froth 

le  turb'lent  furge  fliall  cover  :  thither  come, 

nd  let  my  crave-fl-one  be  your  oracle. 

,  s,  itt  four  words  go  by,  and  language  end  j 

liat  is  amifs,  plague  and  infeftion  mend  ! 

raves  only  be  mens'  works,  and  death  their  gain  ! 

n^.hide  thy  beams  I  Timcn  has  done  his  reign^ 

[Exit  Timon, 

1  5^«.  Kis  difcontents  are  unremoveably  coupled  to  his 

2  Sen,  Our  hope  in  him  is  dead;  let  us  return,  [nature, 
ind  ftrain  what  other  means  is  left  unto  us 

I  OUT  dear  peril. 

I  Sen,  It  requires  fwjft  foot.  [Exeunt, 

CENE       IV.  Changes  to  the  loalh  of  Athens* 

Enter  tiuo  ether  Senators  ivith  a  Mffenger. 
r-SV?.  Thou  haft  painfully  difcover'd  ;  are  his  files 

.s  full  as  they  report  ?  - 
Mejj'.  I  have  fpoke  the  leaft. 

efides,  his  expedition  promifes  . 

refeni  approach.  [mon. 

a  Sen.   We  ftand  much  hazard,  if  they  bring  not  Ti- 
MeJJ\  I  met  a  courier,  one  mine  ancient  friend  j 

i.nd  though  in  general  part  we  were  oppos'd, 

fetour.old  love  had  a  particular  force, 

Ud  made  us  fpeak  like  friends.     This  man  was  riding 

*rom  Alcibiades  to  Timon' s  cave, 

Vith  letters  of  intreaty,  which  imported 

fis  feliowlhip  i'th'  caufe  againft  your  city 
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In  part  for  hii  fake  mov'd. 

EKter  ike  other  Senators^ 
I  Sen.  Here  come  our  brothers.  ' 

3  Sen.  No  talk  of  Timon,  nothing  of  him  expe£l.- 
The  enemies'  drum  is  heard,  and  fearful  fcouring 
Doth  choke  the  air  with  duft.     In,  and  prepare  • 
Ours  is  the  fall,  I  fear,  our  foes  the  fnare.       [Excui. 
lEnter  a  Soldier  in  the  ivonds  feckivg  Timor}, 
SoL  By  all  defcription  this  fhould  be  the  place. 
Who's  here?  fpeak,ho.— No  anfwer? — What  is  this! 
Timon  is  dead,  whohaih  out-ftretch'd  his  fpan  • 
Some  bea/l  reaf'd  this  j  here  does  not  live  a  man! 
Dead,  fure,  and  this  his  grave  j  what's  on  this  ton- 
I  cannot  read  ;   the  charafter  I'll  take  with  wax  5 
Our  captain  hath  in  every  figure  skill. 
An  ag'd  interpreter  tho'  young  in  days  ;, 
Before  proud  Athens  he's  fet  down  by  this, 
Whofe  fall  the  mark  of  his  ambition  is.] 
SCENE     V.        Before  the  nvalls  of  Athens, 
trumpets  found,     Erter  Alahi^Acs  ivith  his  poiuers. 
AJc.     Sound  to  this  coward  and  lafcivious  town 
Our  terrible  approach. 

\Sound  a  parley.    "7  he  Senator  r  appear  upon  the  <wal 
Till  now  you  have  gone  on,  and  fill'd  the  time 
With  all  licentious  meafure,  making  your  wills 
The  fcope  of  juftice.     Till  now  myfelf,  and  fuch 
As  flept  within  the  fhadow  of  your  power. 
Have  wander'd  with  ourtravers'd  arms,  and  breath'c 
Our  fufferance  vainly.     Now  the  time  is  flvifli. 
When  crouching  marK)w  in  the  bearer  ftrong 
Cries  of  itfelf,  No  more  :  now  breathlefs  Wrong 
Shall  fit  and  pant  in  your  great  chairs  of  eafe, 
And  purfy  Infolence  fliall  break  his'wind 
With  fear  and  horrid  flight. 
I  Sen.  Noble  and  young. 
When  thy  firft  griefs  were  but  a  mere  conceit, . 
Ere  thou  hadll  power,  or  we  had  caufe  to  fear  j 
We  fent  to  thee  to  give  thy  rages  balm. 
To  wipe  out  our  ingratitude^  with  loves 
Above  their*  quantity. 

*    thelf  refers  to  ra?es.  z  Set 


1 


z.  ^.       Tim  ON  of  At  ri  ENS.  167 

2  Sen.  So  did  we  woo 

ransformed  Timon  to  our  city's  love 

y  humble  meffage,  and  by  promis'd  minds  : 

/e  were  not  all  unkind,  nor  all  deferve 

he  common  ftroke  of  war. 

1  Sen.   Thefe  walls  of  our3 

"re  not  ere£led  by  their  hands,  from  whom 

.i  have  receiv'd  your  griefs ;  nor  are  they  fuch 
hat  thefe  great  tow'rs,  trophies,  and  fchools  fliould 
:)i-  private  faults  in  them,  [fail 

2  Scfi-  Nor  are  they  living, 

''ho  were  the  motives  that  you  firft  went  out : 

lame  that  they  wanted  cunning,  in  excefs 

ath  broke  their  hearts.     March  on,  oh.  Noble  Lord, 

ito  our  city  with  thy  banners  fpread  j 

y  decimation  and  a  tithed  death, 

thy  revenges  hunger  for  that  food 
'hich  nature  loathes,  take  thou  thedeftin'd  tenth  : 
^And  by  the  hazard  of  the  fpotted  dye. 
Let  die  the  fpotted.] 

I  Sen.  All  have  not  offended  : 
or  thofe  that  were,  it  is  not  fqisare  to  take 
n  thofe  that  are,   levenge:   crimes,  like  tolands, 
.re  not  inherited.     Then,  dear  countryman, 
ring  in  thy  ranks,  but  leave  vvithout  thy  rage  j 
pare  thy  Athenian  cradle,  and  thofe  kin 
/hich  in  the  blufter  of  thy  wrath  muft  fall 
/ith  thofe  that  have  offended  ;  like  a  fhepherd,     . 
,pproach  the  fold,  and  cull  th'  infedled  forth  j 
Bt  kill  not  altogether. 

S  Sen.  What  thou  wilt, 
'hou  rather  fhalt  inforce  it  with  thy  fmile, 
"han  hew  to't  with  thy  fword. 

1  Sen.  Set  but  thy  foot 

wgainft  our  rampir'd  gates,  and  they  fhall  opc  ; 
o  thou  wilt  fend  thy  gentle  heart  before, 
'd  fay  thou'lt  enter  friendly. 

2  Sen.  Throw  thy  glove, 
►tany  token  of  thine  honour  elfe, 

'hat  thou  wilt  ufe  the  wars  as  thy  redrefs. 

And 
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And  not  as  our  confufion  :  all  thy  powers 
Skall  make  their  harbour  in  our  towHj  till  we 
Have  feal'd  thy  full  defire. 

Ale.  Then  there's  my  glove  :  ' 

Defcend,  and  open  your  uncharged  ports  ; 
Thofe  eneiTjies  of  Timon's,  and  mine  own. 
Whom  you  yourfelves  fhall  fet  out  for  reproof,        « 
Fall,  and  no  more  j   and  to  atone  your  fears 
With  my  more  noble  meaning,  not  a  man 
Shall  pafs  his  quarter,  or  offend  the  ftream 
Of  regular  julHce  in  your  city's  bounds  j 
But  ihall  be  remedied  by  public  laws 
At  heavieft  anfwer. 

Both.  'Tis  moft  nobly  fpoken. 

Ale.  Defcend,  and  keep  your  v/ords. 

Enter  a  Soldier. 
Sol.  My  noble  General,  Timon  is  dead, 
Intomb'd  upon  the  very  hem  o'  th'  fea  ; 
And  on  the  grave-ftone  this  infculpture,  which 
With  wax  I  brought  away  ;  whofe  foft  impreflion 
Interpreteth  for  my  poor  ignorance. 

[_Akibiadei  reads  the  epitaph."] 

Here  lies  a  ivretched  corfe,  of  ivretched  foul  bereft : 

Seek  not  wy  iwme  :  a  plague  ccnfume  you  caitiffs  hft  \ 

Hers  lie  I  Tinion,  ivbo  eJlli'ving  men  did  hate  ; 

Pafs  by,  and  cur fe  thy  fill,  but  flay  not  here  thy  gait  ^ 

Thefe  well  exprefs  in  thee  ihy  latter  fpirits  : 

Tho'  thou  abhcrr'dft  in  us  our  human  grieff, 

Scorn'd  our  brine's  flow,  and  thofe  our  droplets,  wb 

From  niggard  nature  fall  ;  yet  rich  conceit 

Taught  thte  to  make  vaft  Neptune  weep  for  ay 

On  thv  lov/  grave. On  :  faults  forgiven. — Dead 

Is  noble  Timon,  of  whofe  memory 

Hereafter  more-  -Bring  me  into  your  city, 

And  I  will  ufe  the  olive  with  my  fword  ; 

Make  war  breed  peace  J   make   peace  ftintwarj  mi 

Prefcribe  to  other,  as  each  other's  le^ch.  [e; 

Let  our  drums  flrike .•*———  \^Exei 


T  ITU 


TITUS  AMDRONICUS. 


tj*  i|«  »|*  »|»  >j*  4*  ♦;♦ -f  «!•  ♦^  ^f*  •>!* 'I*  »[♦  «J»  4» 'I*  «^  «J»  J*  •** -I"  <|*  «|«  «y«  »f*  «|*  4' 4^ 


DRAM 

Saturninus, 


A  T  I  S       P  E 


S  O  N  ^. 

Serrpro.niu!-. 

Alarbus,     '] 

Chiron,       [fifJS  to  Tanora. 

Demetrius  J 

Aaron,   a  Moor,  oelo'v^d  by 

Camera . 
Ca.ptain  frcin  Titus' t  camp. 
^milios,   a  Mejj'cngsr, 
Goths,  and  Romans. 

Tanncra,  ^eenof  the  Gctl:. 

and  afterivaroi  maniedtt 

Saturntuvs. 
Lavinia,  Daughter   td  Titm 

Androricus, 

Nurje,  ivith  a  Elack-a-vioor 

child. 

Scnatcrsy  y^^^gcs,  Officer^* 
Soldiers  J  and  other  Ait  en" 
danti. 

S  CE.NE,   Rome,  and  the  country  mar  tt. 

AX  T    I.       S  C  E  N  E     I. 

•     Before  the  Capito!  in  Rome. 

Inter  the  Tribunes  and  Senators  a  lofty  as  in  thefenate.  En- 
ter Saturninus  and  kisfoihiuers  at  one  doer  j  ^wtZ-Bafli- 
anus  and  hisfoUoivers  at  the  other y  ninth  drum  and  colours , 

'at,  "^^TOble  Patricians,  patrons  of  my  right, 

I  ^^     Defend  the  juftice  of  my  caufe  with  arms  s 
And  countrymen,  my  loving  followers, 
*lead  my  fucceflive  title  with  your  fwords. 
Vol.  VI.  P  I^im 


for.  to  the 
late  Emperor  of  Rc-ie,  and 
afterivards  declared  Empe- 
ror himjelf. 

Baflianus,  brotk7r  to  Satur- 
niniiSyin  love  ivitb  L^%'irda. 

ritus  Andronicus,  a  Nohlc^ 
Roman,  General  againf. 
the  Goths. 

Vlaicus  Andronicus,  Tri- 
bune of  the  FcopUy  and  bro- 
ther to  Titus, 

Vl areas,  "j 

^intus,  \fons  to  Titu'z  An- 

L^ucius,     j      dronicus. 

Vlutius,  J 

''^'oung  Lucius,  a  boy,  fon  to 
Lucius. 

"■■jblius,  fon  to  Marcus  the 
Tnbune,  and  nephe^w  to 
Titus  Andronicus,  I 
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I  am  the  hrft-born  Ton  of  him  that  lal^ 
Wore  the  imperial  diadem  of  Rome;  -, 
Then  let  my  father's  honours  live  in  qje. 
Nor  wrong  mine  age  with  this  indignify. 

Bajf.  Romans,   friends,   foU'wers,  favourers    of  mj 
If  ever  B-ilTianus,   C^far's  fon,  [fight 

Were  gracious  in  the  eyes  of  royal  Rome, 
Keep  then  this  pafTage  to  the  Capitol  ; 
And  fufrer  not  diihonour  to  approach 
Th'  imperial  feat,  to  virtue  confecrate, 
To  iuftice,  continence,  and  nobility  : 
But  let  defert  in  pure  election  fhine  ; 
And,  Romans,  fi^ht  for  freedom  in  your  choice. 
Enter  Marcus  Andronicus  aloft  •with  the  croivn. 

Mar.  Princes  that  ftrive  by  factions,  and  by  friends 
Ambitioufly  for  rule  end  empery! 
Know,  that  the  people  of  Rome,  for  whom  we  Iknd 
A  fpecial  party,  have  by  common  voice. 
In  eleftion  for  the  Roman  empery, 
Chofen  Andronicus,  furnamed  Vius, 
For  many  good  and  great  deferts  to  Rome. 
A  nobler  man,  a  braver  warrior, 
Lives  not  this  day  within  our  city-walls. 
He  by  the  fen  ate  is  accited  home. 
From  weary  wars  againft  the  barb'rous  Goths ; 
That  with  his  fons  (a  terror  to  our  foesj 
Hath  yok'd  a  nation  ftrong,  trainM  up  in  arms. 
Ten  years  are  fpent  fince  firft  he  undertook 
This  caufe  of  Rome,  and  chaftifed  with  arms 
Our  en'mies'  pride.     Five  times  he  hath  return'd 
Bleeding  to  Rome,  bearing  his  valiant  fons 
In  coffins  from  the  field.—— 
And  now  at  laft,  laden  with  honour's  fpoils. 
Returns  the  good  Andronicus  to  Rome, 
Renowned  Titus,  flourifhing  in  arms. 
Let  us  intreat,  by  honour  of  his  name. 
Whom  (worthily)  you  would  have  now  fuccced. 
And  in  the  Capitol  and  fenate's  right, 
Whom  you  pretend  to  honour  and  adore. 
That  you  withdraw  you,  and  abate  your  ftrcngh ;     ^ 
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Difmlfs  your  followers,  and,  as  fuitors  fliould. 
Plead  your  deferts  in  peace  and  humblenefs. 
Sat.  How  fair  the  tribune  fpeaks  to  calm  my  thoughts ! 
Bajf.  Marcus  Andronicus,  fo  I  do  affy 
In  thy  uprightnefs  and  integrity. 
And  fo  I  love  and  honout  thee  and  thine  j 
Thy  noble  brother  Titus,  and  his  fens. 
And  her,  to  whom  our  thoughts  are  humbled  all. 
Gracious  Lavinia,  Rome's  rich  ornament  j 
That  I  will  here  difmifs  my  loving  friends  j 
And  to  my  fortune's,  and  the- peoples  favour. 
Commit  my  caufe  in  balance  to  be  weigh'd. 

[Exeunt  folduri» 
Sat.  Friends,  that    have   been  thus  forward    in  mf 
J  thank  you  all,  and  here  difmifs  you  all  j  ["ght, 

And  to  the  love  and  favour  of  my  country 
T'onSmic  myfelf,  my  perfon,  and  the  caufe, 
Rome,  be  as  juft  and  gracious  unto  me. 
As  I  am  confident  and  kind  to  thee. 
Open  the  gates,  and  let  me  in. 
BaJJ',  Tribunes,  and  me,  a  poor  competitor. 

{fTbey  go  up  into  thefenate-houfe, 
SCENE     li.         Enter  a  Captain. 
Qapt,  Romans,  jjiake  way  ;  the  good  Andronicus, 
Patron  of  virtue,  Rome's    beft  champion, 
Succefsful  in  the  batrics  that  he  iifehts, 
With  honour  and  with  fortune  is  retuin'd. 
From  whence  he  circumfcribed  with  his  fword. 
And  brought  to  yoke  the  enemies  of  Rome. 
S<>und  drums  and  trumpets,  and  then  enter  Mutius  andl^lzX' 
cus  }  after  them,  tnvo  men  bearing  a   coffin  c(yverd  uitb 
b/ack  ]  then  Qi^intns   and  Lucius,     j^fter  them,  Titvs 
Andronicus;  and  then  TzmorHy  the  Sl^'een  o/"  Goths, 
Alarbus,  Chiron,    and  Demetrius,   ivith  Aaron   the 
Moor,  f-rifoners  ;  Joldien,  and  other  attendants.     They 
Jet  doivn  the  coffin,  and  Thus  fpeaks. 
Tit.  Hail,  Rome,  vidlorious  in  my  mourning  weeds  ! 
Lo,  as  the  bark,  that  hath  difcharg'd  her  freight, 
Returns  with  precious  lading  to  the  bay. 
From  whence  at  tirft  ihe  weigh'd  hex  anchorage ; 
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Cometh  Aadronicus  with  laurel  boughs. 

To  re-falute  his  country  with  his  tears; 

Tears  of  true  joy  for  his  return  to  Rome, 

Tliou  gieat  defender  of  this  Capitol, 

Stand  gracious  to  the  rites  that  we  intend  I 

Romans,  of  five  and  twenty  vahant  fons. 

Half  of  the  number  that  King  Priam  had. 

Behold  the  poor  remains  aUve  and  dead  ! 

Thefe  that  furvive  let  Rome  reward  with  love  J^- 

Thefe  that  I  bring  unto  their  lateft  home. 

With  burial  among  their  anceftors. 

Here  Goths  have  given  me  leave  to  /heath  my  fword  s 

Titus,  unkind,  and  carelefs  of  thine  own. 

Why  fufter'ft  thou  thy  fons,  unburied  yet. 

To  hover  on  the  dreadful  fhore  of  Styx  ? 

Make  way  to  lay  them  by  their  brethren. 

[^They  open  the  tomi. 
There  greet  tn  filence,  as  the  dead  are  wont. 
And  fleep  in  peace,  flainin  your  country's  wars, 
O  facred  receptacle  of  my  joys,. 
Sweet  cell  of  virtue. and  nobility,. 
How  many  fons  of  mine  haft  thou  in  flbrCj 
That  thou  wilt  never  render  to  me  more? 

Luc,  Give  us  the  proudeft  prifoner  of  the  Goths,, 
That  we  may  hew  his  limbs,  and  on  a  pile, 
jid  manes  f rat  rum  facrificc  his  fledi, 
Before  this  earthly  prifon  of  their  bones  :. 
That  fo  the  ihadows  be  nor  unappeas'd, 
Nor  we  difturb'd  with  prodigies  on  earth. 

Tit.  I  give  him  you,  the  nobleft  that  futvives: 
The  eldeft  fon  of  this  diftrefled  Queen. 

tarn.  Stay,  Roman  brethren,  gracious  conqueior, 
Vidorious  Titus,  rue  the  tears  I  fhed, 
A  mother's  tears,  in  paflion  for  her  fon  : 
And,  if  thy  fons  were  ever  dear  to  thee, 
O,  think  my  fons  to  be  as  dear  to  me. 
Sufficeth  not  that  we  are  brought  to  Rome, 
To  beautify  thy  triumphs,  and  return, 
Captive  to  thee,  and  to  thy  Roman  yoke  ?~ 
Uut  muft  my  fons  be  flaughter'd  in  the  flrccrs, . 

For 
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For  valiant  doings  in  their  country's  caufe  ? 

0  !  if  to  figlit  for  King  and  common-weal 

Were  piety  in  thine,  it  is  in  thefe. 

Andronicus,  ftain  not  thy  tomb  with  blood. 

Wilt  thou  draw  near  the  nature  of  the  gods  ? 

Draw  near  them  then  in  being  merciful  ; 

'^weet  mercy  is  nobility's  true  badge. 

rhiice  noble  Titus,  fpare  my  firft-born  fon.  | 

Tit.  Patient  yourfelf.   Madam,  and  pardon  me. 
rhefe  are  their  brethren,  whom  you  Goths  behold 
\live  and  dead,  and  for  their  brethren  flain 
^eligioufly  they  ask  a  facrifice;  j 

To  this  your  fon  is  mark'd,  and  die  he  muft, 
r'  appeafe  their  groning  /hadows  that  are  gone. 

Luc.  Away  with  him,  and  make  a  fire  ftraightj 
\nd  with  our  fword?,  upon  a  pile  of  wood, 
^et's  hew  his  limbs  till  they  be  clean  confum'd. 

\_Exeunt  Mutius,  Marcus,  Quintus,  andhxxQi^j 
ivitb  Alarbns. 

Tarn.   O  cruel,  irreligious  piety  ! 

Chi.   Was  ever  Scythia  half  fo  barbarcu-s  ? 

Dem,  Oppofe  me  Scythia  to  ambitious  Rome. 
Marbus,  go  to  reft  [  and  we  furvive 
Vo  tremble  under  Titus'  threat'ning  looks. 
Then,   Madam,   ftaiid  refolv'd  ;  but  hope  withal^ 
The  felf-fame  gods  that  arm'd  the  Queen  of  Troy  *. 
rVith  opportunity  of  ffiarp  revenge. - 
Jpon  the  Thracian  tyrant  jf  in  her  tent*,  . 
vlay  favour  Tamora,   the  Queen  of  Goths, 
When  Goths  were  Goths,  and  Tamora  was  Queen) 
To  quit  her  bloody  wrongs  upon  her  foes, 

EniipMnims,  Marcus,  Quintus,  and  Lucius. 

Luc.  See,  Lord  and  Father,  how  we  have  performed 
)ur  Roman  rites:  Alarbus'  limbs  are  lopp'd  ; 
Vnd  intrails  feed  the  facrificing  fire  ; 
Vhofe  fmoak,  like  incenfe,  doth  perfume  the  sky. 

II  Polymnejior,  ivbcfe  eyes  were  pulled  cut,  and  fon i 
turdered  by  Hecuba,  in  revenge  for  his  bavhgireachcroujly. 
^■ain  her  Jon  Polydore.     Eurip.  in  Hec. 
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B.emameth  nought  but  to  inter  our  brethren. 
And  with  loud  Marums  welcome  them  to  Rome, 

Tit.  Let  it  be  fo,  and  let  Andronicus 
Make  this  his  lateft  farewel  to  their  fouls. 

[Tben  found  ttumpets,  and  lay  the  coffins  in  the  tcmb. 
In  peace  and  honour  left  you  here,  my  fons, 
Rome's  readieft  champions,  repofe  you  here. 
Secure  from  worldly  chances  and  mifhaps. 
Here  lurks  no  treafon,  here  no  envy  fwells ; 
Here  grow  no  damned  grudges,  here  no  ftorms, 
No  noife  ;  but  filence  and  eternal  fleep. 
In  peace  and  honour  reft  you  here,  my  fons  ! 
S  C  E  N"  E     lil.         Enter  Lavinia. 

Lav.  In  peace  and  honour  live  Lord  Titus  long. 
My  noble  Lord  and  father,  live  in  fame  ^ 
Lo !  at  this  tomb  my  tributary  tears 
I  render,  for  my  brethrens'  obfequies  i 
And  at  thy  feet  I  kneel,  with  tears  of  joy 
Shed  on  the  earth,  for  thy  return  to  Rome. 
O,  blefs  me  here  with  thy  viftorious  hand, 
Whofe  fortune  Rome's  beft  citizens  applaud. 

Tit.  Kind  Rome,  that  haft  thus  lovingly  prefervM 
The  cordial  of  mine  age,  to  glad  mine  heart  • 
Lavinia,  live  j  outlive  thy  father's  days, 
In  Fame's  eternal  date  for  Virtue's  praife  !" 

Mar.  Long  live  Lord  Titus,  my  beloved  brother. 
Gracious  triumpher  in  the  eyes  of  Rome  ! 

Tit.  Thanks,  gentle  Tribune,  noble  brother  Marcus. 

Mar    And  welcome,  nephews,  from  fuccefsful  wars> 
You  that  furvive,  and  you  that  fleep  in  fame  ; 
Fair  Lords,  your  fortunes  are  alike  in  all. 
That  in  your  country's  fervice  drew  your  fwords. 
But  fafer  triumph  is  this  funeral  pomp, 
That  hath  afpir'd  to  Solon's  happinefs, 
And  triumphs  over  chance,  in  Honour's  bed. 
Titus  Andronicus,  the  people  of  Rcme, 
Whole  friend  in  juftice  thou  haft  ever  been. 
Send  thee  by  me  their  Tibnne,  and  their  truft. 
This  palliament  of  wh  re  and  fpotlefs  hue  j 
And  name  thee  in  election  for  the  empire. 
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With  thefe  our  late  dcceafed  Emp'ror's  fons. 

Be  Candidatus  then,  and  put  it  on  ; 

And  help  to  fet  a  head  on  headlefs  Rome. 

Tit.  A  better  head  her  glorious  body  fits. 
Than  his  that  (hakes  for  age  and  feeblenefs. 
What !  ihould  I  don  this  robe,  and  trouble  you  ? 
Be  chofe  with  proclamations  to-day. 
To-morrow  yield  up  rule,  refign  my  life. 
And  fct  abroach  new  buiinefs  for  you  all  ? 
Rome,  I  have  been  thy  foldier  forty  years. 
And  led  my  country's  ftrength  fuccefsfully  j 
And  buried  one  and  twenty  valiant  fons. 
Knighted  in  field,  flain  manfully  in  arms. 
In  right  and  iervice  of  their  noble  country. 
Give  me  a  ftaff  of  honour  for  mine  age. 
But  not  a  fceptre  to  controul  the  world. 
Upright  he  held  it,  Lords,  that  held  it  laft. 

Mar.  Titus,  thou  /halt  obtain  and  ask  the  empery. 
Sat.  Proud  and  ambitious  Tribune,  canft  thou  tell — 
Tit.  Patience,  Prince  Saturninus.    ■ 
Sat.  Romans,  do  me  right. 
Patricians,  draw  your  fwords,  and  fheath  them  not,  * 

Till    aturninus  be  Rome's  Emperor.  ,i 

Andronicus,  would  thou  wert/liipp'd  to  hell. 
Rather  than  rob  me  of  the  people's  hearts. 

Luc.   Proud  Saturnine,  interrupter  of  the  good 

That  noble-minded  Titus  means  to  thee. 

Tit.  Content  thee,  Prince  ;  I  will  reftore  to  thee 
The  people's  hearts,  and  wean  them  from  themfelves. 

BcjJ^'.  Andronicus,  I  do  not  flatter  thee. 
But  honour  thee,  and  will  do  till  I  die: 
My  fa6Hon,  if  thou  ftrengthen  with  thy  friends, 
I  will  moft  thankful  be  ;  and  thanks  to  men 
Of  noble  minds  is  honourable  meed. 

Tit     People  of  Rome,  and  noble  Tribunes  here, 
I  ask  your  voices,  and  your  fufFrages  j 
Will  you  beftow  them  friendly  on  Andronicus? 

Mar    To  gratify  the  gotd  Andmnicus, 
And  gratulate  hit  fafe  leturn  tc  Rome, 
The  people  will  accept  whom  he  admits. 

Tit, 
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TW  *  Tribunes,  I  thank  you  ;  and  this  fuit  I  make, 

1  hat  you  create  your  Emp'ror's  eldeft  fon 

Lord  Saturnine  j  whofe  virtues  wilJ,  I  hope 

Reflea  on  Rome,  as  Titan's  rays  on  earth/   ' 

And  ripen  juftice  in  this  common-weal  j 

Ihen,  if  you  will  eleft  bv  my  advice,  1 

Z""  ^'^;.  V"^  ^'^' --"^'°"g  i'^«  «^'f  Emperor  ? 

.war.  With  voices  and  applaufe  of  every  fort 
i  atncians  and  Plebeians,  we  create 
Lord  Saturninus  Rome's  great  Emperor,- 
And  lay, Long  live  our  Emperor  Saturnine  ! 

9,0-        .     ,     \^'^^^"if'^"'-V'h,  till  they  come  dcivn. 
o>a?.^  litus  Andronicus,  for  thy  favours  dene 
To  us  in  our  ekftion  this  day, 
I  give  thee  thanks  in  part  of  thy  deferts. 
And  will  with  deeds  requite  thy  gentlenefb : 
And  for  an  onfet,  Titus,  to  advance 
Thy  name  and  honourable  family, 
Lavinia  will  I  make  my  Emprefs, 
Rome's  royal  miftrefs,  miftrefs  of  my  heart, 
A.nd  m  the  facred  Pantheon  her  efpoufe. 
Tell  me,  Andronicus,  doth  this  motion  pleafe  thee  ? 
T/r.  It  doth,  my  worthy  Lord  ;  and  in  this  match 
1  hola  me  highly  honour 'd  of  your  Grace  : 
And  here  in  fight  of  Rome,  to  Saturninus, 
King  and  commander  of  our  ccmmon-weal. 
The  wide  world's  Emp'ror,  do  I  confecrate 
My  fword,  my  chariot,  and  my  prifoners  j 
Frefents  well  worthy  Rome's  Imperial  Lord. 
Receive  them  then,  the  tribute  that  I  owe, 
Mme  honour's  enfigns  humbled  at  thv  h^t. 

Sat.   Thanks,  Noble  Titus,  father  of  my  life  »- 
How  proud  I  am  of  thee,  and  of  thy  gifts, 
Rome  fhall  record  ;  and  when  I  do  forget 
The  leaft  of  thefe  unfpeakable  deferts, 
Rornans,   forget  your  fealty  to  me. 

Tit.  Now,  Madam,,  are  you  prifoner  to  an  Emperor  j. 
To  him,  that  for  your  honour  and  your  ftate 
Will  ufe  you  nobly,  and  your  followers. 

Sat,  A  goodly  lady,  truft  mc,  of  the  hue  \To  Tamora. 

That 
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hat  I  would  chufe,  were  I  to  chufe  anew, 
iear  up,  fair  Qiieen,  that  cloudy  countenance  ; 
ho'  chance  of  war  hath  wrought  this  change  of  cheer, 
hou  com'ft  not  to  be  made  a  fcorn  in  Rome ; 
rincely  fhall  be  thy  ufage  every  way. 
eft  on  my  word,. and  let  not  difcontent 
.  aunt  all  y.our  hopes  :  Madam,  who  comforts  you, 
an  make  you  greater  thaa  the  Queen  of  Goths, 
ivinia,  you  are  not  difpleas-'d  with  this? 

Lav.  Not  I,  my  Lord  ;.  fith-true  nobility 
/■arrants  thefe  wojds  in  princely  courtefy. 

Sat   Thanks,  fweec  Lavinia  ;  Romans,  let  us  go. 
anfomlefs  here  we  fet  our  prifners  free  ; 
roclaim  our  honours,  Lords,  with  t:ump  and  drum. 

Bjf.  Lord  Titus,  by  your  leave,  this  maid  is  mine. 

^Seizing  Lavinia. 

Tit.  How,  Sir  ?  are  you  in  earneft  then,  my  Lord  ? 

Sajj:  Ay,  noble  Titus  ;  and  refolv'd  withal 

0  do  myfelf  this  reafon  and  this  right.. 

\Tb£.Emp£ror  courts  Tzmoxi  indumb/Betv* 

Mar.  S'uum  cuique  is  our  Roman  juftice  ; 
"his  prince  in  juftice  feizeth  but  his  own. 

Luc.  And  thathe  w;lland  ihall,  if  Lucius  live. 

Tit.  Traitors,  avaunt !  where  is  the  Emp'ror's  guard? 
're,afon,  my  Lord  !  Lavinia  is  furpris'd. 

S  at.  Surpris'd  !   by  whom  ? 

Bajj'.  By  him  that  juftly  may 

car  his  betroth'd  from   all  the  world  away. 

Exit  Baffianus  laitb  Lavinia, 
SCENE     IV. 

Mut,  Brothers,  help  ta  convey  her  hence  away, 
ind  with  my  fword  Til  keep  this  door  fecure. 

Tit.  Follow,  my  Lord,  and  I'll  foon  bring  her  back. 

Mut.  My  Lord,  you  pafs  not  here. 

Tit,  What  villain-boy, 
arr'ft  me  my  way  in  Rome  ?  \tie  kilh  hitn. 

Mut,  Help,  Lucius,  help  ! 

Luc.  My  Lorl,  you  are  unjuft,  and  more  than  fo  }, 
a  wrongful  quarrel  you  have  flain  your  fon. 

Tit,  Nor  thou  TiOr  he  are  any  fens  of  mine  : 

'  '  Kfy 
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My  fons  would  never  fo  di/honour  me. 
Traitor,  reftore  Lavinia  to  the  Emperor. 

Luc.  Dead,  if  you  wilJ,  but  not  to  be  his  wife. 
That  is  another's  lawful  promis'd  Jove. 

5«/.  No,  Titus,  no,  the  Emperor  needs  her  not  3 
Nor  htTy  nor  thee,  nor  any  of  thy  fl-ock  j 
I'll  truft  by  leifure  him  that  mocks  me  once  ;- 
Thee  never,  nor  thy  trait'rous  haughty  fons, 
Confed'rates  all,  thus  to  difhonourW. 
"Was  there  none  eJfe  in  Rome  to  make  a  ftale  of, 
But  Saturnine  ?  Full  well,  Andronicus 
Agree  thefe  deeds  with  that  proud  brag  ofthine. 
That  faid'ft,  I  begg'd  the  empire  at  thy  hands. 

Tit.  O  monftrous !  what  reproachful  words  are  thefe 

Sut.  But  go  thy  ways  :  go,  give  that  changing  piece. 
To  him  that  flourifh'd  for  her  with  his  fword  j 
A  valiant  fon-in-law  thou  /halt  enjoy  j 
One  fit  to  bandy  with  thy  lawJefs  fons. 
To  ruffle  in  the  commonwealth  of  Rome. 

Ttt.  Thefe  words  are  razors  to  my  wounded  heart. 

Sat,  And  therefore,  lovely  Tamora,  Queen  of  Goth's 
That,  like  the  flately  Phosbe  'mong  her  nymphs, 
Doftover/hinethe  gallant'ft  dames  of  Rome  j 
If  thou  be  pleas'd  with  this  my  fudden  choice. 
Behold  I  chufe  thee,  Tamora,  for  my  bride,. 
And  will  create  thee  Emprefs  of  Rome. 
Speak,  Queen  of  Goths,  doft  thou  applaud  my  choice  .► 
And  here  {  fwear  by  all  the  Roman  gods, 
(Sith  prieft  and  holy  water  are  fo  near. 
And  tapers  burn  fo  bright,  and  every  thing 
In  readinefs  for  Hymeneus  ftands) 
I  will  not  re-falute  the  ftreets  of  Rome, 
Or  climb  my  palace,  till  from  forth  this  place 
Head  efpous'd  my  bride  along  with  me. 

Tarn,  And  here  in  fight  of  Heav'n  to  Rome  I  fwear, 
If  Saturnine  advance  the  Queen  of  Goths,  y 

She  will  a  handmaid  be  to  his  defires,  R 

A  loving  nurfe,  a  mother  to  his  youth. 

Sat.  Afcend,  fair  Queen,   Pantheon  5  Lords,  accom. 
Your  noble  Emperor,  and  his  lovely  bride,  [pany 

$enC 
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cnt  by  the  heavens  for  Prince  Saturnine  j 
Vhofe  wifdom  hath  her  fortune  conquered  : 
There  fhall  we  confummate  our  fpcufal  rites.    {^Exeunt, 
SCENE     V.       Manet  Titus  Andronicus. 
,:    7<rV.  I  am  not  bid  to  wait  upon  this  bride, 
t;'!'itus,  when  wert  thou  wont  to  walk  alone, 
Mihonour'd  thus,  and  challenged  of  wrongs? 
fw^sr  Marcus  Andron.  Lucius,  Qu^intus,  and  Mztcxxs, 

Mnr.  Oh,  Titas,  fee,  oh,  fee,  what  thou  haft  done  1 
n  a  bad  quarrel  llain  a  virtuous  fon. 

'Tit.  No,  fooliih  Tribune,  no  ;  no  fon  of  mine, 
For  thou,  nor  thefe  confed'rates  in  the  deed, 
'hat  hath  di/honour'd  all  our  family  j 
Unworthy  brother,  and  unworthy  fons. 

Luc.  But  let  us  give  him  burial  as  becomes  j 
live  Mutius  burial  with  our  brethren. 

Tit,  Traitors,  away  !  he  refts  not  in  this  tomb, 
"his  monument  five  hundred  years  hath  ftood, 
v'hich  I  have  fumptuoufiy  re-edified  ; 
fere  none  but  foldiers,  and  R.ome's  fervitors, 
I   .epofe  in  fame  5   none  bafely  flain  in  brawls, 
ury  him  where  you  can,  he  comes  not  here. 

Mar.  My  Lord,  this  is  impiety  in  you  ; 
ly  nephev/  Pv'Iutius'  deeds  do  plead  for  him  ; 
[e  muft  be  buried  witii  his  brethren. 

Sons.  And  fhall,  or  htm  we  will  accompany. 

Tit.  And  fhall  ?  what  vilkin  was  itfpake  that  word  ? 

Shiin.  He  that  would  vouch't  in  any  place  but  here. 

Tit.  What,  would  you  bury  him  in  my  defpight  ? 

Mar.  No,  noble  Titus  ;  but  intreat  of  thee 
'0  pardon  Mutius,  and  to  bury  him. 

Tit,  Marcus,  ev'n  thou  haft  ftruck  upon  my  creft, 
.nd  with  thefe  boys  mine  honour  thou  haft  wounded. 
iy  foes  I  do  repute  you  every  one  j 
0  trouble  me  no  more,  but  get  you  gone. 

Luc.  He  is  nothimfelf,  let  us  withdraw. 

^in.  Not  I  till  Mutius'  bones  be  buried. 

[The  brother  and  the  font  kneel. 

Mar,  Brother,  for  in  that  name  doth  nature  plead. 

Shin,  Father,  and  in  that  name  doth  nature  fpeak* 

Tit, 
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Tit.  Speak  thou  no  more,  if  ail  the  reft  will  fpeed. 

Mar.  Renowned  Titus,  more  than  half  mv  foul.,— 

Luc.  Dear  father,  foul  and  fubftance  of  us  all,^ — 

Mar.  Suffer  thy  brother  Marci^s  to  inter 
His  noble  nephew  here  in  "Virtue's  neft, 
That  died  in  honour,  a"nd  Lavinia's  caufe. 
Thou  art  a  Roman,  be  not  barbarous. 
The  Greeks,  upon  advice,  did  bury  Ajax, 
That  flew  himfelf  ^  and  wife  Laertes'  fon 
Did  gracioufly  plead  for  his  funerals. 
Let  not  young  Mutius  then,  that  was  thy  joy. 
Be  barr'd  his  entrance  here. 

T/V.  Rife,  Marcus,  rife — . 

The  difmaH'ft  day  is  this  that  e'er  I  faw. 
To  be  di/honour'd  by  my  fons  in  Rome  ; 
Well  3  bury  him,  and  buvy  methe  next. 

\_Thcy  put  him  in  the  tomb 

Luc.  There  lie  thy   bones,  fweet  Mutius,  with  th 
Till  we  with  trophies  do  adorn  thv  tomb  !  [friend 

[They  all  kneel  and  fay 
No  man  ihed  tears  for  noble  Mutius  j 
He  lives  infame  that  died  in  Virtue's  caufc. 

Mjt.  My  Lord,  to  frep  out  of  thefe  dreary  dumps. 
How  comes  ftthat  the  fubtle'Queen  of  Goths 
Is  of  a  fuddcn  thus  advanc^'d  in  Rome  ? 

Tit.  I  know  not,  Marcus  ;  but  I  know  it  is  : 
1(  by  device  or  no,  the  heav'n;  can  tell  : 
Is  Ifhe  not  then  beholden  to  the  man. 
That  brought  her  for  this  high  good  turn  fo  far  i^ 
Yes  ;  and  will  noblv  him  remunerate, 

SCENE     VI. 
Flourijh.     Re-enter  the  Emperor,  Tamora,  Chiron,  am 

Demetrius,  Wr^p  Aaron  the  Moor,  at  one  door  ;  at  tb\ 

other  door,  Baflianus  and  Lzv'inh,  ivith  others. 

Sj^.  So,  Baflianus,  you  have  play'd  your  prize  j 
God  give  you  joy.  Sir,  of  your  gallant  bride. 

Bajf.  And  you  of  your's,  my  Lord  ;  I  fay  no  more, 
Nor  wifli  no  lefs,  and  fo  I  take  my  leave. 

Sat.  Traitor,  if  Rome  have  law,  or  we  have  pow'r, 

Thou  and  thy  fadion  fliall  repent  this  rape. 

Sal , 
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^tzy.  Rape  call  you  it,  my  Lord,  to  feize  my  own, 
My  true  betrothed  love,  and  now  my  wife  ? 
But  let  the  laws  of  Rome  determine  all  j 
Mean  while  I  am  poflel's'd  of  that  is  mine. 

Sat.  'Tis  good,  Sir  5   you  are  very  fhort  with  US', 
But,  if  we  jive,  we'll  be  as  fliarp  with  you. 

£aj/'.  My  Lord,  what  I  have  done,  as  beft  I  may, 
Anfwer  I  muft,  and  ihali  do  With  my  life  : 
Only  thus  much  I  give  your  Grace  to  know. 
By  all  the  duties  which  I  owe  to  Rome, 
This  noble  gentleman,  Lord  Titus  here. 
Is  in  opinion  and  in  honour  wrong'd  j 
That,  in  the  refcue  of  Livinta, 
With  his  own  hand  did  Hay  his  youngeft  {oii^ 
in  Z2al  to  you,  and  highly  mov'd  to  wrath 
To  be  controtiTd  in  that  he  frankly  gave  j 
Receive  him  then  to  favour,  Saturnine, 
That  hath  exprefs'd  himfelf  m  all  his  deeds, 
A  father  and  a  friend  to  thee  2nd  Rome. 

^«/".  Prince  BafTiar^us,  leave  to  plead   my  deedj, 
Tis  thou  and  thofe  that  have  difhoiiour'd  me  ; 
i  Rome  and  therighteous  heavens  be  mv  judge, 
How  1  hav£lov'd  and  honour'd  Saturnine. 

'I^cifx.  My  worthy  Lord,  if  ever  Tamora 
Were  gracious  in  thofe  princely  eyes  of  thine. 
Then  hearrR*^  fpeak  indifferently  for  all  j 
And  at  my  fait  (fweet)  pardon  what  is  pa{l. 

Si^t.  What,  Madam  !   be  difhonoui'd  openly. 
And  bafely  put  it  up  without  revenge  ? 

Tam.  Not  fo,  my  Lord  j  the  gods  of  Rome  forefend 
I  fhould  be  author  to  difhonour  you  ! 
But,  on  mine  honour,  dare  I  undertake 
For  good  Lord  Titus'  innocence  in  all  j 
Whole  fury,  not  diflembled,  fpeaks  his  griefs: 
Then,  at  my  fuit,  look  gracioully  on  him, 
Lofe  not  fo  noble  a  friend  on  vain  fuppofe. 

Nor  with  four  looks  aiflidl  his  gentle,  heart —    . 

My  Lord,  be  rul'd  by  me,  be  won  at  laft,        ""] 
DifTemble  all  your  griefs  and  difcontents  ;  }  Afide, 

You  are  but  newJy  planted  in  your  throne;      J 

Vol.  VI.  CL  Lf^ 
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Left  then  the  people,  and  Patricians  too. 

Upon  a  juft  furvey,  take  Titus'  part  j 

And  lo  fupplant  us  for  ingratitude, 

Which  Rome  reputes  to  be  a  heinous  fin  j 

Yield  at  intreats :  and  then  let  me  alone  j  . 

V\l  find  a  day  to  maflacre  them  all,  [  ^Jtde, 

And  raze  their  fadion,  and  their  family, 

The  cruel  father,  and  his  trait'rous  fons, 

To  whom  I  fued  for  my  dear  fon's  life  j 

And  make  them  know,  what  'tis  to  let  a  Qiieen 

Kneel  in  the  ftreets,  and  beg  for  grace  in  vain — , 

Come,  come,  fweet  EmpVor, — come,  Andronicus— 

Take  up  this  good  old  man,  and  chear  the  heart 

That  dies  in  tempefl  of  thy  angry  frown. 

Sat.  Rife,  Titus,  rife  ;  my  Emprefs  hath  prevailM* 
Tit.  I  thank  your  majefty,  and  her  j  my  Lord. 
Thefe  words,  thefe  looks,  infufe  new  life  in  me. 

Tarn.  Titus,  1  am  incorporate  In  Rome, 
A  Romart  now  adopted  happily  : 
And  muft  advife  the  Emp*ror  for  his  good. 
This  day  all  quarrels  die,  Andronicus, 
And  let  it  be  my  honour,  good  my  Lord, 
That  I  have  reconcil'd  your  friends  and  you. 
For  you,  Prince  Baffianus,  I  have  pafs'd 
My  word  and  promife  to  the  Emperor, 
That  you  will  be  more  mild  and  tradable. 
And  fear  not.  Lords  j  and  you,  Lavinia, 
By  my  advice  all-humbled  on  your  knees. 
You  fhall  afk  pardon  of  his  Majefty. 

Luc.  We  do,  and  vow  to  Heaven  and  tohisHighnefo 
That  what  we  did  was  mildly,  as  we  might, 
Tend' ring  our  fifter's  honour  and  our  own. 
//far.  That  on  mine  honour  here  I  do  proteft. 
Sat.  Away,  and  talk  not ;  trouble  us  no  more— 
Tarn.  Nay,nay,  fweet  Emperor,we  muft  all  be  friends 
The  Tribune  and  his  nephews  kneel  for  grace, 
I  will  not  be  denied  j  fweet  heart,  look  back. 

Sat.  Marcus,  for  thy  fake,  and  thy  brother's  here, 
And  at  my  lovely  Tamora's  intreats, 
I  do  remit  thefe  young  mens'  heinous  faults. 

Lavi 
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Lavinia,  though  yon  Itft  me  like  a  churl, 
I  found  afritnd  j  ami  iure  as  death,  I  fvvore, 
I  would  not  part  a  batch'Ior  from  the  prifcfl. 
Come,  if  the  Emp'ror's  court  can  feaft  two  brides  5 
You  are  my  gueft,  Lavinia,  and  your  friends  j 
'i'his  day  fhall  be  a  love-day,  Tamora. 

TzV.  To-morrow,  an'  it  pleafe  your  Majeftr, 
To  hunt  the  panther  and  the  hart  with  me. 
With  horn  and  hound,  we'll  give  your  grace  bonjovr. 

Sat.  Be  it  fo,  Titus,  and  gramercy  too.  {^Exeunt, 

ACT     11.        SCENE     I, 

Before  the  palace^ 

Enter  Aaron  ahne. 

Jjr.  T^TOW  climbeth  Tamora  Olympus*  top, 

JL^   Safe  out  of  Fortuae's  fhot ;  and  fits  alaf^ 

Secure  of  thunder's  crack,  or  lightning-flafli  f 

Advanc'd  above  pale  Envy's  threat' ning  reach. 

As  when  the  golden  fuo  falutes  the  morn. 

And,  having  gilt  the  ocean  with  his  beams. 

Gallops  the  zodiac  in  his  glift'ring  coach. 

And  overlooks  the  highefl-peeringliiils  j 

So  Tamora  • ' 

Upon  her  will  doth  earthly  honour  wait, 

And  virtue  (^oops  an4^  trembles  at  her  frown. 

Then,  Aaron,  arm  thy  heart,  and  fit  thy  thoughts. 

To  mount  aloft  with  thy  imperial  miltrefs, 

And  mount  her  pitch  5   whom  thou  in  triumph  long 

Haft  prif'nev  held,  fetter'd  in  amorous  chains  ; 

And  f^ifter  bound  to  Aaron's  charming  eyes. 

Than  is  Prometheus  ty'd  to  Caucafus. 

Away  with  flavifh  weeds,  and  idle  thoughts^ 

I  will  be  bright  and  fhine  in  pearl  and  gold, 

To  wait  upon  this  new-made  Emperefs. 

To  wait,  faid  I  ?  to  wanton  with  this  Queen, 

This  goddefs,  this  Semiramis  ;— — this  Queen, 

This  Syren,  that  will  charm  Rome's  Saturnine, 

And  fee  his  fh'pwreck,  and  his  common- weal's. 

Holla  !  what  dorm  is  this  ?  

Q^a  S  CE  N  E- 
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SCENE      II. 
Enttr  Chiron  «wJ  Demetrius,  branjivg. 

Bern.  Chiron,  thy  years  want  wit,  thy  wir  wants  eJge 
And  mariners,  to  intrude  where  I  am  grac'd  j 
And  may,  for  aught  thou  know'ft,  affeded  be. 

Chi,  Demefrius,  thou  doft  overvveen  in  all. 
And  fo  in  this,  to  bear  me  down  with  braves  *, 
*Tis  not  the  diff'rence  of  a  year  or  two 
Makes  me  lefs  gracious,  or  thee  more  fortunate  ; 
Lam  as  able,  and  as  fit  as  thou. 
To  ferve,  and  to  defervc  my  miflrcTs'  grace; 
And  that.my  Iword-upon  thee  (hall  approve. 
And  plead  my  paflion  for  Lavinia's  love.  [peacco' 

Aar.  Clubs,  clubs  ! — thefe  lovers   will   not  keep  the 

Dtm.  Why,  boy,  although  our  mother  («nadvis'd)- 
Gave  you  a  dancing  rapier  by  your  fide, 
Ar^^you  fo  defp'i  ate  grown  to  threat  your  friendsi? 
Go  to  ;   have  your  lath  glued  within  yout  flicath, 
Till  you  know  better  how  to  handle  itt 

Chi.  Meanwhile,  Sir,  with  the  little  fkill  Ihavc^ 
Full  well  Hialt  thou  perceive  how  much  I  dare. 

Dem,  Ay,  boy,  grow  ye  fo  brave  ?  \l^hej  dra-u^ 

ylar.  Why,  hew  now.  Lords  ? 
.So  near  theErhp'ror's  palace  dare  you  draw  ? 
And  maintain  fuch  aquarrel  openly  ? 
Full  well  I  wot  the  ground  of  all  this  grud|«  ;. 
1  would  not  for  a  million  of  gold, 
The  caufe  were  known  to  them  it  moft  concerns. 
Nor  would  your  noble  mother,  for  much  more, 
Be  fo  difhonour'd  in  the  court  of  Rome.. 
For  {hame,  put  up 

Chi.  Not  1,  till  I  have  fheath'd 
My  rapier  in  h'is  bofom,  and  withal 
ThruH^  thefe  reproachful  fpeeches  down  his  throah. 
That  he  hath  breath'd  in  my  diOionour  here. 

Den:.  For  that  I  am  prepar'd  and  full-rcfolv'd, — 
Foul-fpoken  coward  !  thou  thund'refl  with  thy  tongue^ 
And  with  thy  weapon  nothing  dar'ft  perform.  > 

j^ar.  Away,  I  fay. • — 

Now  by  the  gods  that  warlike  Goths  adore, 

Tbit 
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This  pretty  brabble  will  undo  us  all ; 

Why,,  Lords:-^: — ind  think  you  not,  how  danserous 

It  is' to  jet  upon  a  prince's  right  ? 

What,  is  Lavinia  then  become  (o  loofe, 

©r  Baffianus  lb  degenerate, 

That  for  her  love  fuch  quarrels  may  be  broach'd. 

Without  controulment,  juftice,  or  revenge  ? 

Young  Lords,  beware — and  Ihould  the  Emprefs  know 

This  difcord's  ground,  the  mufic  would  not  pleafe. 

Chi.   I  care  not,  I,  knew  (he  and  all  the  world  }  ^ 
I  iove  Lavinia  more  than  all  the  world.     _       [choice  ; 

Dem.  Youngling,  learn  you  to  make  Ibme   meaner 
Lavinia  is  thy  elder  brother's  hope. 

^ar.  Why,  are  you  mad  !  or  know  ye  not,  in  Rome 
How  furious  and  impatient  they  be. 
And  cannot  brook  competitors  in  love  ? 
I  tell  you,  Lords,  you  do  but  plot  your  deaths 
By  this  device. 

Detn.  Aaron,  a  thoufand  deaths  would  I  propofc. 
To  atchieve  her  whom  I  do  love. 

Aar.  To  atchieve  her liow  ?' 

Dem.  Why  mak'ft  thou  it  to  ftrange  ? 
She  is  a  woman,  therefore  may  be  woo'd  j  ^ 
She  is  a  woman,   therefore  jnay  be  won  j 
iShe  is  Lavinia.  therefore  muft  be  lov'd. 
What,  man  !  more  water  glideth  by  the  mill 
Than  wots  the  millerof  j  ,and  eafy  it  is 
Of  a  cut  loaf  to  fteal  a  fhive,  we  know.- 
Tho'  Baflianus  be  the  Emperor's  brother^ 
Better  thaa  he  have  yet  woxn  Vulcan's  badge, 

y^ar.  Ay,,  and  as  good  as.Saturninus  may.      [^-/f. 

Dem.  Then  why   fhouid  he  defpair,  that   knows  to 
With  words,  iair  looks,  and  liberality?  [court  it, 

What,,  hail  thou  not  full  often  ftruck  a  doe. 
And  born  her  cleanly  by  the  keeper's  nofe  ? 

Jar.  -Why  then,  itfeems,  fome  certain  fnatch  or  Co 
Would  ferve  your  turns. 

Chi.  Ay,  fo  the  turn  were  ferved. 

Elm-  Aaron,  thou  haft  hit  it. 

jlar,  'Would  you  had  hit  it  too, 

Q^  Thcji 
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Then  fliould  not  we  be  tir'd  with  this  ado  : 
"Why,  hark  ye,  hark  ye — and  are  you  fuch  fools,. 
To  fquare  for  this  ?  would  it  offend  you  then. 
Th?t  both  fhould  fpeed  !: 

Cbi.  Faith,  not  me.  ^ 

De;r..  Nor  me,  fo  I  were  onci 

,4ar.  For  ihame,,  befriends;   and  join  for  that  vou 
'Tis  policy  and  ftratagem  muft  do  fjar. 

That  you  affect;  and  fo  mart  you  refolve, 
That  what  you  cannot,  as  ,you  would,  atchieve, 
Vou  muft  perforce  acGompJifhas  you  may,. 
Take  this  of  me,.  Lucrece  was  not  more  chafle 
Than  this  Lavinia,  BafTiahus*  love; 
A  fpeedier  courfe  than  lingering  languifhment 
Muft  we  purfuCj  and  I  have  found  the  path. 
IVIy  Lords,  a  folemn  hunting  is  in  hand. 
There  will  the  lovely  Roman  ladies  troop  ; 
The  foreft-walks  are  wide  and  fpacious, 
And  many  unfrequented  plots  there  are. 
Fitted  by  kind  for  rape  and  villany  r 
Minj^Ie  you  thither  then  this  dainty  doe. 
And  ftrike  her  home  by  force,  if  not  by  words  : 
This  way,  or  not  at  all,  ftiand  you  in  hope. 
Come,  come,  our  Emprefs  with  her  facred  wit- 
To  villany  and  vengeance  confecrate. 
We  will  acquaint  with  all  that  we  intend  j 
And  fhe  /hail  file  our  engines  with  advice. 
That  will  notfuffer  you  to  fquare  yourfelves. 
But  to  your  wiftles'  height  advance  you  both. 
The  Emp'ror's  court  is  like  the  houfe  of  fame. 
The  palace  full  of  tongues,  of  eyes,  of  ears  : 
The  woods  are  ruthlefs,  dreadful,  deaf,  and  dull : 
There  fpeak,  and  ftrike,  brave  boys,  and  take  your  turnsj,- 
There  (erve  your  lufts,  fhadow'd  from  heaven's  eye,      'I 
And  revel  in  Lavinia's  treafury. 

Cbt\  Thy  counfcl,  lad,  fmells  of  no  cowardice* 
Dem.  Sit  fas  aut  nefas,  till  I  find  the  ftream 
To  cool  this  heat,  a  charm  to  calm  thcfe  fits, 
IPir  Styga,  fer  manti  vebor,   [Exeunt,  . 

SCENE 
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•SCENE        III.  Changes  to  aforefl. 

Writer  Titus  Andronicus  and  his  three  Jons,  with  hound 
and  herns,  a«^  Marcus. 
Tit.  The  hunt  is  up,  the  mem  is  bright  and  gray  j 
The  fields  are  fragrant,  and  the  woods  are  green ; 
iJncouple  here,  and  let  us  make  a  bay  j 
l^nd  wake  the  Emperor  and  his  lovely  bride, 
4.nd  roufe  the  Prince,,  and  ring  a  hunter's  pea!,. 
That  all  the  court  may  echo  with  the  nolle. 
Jons,  let  it  be  your  charge,  as  it  is  ours. 
To  tend  the  Emperor*s  perfon  carefully. 
[  have  been  troubled  in  my  fleep  this  night. 
But  dawning  day  new  comfort  hath  inipir'd. 
Here  a  cry  of  hounds,  and  ^vind  horns  in  a  peal  j  then  ?»- 

ter  Saturninus,  Tamora,  Baffianus,  Lavinia.  Chiron, 

Demetrius,  and  their  Attendants. 

Tit.  Many  >^!Ood  morrows  to  your  Majefty  ; 
Madam,  to  you  as  many  and  as  good. 
[  promifed  your  grace  a  Hunter's  peal. 

Sat.  And  you  have  rung  it  luftily,  my  Lords,. 
Somewhat  too  early  for  new  married  ladies. 

Bajf.  Lavmia,  how  fay  you? 

Lav.  I  fay  No  ; 
I  have  been  broad  awake  two  hours  and  more. 

Sat.  Come  on  then,  horfe  and  chariots  let  us  have,„ 
And  to  our  fport*    Madam,  now  ye  (hall  fee 
Our  Roman  hunting. 

M'jir.  I  have  dogs,,  my  Lord,. 
Will  roufe  the  pioudeft  panther  in  the  chafe, 
And  climb  the  hi^heft  promontory  top. 

Tii.  And  I  have  horfe  will  follow,  where  the  game 
Makes  way,  and  run  like  fwallows  o*er  the  plain, 

Dem.  Chiron,  we  hunt  not,  we,  with  horfe  nor  hound  ; 
Bat  hope  to  pluck  a  da:ntydoe  to  ground.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE    IV.     Changes  to  a  defart part  tf  the  foreji* 
Enter  Aaron  alone. 

Aar.  He  that  had  wit,  would  think,  that  I  had  none, 
To  bury  fo  much  gold  under  a  tree  j 
And  never  after  to  inherit*  it. 


ittberitf  forpojefs  fimply. 
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Let  him  that  thinks  of  me  fo  abje£l]y, 
Know,  that  this  goJd  muft  coin  a  ftratagem  : 
Which  cunningly  affected  will  beget 
A  very  excellent  piece  of  villany  : 
And  fo.repofe,  fvveet  gold,  for  their  unrefl-. 
That  have  their  alms  out  of  the  Emprefs'  chef!. 
Enter  Tamora, 
Tarn.  My  lovely  Aaron^  wherefore  look'ft  thou  fad. 
When  every  thing  doth  make  a  gleeful  boaft  ? 
The  birds  chant  melody  in  every  bufh, 
The  fnake  lies  rolled  in  the  chearful  fun. 
The  green  leaves  quiver  with  the  cooling  wind. 
And  make  a  cheqiier'd  Ihadow  on  the  ground. 
Under  their  fweet  fhade,  Aaron,  let  usfit ; 
And  whilll  the  babliiig  echo  mocks  the  hounds> 
Replying  ihnlly  to  the  well  tun'd  horns. 
As  if  a  double  hunt  were  heard  at  once,. 
Let  us  fit  down,   and  mark  their  \  ealing  ncife  : 
And  after  confti<fl,  fuch  as  was  fuppos'd 
The  wandring  Prince  and  Dido  onceenioyM,, 
When  with  a  happy  ftoim  they  were  furpris'd,^ 
And  curtain* d  with  a  counfej  keeping  cave  j 
We  may,  each  wreath'd  in  the  other's  arms, 
(Our  paftimes  done,)  poiTefs  a  golden  fiumber  ;. 
W^hUft  hounds  and  horns,   and  fweet  melodious  birds, 
Be  unto  us,  as  is  a  nurfe's  fong 
Of  lullaby,  to  bring  her  babe  afleeps 

j4ar.  Madam,  though  Venus  govern  yourdefires, 
Saturn  is  dominator  over  mine. 
What  fignifies  my  deadly  ftanding  eye, 
Mv  filence,  and  my  cloudy  melancholy, 
My  fleece  of  woolly  hair,  that  now  uncurls. 
Even  as  an  adder,  when  fhe  doth  unrowl 
To  do  fome  fatal  execution  ? 

No,  Madam,  thefe  are  no  venereal  figns-j  'j 

Vengeance  is  in  my  heart,  death  in  my  hand  ; 
Elood  and  revenge  are  hammering  in  my  head. 
Hark,  Tamora,   (the  emprefs  of  rrj  foul, 
Which  never  hopes  more  heaven  than  refts  in  thee), 
Thi&  is  the  day  of  doom  for  BaiTianus : 

His 
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is  Philomel  muft  lofe  her  tongue  to-day  j 
hv  fons  make  pillage  of  her  chaftity, 
nd  waft  their  hands  in  Baflianus'  blood, 
•aft  thou  this  letter,  take  it  up,  I  pray  thee, 
nd  give  the  King  this  fatal-plotted  fcrowl. 
ovv  queftion  me  no  more,  we  are  elpied. 
pre  comes  a  parcel  of  our  hopeful  booty, 
'hich  dread  not  yet  their  lives'  deftru-^tion. 
"Kam    Ah,  my  fweet  Moor,  fweeter  to  me  than  life  J 
Jar,  No  more,  great  Emprefs  ;   Baflianus  comes  ; 
e  crofs  with  him,  and  VV  go  fetch  thy  fons 
bback  thy  quarrels,  whatioe'-  r  they  be.  [J^xif, 

SCENE    V         Fnter  Baflianus  and  Lavjni^. 
Bajr.  Whom  have  we  h-  c  ?  Rome's  Royal  Emjjeiels  ?- 
nfurniOi'd  of  her  well  befeom.ng  troops  ? 
ir  is  it  Dian,  habited  like  her, 
/ho  h<irh  abandoned  her  huly  groves,    ^ 
0  fee  the  general  hunting  in  this  fore<l  t 
Tam.  Ssicy.controuler  of  our  private  ftepsr 
r"i  I  th'-  oower  that  fome  fay  Diar  hsd*, 
hy  t-m.^.les  fhould  be  planted  prelertly 
^Xh  horns,  as  was  Adlion's,  and  the  Iwunds 
houid  drive  upon  thy  new-transformed  limbs, 

rnmannerlv  intruder  ss  thou  ^^^^- 

Lav.  Under  your  patience,  pintle  Emperels, 
Tis  thoueht  you  havea  goodly  gift  m  hcrning  j 
Lnd  to  be' doubted,  that  y  .ur  Moor  and  you 
lie  f.ngled  forth  to  try  experiments- 
ove  Ihield  youv  husband  from  his  hounds  to-day  \ 
Tls  pity  thev  fliould  take  him  for  a  ftag. 

Eaf}\  Believe  me,  Queen,  your  fwarth  Cimnienaa 
)oth  make  your  honour  of  h's  body's  hue, 
Ipotted,  detefted,  and  abominable.        _ 
A^hy  art  you  fequeftredfrom  all  your  tram  ? 
)ifrnounted  from  your  fnow-white  goodly  fteed> 
\nd  wand' red  hither  to  an  obfcure  plot, 
\ocompanied  with  a  barbarous  Moor, 
i  foul  defire  had  not  condufted  you? 

Lav.   And  being  interrupted  in  your  fport, 
Sreat  r<iafon  that  my  Noble  Loid  be  rated  ^^ 
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For  faucirefs.— — — I  pray  you,  let  us  hence  j 
And  let  her  joy  her  raven-colour'd  love  ; 
This  valley  fits  the  purpofe  paffing  well. 

Bajf    The  King  my  brother  fhali  have  note  of  thiBj 

Lav.  Ay,  for  thefe  flips  have  made  him  noted  long. 
Good  King,  to  be  fo  mightily  abufed  ! 

1am.  Why  have  I  patience  to  endure  all  thl»  ? 

Enter  Chiron  and  Demetrius,  -  ^ 

Dem.  How  now,  dear  Sovereign,  and  our  gracious  mol 
Why  does  your  Highnefs  look  fo  pale  and  wan  !       [therl 

Tarn.  Have  I  not  reafon,  think  you,  to  look  pale  t 
Thefe  two  have  ticM  me  hiither  to  rhis  place,. 
A  barren  and  detefted  vale,  you  fee,  it  is. 
The  trees,  tho*  fummer,  yet  forlorn  and  lean, 
O'ercome  with  moTs,  and  baleful  mifrelto. 
Here  never  fhines  the  fun  j  here  nothing  breeds, 
Unlefs  the  nightly  owl,  or  fatal  raven. 
And  when  they  Ihew'd  me  this  abhorred  pit. 
They  told  me  here,  at  dead  time  of  the  night, 
A  thoufand  fiends,  a  thoufand  hifling  fnakes. 
Ten  thoufand  fwelling  toads,  as  many  urchins, 
Would  make  fuch  fearful  and  confufed  cries. 
As  any  mortal  body,  hearing  it, 
Should  flraight  fall  mad,  or  elfe  die  fuddenly. 
No  fooner  had  they  told  this  helliih  tale. 
But  ftraight  they  told  me,  they  would  bind  me  here, 
Unto  the  body  of  a  difmal  yew. 
And  leave  me  to  this  miferable  death  : 
iii\\  then  they  callM  me  foul  adulterefs, 
Lafcivious  Goth,  and: all  the  bittereft  termi 
That  ever  ear  did  hear  to  fuch  effed. 
And  had  you  not  by  wondrous  fortune  come. 
This  vengeance  on  me  had  they  executed. 
Revenge  it,  as  you  love  your  mother's  life  ; 
Or  be  ye  not  from  henceforth  call'd  my  children. 

Dent.  This  is  a  witnefs  that  I  am  thy  fon. 

\Stabi  BalTianus* 

Chi.    And   this  for  me,   ftruck  home  to  fhew  my 
Krength.  \Stabbing  him  liknoife, 

iflv.  Ay,  come.  Semi ramisj — nay,  barbarous  Tamoraj 

for 
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or  no  name  fits  thy  nature  but  thy  own. 
Tam.  Give  me  thy  poniard; you  ihall  know,  my  boys, 

our  mother's  h.ind  ihall  right  your  mother's  wrong. 
Dem.  Stay,  Madam,  here  is  more  belongs  to  her. 

irft  threfh  the  corn,  then  after  burn  the  ftraw. 

his  minion  flood  upon  her  chaftity, 

pon  her  nuptial  vow,  her  loyalty, 

nd  with  that  painted  cope  fhe  braves  your  Mightinefs  j 

.nd  fhall  fhe  carry  this  unto  her  grave? 
Chi.  An'  if  fhe  do,  I  would  I  were  an  eunuch. 

irag  hence  her  husband  to  fome  fecret  hole, 

.nd  make  his  dead  trunk  pillow  to  our  luft. 
l^am.  Rat  when  you  have  the  honey  you  defire, 

et  not  this  wafp  outlive,  us  both  to  fting. 
Chi.  I  warrant.  Madam,  we  will  make  that  fure. 

!ome,  Miflrefs,   no'A'  perforce  we  will  enjoy 

'hat  nice-preferved  honefty  of  your's. 
Lav.  O  Tamora,  thou  bear'ft  a  woman's  face — — • 
Tam.   1  will  not  hear  her  fpeak  j  away  witTi  her. 
Lav.  Sweet  Lords,  intreat  her  hear  me  but  a  word- 
Pew.   Liflen,  fair  Madam  ;  let  it  be  your  glory 

fo  fee  her  tears;  but  be  youi  heart  to  them. 

Is  unrelenting  flints  to  drops  of  rain. 
Lav.  When  did  the  tyger's  young  ones  teach  the  dam? 

),  do  not  teach  her  wiath,  fhe  taught  it  thee. 

rhe  milk  thou  fuck'dft  from  her  did  turn  to  marble  j 

iven  at  thy  teat  thou  hadft  thy  tyranny. 

ret  every  mother  breeds  not  fons  alike  j 

^othou  intreat  her,  fhew  a  woman  pity.      [To  Chiron. 
Chi.  What !  would'ft  thou  have  me  prove  myfelf  a 

baftard  ? 
Lav.  'Tis  true,  the  raven  doth  not  hatch  the  lark  : 

fet  have  I  heard,  (oh,  could  I  find  it  now  I) 

rhe  lion,  mov'd  with  pity,  did  endure 

Fo  have  his  princely  paws  par'd  all  away. 

some  fay,  that  ravens  fofler  forlorn  children, 

rhe  whilft  their  own  birds  famifh  in  their  nefllk 

Oh,  be  to  me,  tho'  thy  hard  heart  fay  No, 

Nothing  fo  kind,  but  fometh'mg  pitiful. 
Tarn,  I  know  not  what  it  means.    Away  with  her. 

Lav, 


^9^      TiTTJs  Andronicus.      Aft 

Lav.  Oh,  let  me  teach  thee  :  for  my  father's  fak(    | 
(That  gave  thee  life,  when  well  he  might  have  flain  th' 
Be  not  obdurate,  open  thy  deaf  ears. 

Tarn.  Hadft  thou  in  perfon  ne'er  offended  me. 
Even  fuT  his  fake  am  I  now  pitilefs. 
Remember,  boys,  I  pour'd  forth  tears  in  vain. 
To  fave  your  brother  from  the  facrifice  j 
But  fierce  Andronicus  would  not  relent. 
Therefore  away  with  her,  and  ufe  her  as  you  will  j 
The  worfe  to  her,   the  better  lov'd  of  me. 

Lav.  O  Tamora,  be  call'd  n  gentle  Queen, 
And  with  thine  own  hands  kill  me  in  this  place  j 
For  'tis  not  life  that  I  have  bcgg'd  fo  long ; 
Poor  I  was  flain  when  Baflianus  dy'd.  [g<| 

Tarn.   What  begg'ft  thou  then?  fond  woman,  Jet  il 

Lav.   'Tis  prefent  death  I  beg  ;  and  one  thing  moil 
That  womanhood  denies  my  tongue  to  tell. 
O  keep  me  from  their  worfe-than  killing  luft, 
And  tumble  me  into  feme  lothfome  pit.; 
Where  never  man's  eye  may  behold  my  body. 
Do  this,  and  be  a  charitable  murderer. 

Tarn    So  fhould  I  rob  my  fweet  fons  of  their  fee. 
No  ;  let  them  fatisfy  their  luft  on  thee. 

Dent.  Away  I  for  thou  haft  ftaid  us  here  too  long. 

Lav.  No  grace?  no  womanhood  ?  ah  beaftly  creatar 
The  blot  and  enemy  of  our  general  name ! 
Confufion  fall 

Chi.  Nay,  then  I'll  flop  your  mouth Bring  th 

her  husband.  ]^I^ragging  o^Lavin 

This  is  the  hole  where  Aaronb'.d  us  hide  him.     \^Exeui 

Tarn.   Farewel,  my  fons  ;  fee  that  you  make  her  fu! 
Ne'er  let  my  heart  know  merry  chear  indeed. 
Till  all  th'  Andronici  be  made  away. 
Now  will  I  hence  to  feek  my  lovely  Moor. 
And  let  my  fpleenful  fons  this  trull  deflow'r.      .  {.^*\ 
SCENE     VI. 
Enter  Aaron,  ivitb  Quintus  and  Marcos, 

Aar,  Come  on,  my  Lords,  the  better  foot  before^  | 
Strait  will  I  bring  you  to  the  lothfome  pit, 
Where  I  efpied  the  panther  faft  adeep. 

^1 
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%/«,  My  fight  is  very  rfull,  whatever  it  bodes. 

Mar.  And  mine,  I  promife  youj  were't  not  for  fliame. 
Well  could  I  leave  our  fport  to  fleep  a  while. 

[ Marcus yi//j  into  the  pit . 

^in.  What,  art  thou  fallen  ?  what  fubtle  hole  is  this, 
Whofc  mouth  is  covered  with  rude  growing  briars. 
Upon  whofe  leaves  are  drops  of  new-fhed  blood,  ] 

•As  fre/h  as  morning  dew  diftili'd  on  flowers  ?  3 

A  very  fatal  place  it  feems  to  me .  ' 

Speak,  brot^ier,  haft  thou  hurt  thee  with  the  fall  ? 

■  H^ar.i^  brother,  with  the  difmalJeft  objcdt 
/That  ever  eye,  with  fight,  made  heart  lament. 

Aaz^  Now  will  I  fetch  the  King  to  fiod  them  here, 
That  he  thereby  may  have  altkely  guefs. 
How  thefe  were  they  that  made  away  his  brother. 

^  _  [Exit  Aaron. 

SCENE     VII. 

Mar.  Why  doft  not  comfort  me,  and  help  mc  out 
Frortj  this  unhallow'd  and  blood-ftained  hole? 

^in.  I  am  furp  ifed  with  an  uncouth  fear-j 
A  chilling  fweat  o'er-runs  my  trembling  joints.-: 
My  heart  fufpeds  more  than  mine  eye-can-fee. 

Mar.  To  prove  thou  haft  a  tr«e-divin:ng  heart 
Aaron  and  thou,  look  down  into  the  den. 
And  fee  a  fearful  light  of-blood  and  death. 

Sluitt.  Aaron  is  gone;  and  mycompaflionate  hea-t 
Will  not  permit  my  eyes  once  to  behold  "     • 

The  thing  whereat  it  trembles  by  furmift^ 
0  tell  ittie  how  it  is^  for  ne^ertill  now 
Was  I  a  child,  to  fear  Ucnow  not  what. 

mar.  Xord  j5aiTianu«  lies  embrewed  here> 
All  on  a  heap,  like  to  a  flaughterM  lamb. 
In  this  detefted,  dark,  blood-drinking  pit. 

%/■«.  If  it  be  dark,  how  doft  thou  know  *tishe* 

Mar.  Upon  his  bloody  finger  he  doth  wear 
A  precious  ring,  that  lightens  all  the  hole  5 
Which,  like  a  taper  in  fome  monument. 
Doth  fliine  upon  the  dead  man's  earthy  chcckt 
And  fhcws  the  ragged  intrails  of  this  pit.  * 

§P  pale  did  ftiine  the  moon  on  Pyramus, 
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"When  he  by  night  lay  bath'd  in  maiden  blood. 

0  brother,  help  me  with  thy  fainting  hand 
( If  fear  hath  made  thee  faint,  as  me  it  hath) 
Out  of  this  fell  devouring  receptacle. 
As  hateful  as  Cocytus*  mifty  mouth. 

Slum,  Reach  me  thy  hand,  that  I  may  help  thee  out 
Or,  wanting  ftrength  to  do  thee  fo  much  good, 

1  may  be  pluck'd  into  the  fv/allowing  womb 
Of  this  deep  pit,  poor  Biffianus'  grave. 

I  have  no  ftrength  to  pluck  thee  to  the  brink. 

Mar.  And  I  no  ftrength  to  climb  without  thy  help, 
S^tft.  Thy  hand  once  more  ;  I  will  not  loofe  again, 
Till  thou  art  here  aloft,  or  I  below. 
Thou  canft  not  come  to  mo,  I  come  to  thee.     [Ftf/A  U\ 
SCENE    VIII.      Enter  the  Emperor  and  Aaron,  i 

Sat.  Along,  with  me I'll  fee  what  hole  is  here. 

And  v»hat  he  is  tiiat  now  is  leap'd  into't. 
Say,  who  art  thou  that  lately  didft  defcend 
Into  this  gaping  hollow  of  the  earth  ? 

Mar.  Th'  unhappy  fon  of  old  Andronicus, 
Brought  hither  in  a  moft  unlucky  hour. 
To  find  thy  brother  Baflianus  dead. 

Sat.  My  brother  dead  ?  I  know  thou  doft  but  jcft, 
'He  and  his  lady  both  are  at  the  lodge, 
'Upon  the  north  fide  of  this  pleafant  chafe  : 
'Tis  not  an  hour  fince  I  left  him  there. 

Mar.  We  know  not  where  you  left  him  .all  alive. 
But  out,  alas !  here  have  we  found  him  dead. 
£nter  Tamora  w/Vi*  Attendanti,  Andronicus,  and  LuCl 
h^am.  Where  is  my  Lord  the  King  ? 
Sat,  Here,  Tamora,  though  gricv'd  with  killing  giid 
Tarn.  Where  is  thy  brother  Baflianus  ? 
Sat.  Now  to  the  bottom  doft  thou  fearch  my  wouni^ 
Poor  BaflTianus  here  lies  murthered. 

Tarn.  Then  all  too  late  I  bring  this  fetal  writ. 
The  complot  of  thi«  timelefs  tragedy  ; 
And  wonder  greatly,  thafman's  face  can  fold 
In  plcafiDE  froilci  fuch  murderous  tyranny. 

[She  pvttb  Saturninus  a  la 
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Saturninus  reads  the  letter,. 
/ind  if  toe  tm'fs  to  meet  him  bandfomely. 
Sweet  bunt/man f  BaJJlanus  *tis  ive  mean  ; 

00  thou  Jo  much  at  dig  tbe  grave  for  bim, 
Tbou  knoio^ji  our  meaning:  look  for  tby  reward 
Among  tbe  nettles  at  tbe  elder-free, 

Wbieb  overjhadei  tbe  moutb  of  tbat  fame  pit, 

H^ere  ive  decreed  to  bury  Bajjianus. 

Do  this,  and purcbafe  us  tby  lajiing  friends. 

Sat.  Oh,  Tamora  ?  was  ever  heard  the  like  ^ 
This  is  the  pit,  and  this  the  elder-tree 
Look,  Sirs,  if  you  can  find  the  huntfman  out, 
Tbat  fliou'.d  have  murther'd  BalTianus  here 

Aar.   My  gracious  Lord,   here  is  the  bag  of  gold. 

Sat,  Two  of  thy  whelps,  fell  curs  of  bloody  kind, 
Have  here  bereft  my  brother  of  his  life.  [To  Titus.' 

Sirs,  drag  them  from  the  pit  unto  the  prifon  j 
There  let  them  bide,  until  we  have  devis'd 
Some  never  heard-of  tovtaring  pain  for  them. 
i      Tarn.  What,  are  they  in  this  pit  ?  oh  wondrous  thing! 
jiHow  eafily  murder  it  difcovered  ! 

Tit,  High  Emperor,   upon  my  feeble  knee 
I  beg  this  boon,  with  teare  not  lightly  flicd. 
That  this  fell  fault  of  my  accurfed  fons, 

1  (Accurfed^  if  the  fault  be  prov'd  in  them  ■  y 

Sat.  If  it  be  prov'd!  you  fee,  it  is  apparent. 
Who  found  this  letter  ?  Tamora,  was  it  you  ? 
Tarn,  Andronicushimfelf  did  take  it  up- 
Tif.   I  did,  my  Lord  ;  yet  let  me  be  their  bail, 
F6r,  by  my  father's  reverend  tomb,  I  vow. 
They  fhall  be  rfeady  at  your  Highnefs'  will. 
To  anfwer  their  fufpicion  with  their  lives. 

Sat.  Thou  /halt  not  bail  them  :  fee  thou  follow  me. 
I  Some  bring  the  murther'd  body,  fome  the  murtherers. 
Let  them  not  fpeak  a  word,  the  guilt  is  plain  : 
For,  by  my  foul,  were  there  worfe  end  than  death. 
That  end  upon  them  fhould  be  executed. 

Tarn.  Andronicus,  I  will  intreat  the  King  j 
Feat  not  thy  Ions,  they  /hall  do  well  enough. 

Tit,  Come,  Lucius,  come,  ftay  not  to  talk  with  them, 

[Epteunt  feverally , 
Ra.  SCENR- 
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SCENE     IX. 

£r.ter  Demetrius  and  Chiron,  with  Lavinia,  ravijh''d\ 

her  bandt  cut  off,  and  her  tongue  cut  out, 

Dem,  So,  now  go  tcJl  (an'  if  thy  tongue  can  fpeak) 
Who  'twas  that  cut  thy  tong.ue,  and  raviTh*a  thee, 

Chi.  Write  down  thy  mind,,  bewray  thy  meaning  fo  ; 
And  (if  thy  ftumps  wijl  let  thee)  play  the  fcribe. 

Dem.  See  how  with  figns  and  tokens  flie  can  fcrowL 

Chi.  Go  home,  call  for  fweet  water,  wafli  thy  hand*. 

Dem.  She  has  no  tongue  to  call,,  or  hands  to  wafii  j 
And  fo  let's  leave  her  to  her  filent  walks. 

Chi.  If  'twere  my  cafe,  I  fhould  go  hang  myfelf. 

Dem.  If  thou  hadft  hands  to  help  thee  knit  the  cord. 

^Exeunt  Dem    and  Chiron. 
SCENE     X.         Enter  Marcus  to  Lavinia. 

Mar.  Who's  this,  my  niece,  that  fiies  away  fo  faft  I 
Coufin,  a  word  ;  where  is  your  husband  i 
If  I  do  dream,  would  all  my  wealth  would  wake  met 
If  I  do  wake,  fome  planet  ftrike  me  down. 
That  I  may  flumber  in  eternal  deep! 
S^ak,  gentle  niece,  wfcat  ftern  ungentle  h'andi^ 
Have  lopp'd,  and  hew'd,  and  made  thy  body  bare 
Of  her  two  branches,  thofe  fweet  ornaments, 
Whofe  circling  fliadows  Kings  have  fought  to  fleep  in  ? 
And  might  not  gain  (o  great  a  happinefs. 
As  have  thy  love  !  why  doft  not  fpeak  \o  me  } 
Alas,  a  crimfon  river  of  warm  blood, 
Like  to  a  bubblfng  fountain  ftirr'd  with  Wind, 
Doth  rife  and  fall  between  thy  rofy  lips. 
Coming  and  going  with  thy  honey-breath. 
But,  fure,  fome  Tereus  hath  deflower'd  thee  ; 
And,  left  thou  Ihould'ft  deteft  him,  cut  thy  tongue. 
Ah,  now  thou  turn'ft  away  thy  face  for  fhame  ! 
And,  notwiihftanding  all  this  lofs  of  blood, 
(As  from  a  conduit  with  three  iffuing  fpouts) 
Yet  do  thy  cheeks  look  red  as  Titan's  face, 
Blufhing  to  be  encountred  with  a  cloud.-  » 

Shall  I  fpeak  for  thee  ?  fliall  I  fay,  'tis  fo  > 
O  that  I  knew  thy  heart,  and  knew  the  beaft. 
That  I  mi^hi  rail  at  him  |o  eafc  my  mind ! 

Sttr* 
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iorrow  concealed,  like  an  oven  ftopt, 

Doth  burn  the  heart  to  cinders  where  it  is. 

'air  Philomela,  fhe  but  Jolt  her  tongue, 

\t\A  in  a  tedious  fanipJer  few'd  her  mind. 

Jut,  lovely  niece,  that  mean  is  cut  from  thee  ; 

\  craftier  Tereus  haft  thou  met  withal, 

\nd  he  hath  cut  thofe  pretty  fingers  off. 

That  could  have  better  few'd  than  Philomel. 

)h,had  the  monfter  feen  thofe  lily  hands 

Tremble,  like  afpen  leaves,  upon  a  lute, 

\nd  make  the  filken  firings  delight  to  kifs  them  ; 

fe  would  not  then  have  touch'd  them  for  his  life. 
•  Dr  had  he  heard  the  heav'aly  harmony>. 
t  iVhich  thatifweet  tongue  hath  made  5, 

3e  would  have  drop'd  his  knife,  and  fell  afleep, 

ks  Cerberus  at  the  Thracian  poet's  feet. 

Tome,  let  us  go,  and  make  thy  father  blind  ; 

"or  fuch  a  fight  will  blind  a  father's  eye. 

3ne  hour's  ftorm  will  drown  the  fragrant  meads, 

A'^hat  will  whole  months  of  tears  thy  father's  eyes  ? 
■   Do  not  draw  back,  for  we  will. mourn  with  thee  : 

;)}^  could  our  mourning  eaiJ£  thy  mifery  !  [^Exeunt,. 

A^G  T    m.       S  C  E  N  E    L  . 

J^fijcut  in  "Rcme^. 

Enter  the  Judges  and  Senators,  with  NTafrcus  CffrfQuintUs 
bfiundy  pajprtg  on  the  Jlage  to  the  place  of  execution,  and 
Titus  going  before,  pUadir.g, 

\  rZ/.T  TEar  me,  great-fathers  j  noble  tribunes,  ftay, 
I       JLJL  For  pity  of  mine  age,  whofe  youth  was  fpcnt  • 
[n  dangeiious  wars,  whilft  you  fecurely  flept  ; 
For  all  my  blood  in  Rome's  great  quarrel  ihed. 
For  all  the  frofty  nights  that  I  have  watch'd, 
And  for  thefe  bitter  tears,  which  you  now  fee 
Filling  the  aged  wrinkles  in  my  cheeks, 
B^  pitiful  to  my  condemned  fons, 
Whofe  fouls  are  not  corrupted,  as  'tis  thoughti 
For  two  aad  twenty  fons,  I  neve*  wept^.. 
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Becaufc  they  died  in  honour's  lofty  bed. 

[Andronicus  /ietb  down,  and  the  Judgei  paji  By  bir,: 
Tot  thefe,  thefe.  Tribunes,  in  the  duit  JL  write 
My  heart's  deep  languor,  and  my  foul's  iad  tears  : 
Let  my  tears  ftanch  the  earth's  dry  appetite, 
My  fons'  fwcet  blood  wilt  make  it  ftanne  and  blufh  : 
G  earth  !  Lwill  befriend  thee  more  with  rain,     ^Exc-w 
That  fiiall  diilil  from  thefe  two  ancient  urns, 
Than  youthful  April  /hall  with  all  his  fhowers  j. 
In:  fummer's  drought  I'll  drop  upon  thee  ftillj^ 
In  winter,  with  warm  tears  I'll  melt  the  fnow  ; 
And  keep  eternal  fpring-time  on  thy  face, 
So  thou  refufe  to  drink  my  dear  fons*  blood. 

Enter  Lucius  'u.'itb  bis f'word drawn > 
Oh,  reverend  Tjribunes  I  gentle  aged  men  ! 
Unbind  my  fons,  reverfe  the  doom  of  death  ; 
And  let  me  fay,  (that  never  wept  before,) 
My  tears  are  now  prevailing  erators; 

Luc.  Oh,  noble  father,,  you  lament  in  vain  j 
The  Tribunes  hear  you  not,  no  man  is  by  j. 
And  you  recount  your  furrows  to  a  flone. 

Tjf.  Ahy  Lucius,  for  thy  brothers  let  me  plead  j— ■; 
Grave  Tribunes,  once  more  I  intreat  of  you 

Lia,  My  gracious  Lord,  no  Tribune  bears  you  fpeak 

Tit.  Why,  'tis  no  matter,.man  ;  if  they  did  hear^. 
They  would  not  mark  me  j.  or  if  they  did  mark, 
TThey  would  not  pity  me, — ■ — 
Therefore  I  tell  my  forrows  to  the  ftoncs, 
"Who,  tho'  they  cannot  anfwer  my  djftrefs. 
Yet  in  fome  fort  they're  better  than  the  Tribunes*. 
For  that  they  will  not  intercept  my  tale  ; 
When  I  do  we<.p,  they  humbly  at  my  feet 
Receive  my  tears,  and  feem  to  weep  with  me  5 
And  were  they  but  attired  in  grave  weeds, 
Romectuld  afford  no  Tribune  like  to  thefe. 
A  ftojie  is  foft  as  wax.  Tribunes  more  hard  than  ttottitt^ 
A  iioae  isiilent,  and  oifendeth  not  j 
And  Tribunes  with  their  tongues  doom  men  to  death.. 
But  wherefore  lland'ft  thou  with  thy  weapon  drawn  ? 

liuuTo  refcue  my  two  brothers  irom  their  death  ; 
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For  which  attempt,  the  judges  have  pronounc'd 
My  everlafting  doom  of  baniflament. 

Tit.  O  happy  man,  they  have  befriended  thee. 
Why,  fcohfh  Lucius,  doft  thou  not  perceive. 
That  Rome  is  but  a  wildeniefs  of  tygcrs  ? 
Tygers  muft  prcy^  and  Rome  affords  no  prey 
Rut  me  and  mine  j  how  happy  art  thou  thcn^ 
li'om  thefc  devourers  to  be  banifhed  ? 
Bu^  who  comes  wirh  our  brother  Marcus  here  ? 
SCENE     tt. 
£nter  Marcus  ^WLavinia. 

Mar,  Titus,  prepat-ethy  noble  eyes  to  weep, 
Or,  if  not  fo,  thy  noble  heart  to  break  : 
I  bring  confuming  forrow  to  thine  age. 

Tit.  Will  it  confume  me  ?  let  me  fee  it  then, 

J^crr.  This  was  thy  daughtes. 

Tit.  Why,  Marcus,  fo  /he  is. 

Luc,  Ah  me  J  this  obje£V  kills  me. 

Tit.  Faint-hearted  boy,.arife  and  look  upon  her* 
Speak,  my  Laviniaj  what  accurfed  hand 
Hath  made  thee  handlefs,  in  thy  father's  fpight  j 
What  fool  halh  added  water  to  the  fea  ? 
Or  brought  a  faggot  to  bright-burning  Troy  ? 
My  grief  was  at  the  height  before  thou  cam'il. 
And  now,  like  Nilus,  it  difdaineth  bounds. 
Give  me  a  fword,..I'lLchop  off  my  hands  too, 
For  they  have  fought  for  Rome,  and  all  in  vain  ; 
And  they  have  nurs'd  this  woe,. in  feeding  Jife  i 
In  bootlefs  prayer  have  they  been  held  up, 
And  they  haveferv'd  me  to  eft'e&lefs  ufe. 
Now  all  the  fetvice  I  require  of  them, 
Is,  that  the  one  will  help  to  cut  the  other*. 
Tis  well,  Lavinia,  that  thou  hafl  no  hands. 
For  hands  to  do  Rome  fcrvice  are  but  vain. 

Luc,  Speak,  gentle  lifter,  who  liath  martyr'd  thee  ? 

Mar.  O,  that  delightful  engine  of  her  thoughts. 
That  blabb'd  them  with  fuch  plea(ing  eloquence, 
Is  torn  from  forth  that  pretty  hollow  caf;e. 
Where,  like  a  fw«et  melodious  bird,  it  (ung 
Sweet  various  aotss^  k^chinUBz  every  ear  I 
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Luc.  O,  fay  thoa  for  her,  who  hath  done  this  deed  ? 

Mar.  O,  thus  I  found  her  ftraying  in  the  park. 
Seeking  to  hide  herfelf,  as  doth  the  deer. 
That  hath  recelv'd  fome  unrecuring  wound. 

Tit,  It  was  my  deer  j  and  he  that  wounded  her. 
Hath  hurt  me  more  than  had  he  kilTd  me  dead. 
For  now  Iftand,  as  one  upon  a  rock,. 
Inviron'd  with  a  wildernels  of  fca. 
Who  marks  the  waxing  tide  grow  wave  by  wave  j- 
Expedling  ever  when  fome  envious  furge 
Will  in  his  briniih  bowels  fwailow  him. 
This  way  to  death  my  wretched  fons  are  gone  : 
Here  ftands  my  other  fon,  abanifh'd  man  ; 
And  here  my  brother,  weeping  at  my  woes.. 
But  that  which  gives  my  foul  the  greateft  fpurn. 

Is  dear  Lavinia,  dearer  than  my  foul. 

Had  I  bui  feen  thy  pi<fture  in  this  plight, 
It  would  have  mad'ded  ma.     What  ihall  I  do. 
Now  I  behold  thy  lovely  body  fo  ? 
Thou  haft  no  hands  to  wipe  away  thy  tears, 
Noi  toneue  to  tell  me  who  hath  martyr'd  thee  ; 
Thy  husband  he  is  dead  j  and  for  his  death 
Thy  brother?  are  condemn' d,  and  d^d  by  this* 
Looic,  Marcui  \  ah,  fon  Lueius,  look  on  her  : 
When  I  did  nan.e  her  brothers,  then  fr?(h  tear* 
Stood  on  her  cheeks ;  as  doth  the  honey- dew 
Upon  a  gather'd  lily  almoft  withcr'd. 

Afar.  Perchance' flic  weeps   beciufe  they  kiU'd  her 
Perchance  becaufe  Ae  knows  them  innocent,  [hufband; 

Tit.  If  they  did  kill  thy  husband,  then  be  joyful, 
Becaufe  the  law  hath  ta'n  revenge  on  them^ 
No,  no,  they-wotild  not  do  fofoul  a  deed  j  - 
Witnefs  the  foirow  that  their  fifter  rnakc*.^ 
Gentle  Lavinia,  let  me  kil's  thy  lips. 
Or  make  fome  figns  how  I  may  do  thee  eafe. 
Shall  thy  good  unck,  and  thy  brother  Lucius, 
And  thou,  and  I,  fit  round  about  fome  fountain. 
Looking  all  dowBwards  to  behold  our  cheeks. 
How  they  arc  ftaiu'd  like  meadows  yet  not  dry 
WiUi  ro»*y  fli»<  ieft  on  t]ft«m  by  a  flwd  )  \ 
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id  in  the  fountain  fliall  we  gaze  fo  long, 
I  the  frefh  tafte  be  taken  from  that  cle«rnefi, 
id  made  a  brine-pit  with  our  bitter  tears  ? 
fhall  we  cut  away  our  hands  like  thine  ? 
-  fliall  we  bite  our  tongues,  and  in  dumb  fhews^ 
ifs  the  remainder  of  our  hateful  days  ? 
hat  fliall.  we  do  ?  let  us  that  have  our  tonguef, 
ot  fome  device  of  further  mirei7, 
0  make  us  wond'red  at  in  time  to  come. 
Zuc    Sweet  fathe- ,  ceafe  your  tears  }  for  »t  your  grief 
:e  how  my  wretched  fjfter  fobs  and  weeps. 
Mar.  Patience,  dear  niece  j  good  Titus  dry  thine  eyes* 
Tit,  Ah,  Marcus,  Marcus  !   brother,  well  I  wot, 
?.y  napkin  cannot  drink  a  tear  of  mine  ; 
If  th  )U,  poor  man,  haft  drown'd  it  with  thine  own« 
Luc    Ah,  my  Lavinia,  I  will  wipe  thy  cheeks. 
Ttt.  Mark,  Marcus,  mark;  I  underftand  her  fign«| 
2d  (he  a  tongue  to  fpeak,  now  would  flie  fay 
hat  to  her  brother  which  I  faid  to  thee, 
1$  napkin,  with  his  true  tears  all  bewet,. 
m  do  na  ftrvice  on  her  forrov^ui  cheeks. 
h,  vifhat  a  fympatny  of  woe  is  this  '. 
s  far  fiom  help  as  Limbo  is  from  biifs. 

SCENE     III.  Enter  Aaron. 

^ar.  Titus  Andronicus,  my  Lord  the  Emperor 
'nds  thee  this  word,  that  if  thou  love  thy  fons^ 
et  Marcus,  Lucius,  or  thy  felf,  old  Titus, 
r  any  one  of  you,   chop  off  your  hand> 
ni  fend  it  to  the  King  ;  he  for  the  fame 
'ill  fend  thee  hither  both  thy  fons  alive,, 
nd  that,  fliall  be  the  ranfom  for  their  fault. 
Tit,  Oh,  graci'ius  Emperor!  oh,  gentle  Aaron !' 
'  id  ever  raven  fing  fo  like  a  lark, 
hat  gives  fweet  tidings  of  the  fun's  uprife  ? 
/ith  all  my  heart,  I'll  fend  the  Emperor  my  hand, 
food  Aaron,  wilt  thou  help  to  chop  it  ofi  ? 
Luc.  Stay,  father  ;  for  that  noble  hand  of  thine, 
hat  hath  thrown  down  fo  many  enemies, 
hall  not  be  fent ;  my  hand  will  ferve  the  turn. . 
ly  youth  can  better  fpare  my  blood  than  you. 

And 
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And  therefore  mine  fhall  fave  rry  brothers  lives. 

Mar,  Which  of  your  hands  hath  not  defended  Romi    J 
And  rear'd  aloft  the  bloody  battle-ax. 
Writing  deftrn^lion  on  the  enemies*  caftlef 
Oh,  none  of  both  but  are  of  high  dcfert  s 
My  hand  hath  been  but  idle,  let  it  krve 
To  ranfbm  my  two  nephews  from  their  death  ; 
Then  have  I  kept  it  to  a  worthy  end» 

j!^ar.  Nay,  come,  agree,  whofe  hand  fhall  go  aloi^ 
For  fear  they  die  before  their  pardon  come. 
Mar.  My  hand  (hall  go. 
tiue.  By  heav'n,  it  /hall  i>ot  go. 
Tit.  Sirs,  ftrive  no  more,  fuch  wither*d  herbs  as  thei| 
Are  meet  for  plucking  up,  and  therefore  mine, 

Lt'f.  Sweet  father,  if  I  fhall  be  thought  thy  fon, 
Let  me  redeem  my  brothers  both  from  death, 

Siar,  And  for  our  father*s  fake,,  and  motherVcaf 
Now  let  me  fhew  a  brother's  love  to  thee. 

Tit.  Agree  between  you,  I  will  fpare  my  hand. 
Luc.  Then  I'll  go  fetch  an  ax« 
Mar.  But  I  will  ufe  the  ax. 

[Exeunt  Lucius  and  Marcul 
Tit.  Come  hither,  Aaron,  I'll  deceive  them  both  ;| 
Lend  me  thy  hand,  and  I  will  give  thee  mine. 

jiar.  If  that  be  callM  deceit,  I  will  be  honc^. 
And  never,  whilft  Jlive,  deceive  men  fo,. 
But  I'll  deceive  you  in  another  fort. 
And  that,  you'll  fay,,  ere  half  an  hour  pafs.        \_-4f^A 

[He  cuts  9/ Titus's  ham^ 
Enter  Lucius  and  Marcus  again, 
Tft.  Now  flay  your  flrife  ;  what  fhall  be,  it  difpatch^j 
Good  Aaron,  give  his  Majefty  my  hand; 
Tell  him  it  was  a  hand  that  warded  him  . 
From  thoufand  dangers,   bid  him  bury  it» 
More  hath  it  merited  ;  that  let  it  have. 
As  for  my  fons,   fay,  I  account  of  them 
Ai  jewels  purchas'd  at  an  eafy  price  ; 
And  yet  dear  too,  becaufe  I  bought  mine  own. 

Aar,  I  go,  Andronicus  J  and  for  thy  hand 
Lwok  by  and  by  to  have  thy  fons  with. thee. 

Thffl 
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'heir  heads,  I  mean.— Oh,  how  this  villany     [AJlde, 
)oth  fat  me  with  the  very  thought  of  it! 
,et  fools  do  good,  and  fair  men  call  for  grace, 
Uron  will  have  his  foul  black,  like  his  face.         [Exit, 
S  C  E  N  E     IV. 

'Jit.  O  hear  !— I  lift  this  one  hand  up  to  heav'n, 
Ind  bow  this  feeble  ruin  to  the  earth. 
f  any  powef  pities  wretched  tean, 
To  that  I  call.     What,  wilt  thou  kneel  with  ■me  ? 
)o  then,  dear  heart,  for  heav'n  fliall  hear  our  prayers, 
)r  with  our  fighs,  we'll  breathe  the  welkintlim, 
\nd  ftain  the  fun  with  fogs,  as  fometime  clouds, 
*Vhen  they  do  hug  him  in  their  melting  bofoms. 

Mar.  Oh !  brother,  fpeak  with  poflibilities, 
\nd  do  not  break  into  thefe  woe-extremes. 

Tit,  Is  not  my  forrow  deep,  having  no  bottom  ? 
Then  be  my  paflions  boltdmlefs  with  them. 

Mar.  But  yet  let  reafon  govern  thy  lament* 

Tit.  If  there  were  reafon  for  thefe  miferies. 
Then  into  limits  could  I  bind  my  woes. 
iVhen  heav'n  doth  weep,  doth  not  the  earth  overflow  ? 
[f  the  winds  rage,  doth  not  the  fea  wax  mad, 
rhreat'ning  the  welkin  with  his  big-fwoln  face? 
And  wilt  thou  have  a  reafon  for  this  coil  ? 
I  am  the  fea'§   hark,  how  her  f)ghs  do  blow, 
fib^  is  the  weeping  wel^kin,  I  the  earth. 
Then  mull  my  iVa  be  mov^d  with  our  fighs, 
Then  muft  my  earth  with  hrr  continual  tears 
Become  a  deluge,  overflowed  anddrown'd-; 
For  why,  my  bowels  cannot  hide  her  woes, 
Kut,  like  a  drunkard,  rrjuft  I  vomit  them. 
Then  give  me  leave,  for  lofers  will  have  leave 
To  cafe  their  ftomachs  with  their  bitter  tonguet. 

Enter  a  Meffcnger,  bringing  in  tioo  beads  and  a  band, 

'Mejf.  Worthy  Andronicus,  ill  art  thou  repay'd 
For  that  good  hand  thou  fent'ft  the  Emperor. 
Here  are  the  heads  of  thy  two  noble  fons. 
And  here's  thy  hand  in  fcorn  to  thee  fent  back; 
Thy  griePs  their  fport,  thy  refolution  mock'd. 
That  woe  is  me  to  t^bink  upon  thy  woes,    ' 

More 
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More  than  remembrance  of  my  father's  death.     [£, 

Mar.  Now  let  hot  ^tna  cool  in  Sicily, 
And  be  my  heart  an  ever-burning  hell ! 
Thefe  miferio  are  more  than  may  be  borne  ! 
Toweepvfith  them  that  weep,  doth  eafe  fome  deal; 
Bur  forrow  flouted  at,  is  double  death.  ' 

Lt/c.  Ah,  that  this  fight  fhould  make  fo  deep  a  woui 
And  yet  detefted  life  not  flirink  thereat  ; 
Thai  c-ver  death  fliould  let  Ufe  bear  his  name, 
Where  life  hath  no-more  intercft'but  to  breathe! 

Afar.  Alas,  poor  heart,  that  kife  is  comfortlefs, 
As  frozen  water  to  a  fhirved  fn*Jce. 

Tit.  When  will  this  fearful  flutDbtr  have -an  end? 

Mar-.  Now,  farcwe!,  flattery!  die,  Androntens-j 
Thou  doll  not41umber  J  feelhy  two  fons'  heads. 
Thy  v/arlike  hand,  thy  mangled  daug^iter.'here-] 
Thy  other  banifh'd  fon  with  this  dear  ficht 
Struck  pale  and  bloodlefs  ;  and  thy  brother -I, 
Even  like  a  ftony  image,  cold  and  numb. 
Ah!    now  no  more  will  I  ccntrdul  thy  griefs  j 
Rend  off  thy  filver  hair,  thy  other  hand 
GnawingA^ith  thy  teeth,  and  bethis  difmal  fight 
The  clofing  up  of  your  rroft  wretched  eyes  ! 
Now  is  a  time  t©  ftorm,  why  art  thou  ftill  ? 

Tit.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !■ 

Mar.    Why  doft  thou    laugh  ?  it  fits  not  with   t 

Tit.  Why,  I  havt  not  another  tear  to  fhed.      [hci 
Befides,  "-this  forrow.  is  an  enemy, 
And  would  ufurp  upon'^my  watry  eyes. 
And  makethem  blind  with  tributary  tears. 
Then  which  way  ihall  I  find  Revenge's  cave  ? 
For  thefe  two  heads  do  feem  to  fpcak  to  me. 
And  threat  me,  I  fhall  never  covr.c  to  blifs. 
Till  ail  thefe  mifchiefs  be  return'd  again. 
Even  in  their  throats  that  have  committed  thean. 

C  omc,  let  me  fee,  what  tafk  I  have  to  dc- *»  ■ 

You  heavy  pe(^ple,  circle  me  about, 
That  I  may  turn  me  to  each  one  of  you, 

•  i.  C.  in  fonte  meafure. 

At 
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\ncl  fwear  unto  my  foul  to  right  your  wrongs. 
The  vow  is  made.— —Come,   brother,  take  a  head, 
\nd  in  this  hand  the  other  will  I  bear* 
^avinia,  thou  fhalt  be  em>pIoy'd  in  thefe  things ; 
Bear  thou  my  hand,  Iweet  wench,   between  thy  teeth. 
\s  for  thee,  boy,  go  get  thee  from  my  fight, 
rhou  art  an  exile,  and  thou  muft  not  ftay. 
lie  to  the  Goths,  and  raife  an  army  there  j 
Ind  if  you  love  me,  as  I  think  you  do, 
.et's  kifs  and  part,  for  we  have  much  to  do.    \_Ex8unt. 
SCENE     V.         Manet  Lucius. 

Luc.  Farewel,  Andronicus,  my  noble  father, 
"he  wofull'ft  man  that  ever  liv'd  in  Rome  j 
"arewel,  proud  Rome  j   till  Lucius  come  again, 
le  leaves  his  pledges  dearer  than  his  lifcj 
arewel,  Lavinia,  my  noble  fifter, 
),  would  thou  wert  as  thou  tofore  haft  been ! 
lut  now  nor  Lucius  nor  Lavinia  lives, 
Sut  in  oblivion  and  hateful  griefs  j 
i  Lucius  Ywe,  he  will  requite  your  wrongs, 
^nd  make  proud  Saturninus  and  his  Emprefs 
5eg  at  the  gates,  like  Tarquin  and  his  Queen, 
low  will  I  to  the  Goths,  and  raife  a  power, 
To  be  revenged  on  Rome  and  Saturnine.   [£xz>  Lucius. 

SCENE     VI.     An  apartment  in  Titus' sboufe. 
-^A  banquet. 
r«fer  Titus,  Marcus,  Lavinia,  and  young  Lucius,  a  boy. 

lit.  So,  fo,  now  fit  J  and  look  you  eat  no  more 
i'han  will  preferve  juft  fo  much  ftrength  in  us 
is  will  revenge  thefe  bitter  woes  of  ours. 
•larcus,  unknit  that  forrow-wreathen  knot ; 
i'hy  niece,  and  I,  poor  creatures,  want  our  hands, 
knd  cannot  paflionate  our  tenfold  grief 
Vith  folded  arms.     This  poor  right  hand  of  mine 
s  left  to  tyrannize  upon  my  breaft  ; 
ind  when  my  heart,  all  mad  with  mifery, 
leats  in  this  hollow  priPan  of  my  flefh, 

;"hen  thus  I  thump  it  down.' 

i'hou  map  of  woe,   that  thus  doft  talk  in  figns  ! 
Vhen  thy  poor  heart  beats  with  outrageous  beating. 

Vol.  VI.  S  Thou 
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Thou  canft  not  ftrike  it  thus  to  make  it  ftill; 
Wound  it  with  fighing,  girl,  kill  it  with  groans  j 
Or  get  fome  little  knife  between  thy  teeth. 
And  juft  againft  thy  heart  make  thou  a  hole. 
That  all  the  tears  that  thy  poor  eyes  let  fall. 
May  run  into  that  fink,  and  foaking  in, 
Drown  the  lamenting  fool  in  fea-falt  tears. 

Mar.  Fie,  brother,  fie,  teach  her  not  thus  to  lay 
Such  violent  hands  upon  her  tender  life. 

Tit.  How  now  !    has  forrow  made  thee  dote  already 
"Why,  Marcus,  no  man  fhould  be  mad  but  I. 
"What  violent  hands  can  fhe  lay  on  her  life  ? 
Ah,  wherefore  doft  thou  urge  the  name  of  hands,— 
To  bid  ^neas  tell  the  tale  twice  o'er, 
How  Troy  was  burnt,  and  he  made  miferable  ? 
O  handle  not  the  theme  5  no  talk  of  hands,—— 
Left  we  remember  ftill  that  we  have  none. 
Fie,  fie,  how  franticly  I  fquare  my  talk. 
As  if  we  fliould  forget  we  had  no  hands. 
If  Marcus  did  not  name  the  word  of  hands  ? 
Come,  let's  fall  to,  and  gentle  girl,  eat  this. 
Here  is  no  drink ;    hark,  Marcus,  what  fhe  fays, 
lean  interpret  all  her  martyr'd  figns. 
She  fays,  ihe  drinks  no  other  drink  but  tears, 
Brew'd  with  her  forrows,  mafh'd  upon  her  cheeks : 
Speechlefs  complaint  ! — O,  I  will  learn  thy  thought ; 
In  thy  dumb  adtion  will  I  be  as  perfeft. 
As  begging  hermits  in  their  holy  prayers. 
Thou  fhalt  not  figh,  nor  hold  thy  ftumps  to  heav*n, 
Nor  wink,  nor  nod,  nor  kneel,  nor  make  a  fign. 
But  I  of  thefe  will  reft  an  alphabet. 
And  by  ftill  praftice  learn  to  know  thy  meaning. 

Boy,  Good  grandfire,  leave  thefe  bitter,  deep  lament 
Make  my  aunt  merry  with  fome  pleafing  tale. 

Mar.  Alas,  the  tender  boy,  in  paflion  mov'd. 
Doth  weep  to  fee  his  grandfire' s  heavinefs  ! 

Tit.  Peace,  tender  fapling  j  thou  art  made  of  tears 
And  tears  will  quickly  melt  thy  life  away. 

[Marcusy?r;/^«  the  dip  nvith  a  knij 
What  doft  thou  ftrike  at,  Marcus,  with  thy  knife? 
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Mar*  At  that  that  I  have  kill'd,  my  Lord,  a  fly. 
TVf.  Out  on  thee,  murderer  ;  thou  kiU'il  my  heart ; 
4ine  eyes  are  cloy'd  with  view  of  tyranny  ; 
L  deed  of  death  done  on  the  innocent 
ecomes  not  Titus'  brother  5  get  thee  gon?, 
fee  thou  art  not  for  my  company. 
Mar.  Alas,  my  Lord,  I  have  but  kill'd  a  fly, 
tit.  But  ? — how  if  that  fly  had  a  father  and  mother  ? 
[ow  would  he  hang  his  flender  gilded  wings, 
nd  buzz  laments  and  dolings  in  the  air  ? 
oor  barmlefs  fly, 

hat  with  his  pretty  buzzing  melody, 
ame  here  to  make  us  merry  j 
md  thou  haft  kill'd  him. 

Mar.  Pardon  me,  Sir  ;  it  was  s  black  ilUfavouir'd  fly, 
ike  tethe  Emprefs  Moor  j  therefore  I  kill'd  him. 
Ttt.  O,  O,  O, 

hen  pardon  me  for  reprehending  thee, 
;r  thou  haft  done  a  charitable  deed. 
ive  me  thy  knife,  I  will  infult  on  him, 
attering  myfelf,  as  if  it  were  the  Moor 
3me  hither  purpofely  to  poifon  me. 
here's  for  thyfelf,  and  that's  for  Tamcra. 
et  flill  I  think  we  are  not  brought  fo  low, 
ut  that  between  us  we  can  kiil  a  fly. 
hat  comes  in  likenefsjof  a  coal-black  Moor. 
Mar,  Alas,  poor  man,  grief  has  fo  wrought  on  him> 
2  takes  falfe  fliadows  for  true  fubflances. 
)me,  take  away  j  Lavinia,  go  with  me  j 
1  to  thy  clofet,  and  go  read  with  thee 
d  ftories  chanced  in  the  times  of  old, 
ime,  boy,  and  go  with  me  }  thy  fight  is  young, 
!id  thou  /halt  read^  when  mine  begins  to  dazzle. 

\Exmnt» 


ACT 
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A  C  T    IV.        S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Titus'"  s  houfe. 

Enter  young  LvlcIms,  and  hz^miz.  running  after  him  ^  an 
the  hey  Jiies  from  her^  with  his  books  under  his  art. 
Enter  Titus  and  Marcus. 

Boy.    V  TELP.  grandfire,  help  ;  my  aunt  Lavinia 

Ex    Follows  me  every  where,  1  know  not  wh; 
Good  uncle  Marcus,  fee  how  fwift  fhe  comes : 
Alas,  fweet  aunt,   I  know  not  what  you  mean  ! 

Mar.  Stand  by  me,  Lucius,  do  not  fear  thy  aunt. 

Tit.  I; he  loves  thee,  boy,  too  well  to  do  thee  ham 

Boy.  Afi  when  my  father  was  in  Rome,  fhe  did. 

Mar.  Whst  means  my  niece  Lavinia  by  thefe  figns 

Tit.  Fear  thou  not,  Lucius,  fomewhat  doth  ihe  mear 
See,  Lucius,  fee  how  much  /he  makes  of  thee: 
Some  whither  would  fhe  have  thee  go  with  her. 
Ah,  boy,  Cornelia  never  v/lth- more  care 
Read  to  her  fons,  than  fhe  hath  read  to  thee. 
Sweet  poetry,  and  Tally's  oratory. 
Canfl  thou  not  guefs  wherefore  fhe  plies  thee  thus  ? 

Foy.   My  L'jrd,   I  know  not,   I,  nor  can  I  guefs, 
Unlefs  fome  fit  of  frenzy  do  poflefs  her  : 
For  I  have  heard  my  grandfire  fay  full  oft, 
Extremity  of  grief  would  make  men  mad. 
And  I  have  read,  that  Hecuba  of  Troy 
Ran  mad  through  forrow  ;  that  made  me  to  fear; 
Although,  my  Lord,  I  know  my  noble  aunt 
Loves  me  as  dear  as  e'er  my  mother  did  j 
And  would  not,  but  in  fury,  fright  my  youth  ; 
■Which  made  me  down  to  throw  my  books,  and  fly, 
Caufelefs  perhaps :  but  pardon  me,  fweet  aunt  j 
And,  Madam,  if  my  uncle  Marcus  go, 
I  will  mofl  willingly  attend  your  Ladyfhip. 

Mar.  Lucius,  I  will. 

Tit.  How  now,  Lavinia  ?  Marcus,  what  means  thi 
Some  book  there  is  that  fhe  defires  to  fee. 
Which  is  it,  girl,  of  thefe  ?  open  them,  boy. 
But  thcu  art  deeper  read,  and  better  skill'd; 

Com 
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ome,  and  make  choice  of  all  my  library, 
.nd  fo  beguile  thy  forrow,  till  the  heav'ns 
eveal  the  damn'd  contriver  of  this  deed. 
>'  hat  book  ? 

'"hy  lifts  fhe  up  her  arms  in  fequence  thus  ? 
Mar.  I  think  /he  means  that  there  was  more  than  one 
onfederate  in  the  fadl.     Ay,  more  there  was  j 
r  elfe  to  heav'n  fhe  heaves  them  for  revenge. 
Tit.   Lucius,  what  book  is  that  fhe  tcfles  fo  ? 
Boy.  Grandfire,  'tis  Ovid's  Metamorphofes  5  . 
'y  mother  gave  it  me. 
Alar.  For  love  of  her  that's  gone,  • 
:iliaps  fhe  cull'd  it  from  among  the  ref^, 
Tit.  Soft !  fee  how  bufily  fhe  turns  the  leaves  ! 
elp  her  :-  what  would  fhe  find  ?  Lavinia,  fhall  I  read  ? 
his  is  thetragic  tale  of  Philomel, 
nd  treats  of  Tereus'  treafon,  and  his  rape; 
nd  rape,   I  fear,  was  root  of  thine  annoy.  [leaves. 

Mar.  See,  brother,  fee  j  note  how  fhe  quotes    the 
T/r.  Lavinia,  wert  thou  thus  furpris'd,  fweet  girl, 
ivifh'd  and  wrong'd  as  Philomela  was, 
)rc'd  in  the  ruthlefs,  vaft,  and  gloomy  woods? 
e,  fee,' 

jr,  fuch  a  place  there  is  where  we  did  hunt,  , 
)  had  we  never,  never,  hunted  there  !) 
ittern'd  by  that  the  po^t  here  defcribes,  , 
(  nature  made  for  murders  and  for  rapes. 
Mar.  O,  why  fhould  Nature  build  fo  foul  a  den, 
nlefs  the  gods  delight  in  tragedies  ! 
Tit.  Give   figns,  fweet  girl,    for  here  are  none  but 
hat  Roman  Lord  it  was  durfl  do  the  deed  :     [friends, 
•  flunk  not  Saturnine,  as  Tarquin  erfl, 
lat  left  the  camp  to  fin  in  Lucrece'  bed  ? 
Mar.  Sit  down,  fweet  nie^e  ;  brother,  fit  down  by  me, 
Jollo,  Pallas,  Jove,  or  Mercury, 
fpire  me,  that  I  may  this  treafon  find. 
yLord,  look  here  j  look  here,  Lavinia. 

[He  ivrites  Hs  name  with  hisjiaff,  andguideiit 
ivith  hhfiet  and  mouth, 
lis  fandy  plot  is  plain  3  guide,  ifthgucanfl, 

S  3  This 
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This  after  me,  when  I  have  writ  my  name. 
Without  the  help  of  any  hand  at  all. 
Curs'd  be  that  heart  that  forc'd  us  to  this  fiiift ! 
Write  thou,  good  niece;  and  heredifplay,  at  leaft. 
What  God  will  have  difcover'd  for  revenge  ; 
Heav'n  guide  thy  pen,  to  print  thy  forrows  plain. 
That  we  may  know  the  traitors  and  the  truth ! 

[She  takes  the  jiaff  in  her  mouthy  and  guides  i 
nvith  her  JiumpSy  andiurites. 
Tit.  Oh,  do  you  read,  my  Lord,  what  fhe  hath  writ 
Stuprumy  Chiron,  Demetrius, 

Mar.  What,  what! the  luftful  fons  of  Tamora 

Performers  of  this  hateful  bloody  deed  ? 

Tit.  Magne  Regnator  poliy 
Tarn  lentus  attdis  fcelera  !  tarn  lentus  vides  ! 

Mar.  Oh,  calm  thee,  gentle  Lord  ;  although  I  knc. 
There  is  enough  written  upon  this  earth 
To  ftir  a  mutiny  in  the  mildeft  thoughts. 
And"  arm  the  minds  of  infants  to  exclaims. 
My  Lord,  kneel  down  with  me  :  Lavinia,  kneel  ; 
And  kneel,  fweet  boy,  the  Roman  Heaor's  hope. 
And  fwear  with  me,   (as  with  the  wofiil  peer. 
And  father  of  that  chafte  difhonour'd  dame. 
Lord  Junius  Brutus  f%vare  for  Lucrece'  rape) 
That  we  will  profecute  (by  good  advice)        ^ 
Mortal  revenge  upon  thefe  traiterous  Goths  ; 
And  fee  their  Wood,  or  die  with  this  reproach. 

Tit.  'Tis  fore  enough,  if  you  knew  how. 
But  if  you  hurt  thefe  bear-whelps,  then  beware, 
The  dam  will  wake  ;  and  if  fhe  wind  you  once. 
She's  with  the  lion  deeply  ftill  in  league  ; 
And  lulls  him  whilft  fhe  playeth  on  her  back. 
And,  when  he  fleeps,  will  ffie  do  Avhat  flie  lift. 
You're  a  young  huntfman,  Marcus,  let  it  alone  ; 
And  come,  I  will  go  get  a  leaf  of  brafs. 
And  with  a  gad  of  fteel  will  write  thefe  words. 
And  lay  it  by  j  the  angry  northern  wind 
Will  blow  thefe  fands,  like  Sibyl's  leaves,  abroad. 
And  Where's  your  leffon  then  ?  Boy,  what  fay  you  I 
Boy.  I  fay,  my  Lord,  that  if  I  WMC  a  rMfi, 
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rhe'ir  mother's  bed-chamber  fhould  not  be  fafe, 
for  thefe  bad  bond-men  to  the  yoke  of  Rome. 

Mur.  Ay,  that's  my  boy  !  thy  father  hath  full  oft 
For  this  ungrateful  country  done  the  like. 
Soy.  And,  uncle,  fo  svill  I,  an'  if  I  live. 

Tit.  Come,  go  with  me  into  my  armoury . 
Lucius,  I'll  fit  thee  ;  and  withal,  my  boy 
'Shall  carry  fi-om  me  to  the  Emprefs'  fons 
'Prefents  that  I  intend  to  fend  them  both. 
Come,  come,  thouMt  do  my  melTage,  wilt  thou  not? 

Boy.  Ay,   with  my  dagger  in  their  bofom,  grandfire. 

Tit.  No,  boy,  not  fo  ;  I'll  teach  thee  another  courfe. 
tavinia,  come  ;  Marcus,  look  to  my  houfe  : 
Lucius  and  I'll  go  brave  it  at  the  court  j 
Ay,  marry,  will  we.  Sir  j  and  we'll  be  waited  on. 

[Exeunt, 

Mar.  O  heavens,  can  you  hear  a  good  man  grone. 
And  not  relent,  or  not  compafTion  him  ? 
Marcus,  attend  him  in  his  ecftafy. 
That  hath  more  fears  of  forrow  in  his  heart. 
Than  foe-mens'  marks  upon  his  batter'd  Hiield  ; 
But  yet  fo  juft,  that  he  will  not  revenge  ; 
Revenge  thee,  heav'ns !   for  old  Andrcnicus.  [Exit, 

SCENE     II.  Changes  to  the  palace. 

Eater  Aaron,  Chiron,  and  Demetrius,  at  one  door  ;  and 

at  another   door,  young  Lucius,    and  another^  ivith  a 

bundle  of  weapons y^  and  verfes  ivrit  upon  them. 

Chi.  Demetrius,  here's  the  fon  of  Lucius: 
He  hath  fome  meflage  to  deliver  us. 

Jlar.  Ay,  fome  mad  melTige  from  his  mad  grandfather* 

Boy.  My  Lords,  with  all  the  humblenefs  I  may, 
I  greet  your  Honours  from  Andronicus ; 
And  pray  the  Roman  gods  confound  you  both. 

Dem.  Gramercy,  lovely  Lucius,  what's  the  news  ? 

Boy.  That  you  are  both  decypher'd  (that*s  the  news) 
For  villains  mark'd  with  rape.     May  it  pleafe  you. 
My  grandfire,  well  advis'd,  hath  fent  by  me 
The  goodlief^  weapons  of  his  armoury. 
To  gratify  your  honourable  youth,   \ 
The  hope  oi  Rome ;  for  fo  he  bade  me  fay : 
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And  To  I  do,  and  with  his  gifts  prefent 
Vour  Lordfhips,  that  v-lienever  you  have  nee^, 
Yoii  may  be  artTied  and  appointed  well. 
And  fo  I  leave  you  both,  like  bloody  villains,        [£'x;>.[ 
Dem.  What's  here  ?  a  Icrowl,  and.vvritt.en  round. about?] 
Let's  fee. 

Integer  'vit^e,  fcehr'ifquepurus^  . 
Noil  (get  Mauri  jacuHs  nee  arcu. 

Chi.  O,  'tis  a  verfe  in  Horace,  I  know  it  well  ; 
I  read  it  in  the  Grammar  long  ago. 

Aar.  Ay,  j\ift  ; a  verle  in  Horace — . — right  yaa 

have  it 

Now,  what  a  thing,  it  is  to  be  an  afs ! 

Here's  no  fond  jert  ;  th'  old  man  hath  found  their  guilt,.. 

And  fends  the  weapons  wrapp'd  about  with  iines, 

That  wound,  beyond  their  feeling,  to  the  quick. 

But  were  our  witty  Emprefs  well  a-foot. 

She  v/ould  applaud  Andronicus'  conceit  ; 

But  let  her  reft  in. her  unrefl:  a  while. 

And  now,  young  Lards,  was't  not  a  h?ppy  ftar 

Led  us  to  Rome  ftrangers,  and  more  than  fo, 

CaptjvcF,  to  be  advanced  to  this  height  ? 

It  did  me  good  before  the  •palace-gate. 

To  brave  the  Tribune  in  his  brother's  hearing,   . 

Dim.  But  me  more  good,  to  fee  fo  great  a  Lord 
Bafely  innnuate,  and  fend  us  gilts. 

Aar,  Had' he  not  reafon.  Lord  Demetrius  ? 
Did  you  not  ufe  his  daughter  very  friendly  ? 

Dim.  I  would  we  had  a  thoufand  Reman  dames. 
At  fuch  a  bay,  by  turn  to  ferve  our  luft. 

Chi,  A  charitable  wifh,  and  full  of  love. 

Aar,  Here  lacketh  but  your  mother  to  fay  Amen. 

Chi.  And  that  would  llie  for  twenty  thoufand  more^ 

Dem.  Come,  let  us. go,  and  pray  to  all  the  gods 
For  our  beloved  mother  in  her  pains. 

Aar.  Pray   to  the  devils  j  the  gods  have  given  us  o- 
ver.  [Flouri/h, 

Dem.  "Why  do  the  Emp'ror's  trumpets  flourifh  thus  ? 

Chi.  Belike,  forjoythe  Emp*ror  hath  a  fon. 

,  Pern,  Soft,  who  comes  here .'' 

SCENE 
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Enter  Nurfey  ivith-  a  Black-a-moor  chi!d» 
Niir.  Good-morrow,  Lords  : 
0,  tell  me,  did  you  fee  Aaron  the  Moor  ? 

Aar.  Well,  more  or  kfs,  or  ne'er  a  whit  at  all, 
4eie  Aaron  is,  and  what  with  Aaron  now  ? 
Nur.  O  gentle  Aaron,  we  are  all  undone  ;. 
■>Iow  help,  or  woe  betide  thee  evermore  ! 

Aar.  Why,  what  a  caterwauhng  doft  thou  keep  ? 
iV'hat  doft  tiiou  wrap  and  fumble  in  thine  arms  ? 

Nur.  O  that  which  I  would  hide  from  heav'n*s  eye  ; 
3ur  Emprefs'  fhame,  and  ftately  Rome's  difgrace, 
jhe  is  deliver' d,  Lords,  ilie  is  delivcr'di 
Aar.  To  whom  ? 

Nur.  I  mean  fhe  is  brought  to  bed.- 
Aar.  Well,  God  give  her  good  reft  ! 
vVhat  hath  he  fent  her  ? 
Nur,  A' devil. 

y^j?r.  Why,  then  five  is  the  devil's  dam  :  a  joyful  iffue, . 
Nur.  A  joylefs,  difmal,  black,  and  forrowful  iffue. 
""ere  is  the  babe,  as  lothfome  ab  a  toad, 
-mongft  the  faireft  breeders  of  our  clime. 
The  Emprefs  fends  it  thee,  thy  ftamp,  thy  feal  ; 
j\iid  bids  thee  chriften  it  with  thy  dagger's  point, 

Aar    Out,  out,  you  whore  !  is  black  fo  bafe  a  hue  ?' 
Bv/eet  blowfe,  you  areji  beauteous  bloffom,  fure.  | 

Dem.  Villain,  wharhaft  thou  done  ?  '; 

Aar.  That  which  thou  canft  not  undo* 
Chi.  Thou  haft  undone  our  mother. 
Dem.   Woe  to    her  chance,  and  damn'd   her  lothed 
Accurs'd  the  offspring  of  lb  foul  a  fiend!  [choice, 

Chi.  It  ihall  not  live. 
Aar.  It  (hall  not  die. 

Nur.  Aaron,  it  muft  ;  the  mother  wills  it  fo. 
Aar.  Wh?.tj  muft  it,  nurfe  ?  then  let  no  man  but  I 
Do  execution  on  my  flefh  and  blood, 

Dem.  ni  broach  the  tadpole  on  my  rapier's  point. 
Nurfe,  give  it  me,  my  fword  (hall  foon  difpatch  it. 

Aar.  Sooner  this  fword  Ihall  plow  thy  bowels  up.  ■ 

Stay,  murth'xous  villains;,  will  ycu  kill  your  brother  ? 
'  Now, 
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Now,  by  the  burning  tapers  cf  the  fky, 

That  flione  fo  brightly  when  this  boy  was  gotj. 

He  dies  upon  my  fcymitar's  fharp  point. 

That  touches  this  my  firft-born  fon  and  heir, 

I  tell  you,  younglings,  not  Enccladus, 

With  all  his  threat' ning  band  of  Typhon's  brood. 

Nor  great  Akides,  nor  the  god  of  war. 

Shall  feize  this  prey  out  cf  his  father's  hands. 

What,  what,  y'unfanguine  fhillow-hearted  boys,. 

Ye  white-lim'd  walls,  ye  alehoufe  painted  figns. 

Coal-black  is  better  than  another  hue  ; 

In  that  it  fcorns  to  bear  another  hue  ; 

For  all  the  water  in  the  ocean 

Can  never  turn  the  fwan's  black  legs  to  white. 

Although  fhe  lave  them  hourly  in  the  flood,. 

Tell  the  Emprefs  from  me,  lam  of  age 

To  keep  mine  own  ;  excufe  it  how  Ihe  can. 

Dem.  Wilt  thou  betray  thy  noble  miftrefs  thus  ? 
y^ar.  My  miftrefs  is  my  miftrefs  ;  this,  myfelf  j 
The  vigour  and  the  pifture  of  my  youth. 
This  before  all  the  world  do  I  prefer  j 
This,  maugre  all  the  v^orld,  will  I  keep  fafe  j 
Or  fome  of  you  fhall  fmoke  for  it  in  Rome. 
Dem.  By  tbisour  mother  is  for  ever  fham'd* 
Chi,  Rome  will  defpife  her  for  this  foul  efcape. 
jSfur.  The  Emp'ror  in  his  rage  will  doom  her  death.. 
Chi.  I  bluih  to  think  upon  this  ignominy. 
Aar.  Why,  there's  the  privilege  your  beauty  bears. 
Fie,  treacherous  hue,  that  will  betray  with  blufhing 
The  ciofe  ena£ts  and  counfels  of  the  heart ! 
Here's  a  young  lad  fram'd  of  another  leer  j 
Look  how  the  black  flave  fmiles  upon  the  father  ; 
As  who  fhould  fay,  Old  lad,  I  am  thine  own. 
He  is  your  brother.  Lords  :  fenfibly  fed 
Of  that  felf-blood  that  iirft  gave  life  to  you^ 
And  from  that  womb  where  you  imprifon'd  were. 
He  is  infranchifed,  and  come  to  light. 
Nay,  he's  your  brother  by  the  furer  fide, 
Although  my  feal  is  flamped  on  his  face. 

Nur.  Aaron,  what  fhail  I  fay  unto  the  Emprefs  ? 
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Dem.  Advife  thee,  Aaron,  what  is  to  be  done, 
\nd  we  will  all  fuLfcribe  to  thy  advice, 
iave  thou  the  child,  fo  we  may  be  all  fafe, 

Aar.  Then  fit  we  down,  and  let  us  all  confult, 
vly  fon  and  I  will  have  the  v/Ind  of  you. 
Ccep  there  :   now  talk  at  pleafure  of  your  fafety; 

[They  Jit  on  the  ground. 

Dent.  How  many  women  faw  this  child  of  his  ? 

Aar^Nhy  fo,  brave  Lords ;  when  we  all  join  inleague, 

am  a  lamb  ;  but  if  you  brave  the  Moor, 
The  chafed  boar,  the  mountain-lionefs. 
The  ocean  fwells  not  fo  as  Aaron  ftorms. 
5ut  fay  again,  how  many  faw  the  child  ?     - 

iVi^r.  Cornelia  the  midwife,  and  myfelf— — 
i.nd  no  one  elk  but  thedeliver'd  Emprefs. 

^  Aar.  The  emprefs,  the  midwife,  and  yourfelf 

"wo  may  keep  counfel,  when  the  third's  away. 

Jo  to  the  Emprefs,  tell  her,  this  I  faid—  [He  kills  her, 

Veek, — week  ! — fo  cries  a  pig  prepared  to  the  fpit. 

Dem,  What  mean'ft  thou,  Aaron  :  wherefore  didft 
thou  this  ? 

^r  O  Lord,  Sir,  'tis  a  deed  of  policy, 
hall  ilie  live  to  betray  this  guilt  of  ours  ? 
^  long-tongu'd  babling  goflip  ?  no.  Lords,  no. 
^nd  now  be  it  known  to  you  my  full  intent  : 
<ot  far,  one  MuliteusHves,  my  countryman  ; 
Us  wife  but  yefternight  was  brought  to  bed  j 
lis  child  is  like  to  her,  fair  as  you  are. 
'0  pack  with  him,  and  give  the  mother  gold, 
^nd  tell  them  both  the  circumftance  of  all  ; 
ind  how  by  this  their  child  fliall  be  aivanc'd, 
tndbe  received  for  the  Emp'ror's  heir, 
^nd  fubftituted  in  the  place  of  mine, 

0  calm  this  tempeft  whirling  in  the  court  j 
ind  let  the  Emp'ror  dandle  him  for  his  own. 
lark  ye,  my  Lords,  ye  fee  I  have  given  her  phyfic, 
^nd  you  muft  needs  bei^ow  her  funeral. 

he  fields  are  near,  and  you  are  gallant  grooms. 

his  done,  fee  that  you  take  no  longer  days, 

ut  fend  the  midwife  prefently  to  mr. 

The 
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The  midwife  and  the  nurfe  v/ell  made  away, 
Then  let  the  ladies  tattle  what  they  pleafe. 

Chi.  Aaron,  I  fee  thou  wilt  not  trull  the  air 
With  fecrets. 

Dem.  For  this  cars  of  Tamora, 
Herfelf  and  her's  are  highly  bound  to  thee.         [Exeni 
■.  j^r.  Now  to  the  Goths,  as  fwift  as  fwallow  flie^; 
There  to  difpofe  this  treafure  in  my  arms, 
And  lecretly  to  greet  the  Emprefs'  friends. 
Come  on,  you  thick'd-lip  flave,  I  bear  you  hence. 
For  it  is  you  that  put  us  to  our  /hJfts. 
I'll  make  you  feed  on  berries,  and  on  roots. 
And  feaft  on  curds  and  whey,  and  fuck  the  goat. 
And  cabbin  in  a  cave  ;  and  bring  you  up 
To  be  a  warrior,  and  command  a  camp,  [Exi 

S  C'    £  N  E     IV.       AJireet  near  the  palace. 
Enter  Titus,  old  Marcus,  young  Lucitis,  and  other  Ge. 

tlcmen  ivith  bowi ;  and  Titus  bean  the  arrows  ivi. 

letters  on  the  end  of  them. 

Tit.  Come,  Marcus,    come  j    kinfmen,    this  is  tl 
Sir  boy,  now  let  me  fee  your  archery,  [wa; 

Look,  ye  draw  home  enough,  and  'tis  there  ftraight. 

Terras  afraa  reli<juit be  you  remember'd.  Ma 

cu>>.. 

She's  gone,  /he's  fled Sirs,  take  you  to  your  tools 

You,  coufins,  fhall  go  found  the  ocean. 

And  cafl:  your  nets  ;  haply  you  may  find  her  in  the  fe 

Yet  there's  as  little  jiiftice  as  at  land 

No,  Publius  and  Sempronius  j  you  muft  do  it, 

'Tis  you  muft  dig  with  mattock  and  with  fpade. 

And  pierce  the  inmofl  centre  of  the  earth. 

Then,  when  you  come  to  Pluto's  region, 

I  pray  you  deliver  this  petition  j 

Tell  him  it  is  for  juftice,  and  for  aid  j 

And  that  it  comes  from  old  Andronicus, 

Shaken  with  forrows  in  ungrateful  Rome. 

Ah,  Rome! Well,  well,  I  made  thee  miferable, 

What  time  I  threw  the  people's  fuffrages 
On  him  that  thus  doth  tyrannize  o'er  me. 
Go,  get  you  gone,  and  pray  be  careful  all. 

At 
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And  leave  you  not  a  man  of  v/?.r  unfesrch'd. 
This  wicked  Emperor  inay  liavc  iijipp'd  her  hence 
And,  kinlmcn,  then  we  niay  go  pipe  for  jufiite. 

Mar,  Oh  PubUus,  ij  not  this  a  h-javy  cafe. 
To  fee  thy  noble  uncle  thus  dif^ra<;l:  ? 

Pub.  llierefore,  n'>y  Lord,  ii  highlyus  concerijj 
By  day  and  night  t'attc:nd  hini  carefuliy  i 
And  feed  his  humour  kindly  as  \vc  iray, 
rill  tin:ie  beget  fo:nc  careful  remedy. 

Miir.  Kinfman,  hisforrovvs  are  pa(t  remedy, 
foin  with  the- Goth?,  and  with  :evenaeful  war 
fake  wr^ak  on  Rome  for  this  ingratitude, 
^nd  vengeance  on  the  traitor  Saturnine. 

I'it.  Fublius,  how  now?  how  now,  my  mafleis  • 
kVhatj'have  you  met  with  her  ? 

Pub.  No,  my  good  Lord  j  but  Pluto  fends  you  word 
f  you  will  have  Revenge  from  hell,  you  fhalJ. 
vlarry,  for  Juftice,  (he  is  now  employ'd, 
•le  thinks,  with  Jove  in  heav'n,  or  fcmewhere  elfs  : 
;lo  that  perforce  yim  muft-needs  fray  a  time. 

Tit.  He  doth  me  wrong  to  feed  me  with  delays, 
'11  dive -into  the  bur-ning  lake  below, 
^nd  pull  herout  of  Aclieron  by  the  heels. 
*larcus,- we  are  but  flirubs,ro  cedais  we, 
^obig-bon'd  men,  fram'd  of  tlie  Cyclops'  fizt; 
»ut  meral,  Marcus,  ft€el  to  th'  very  back.: 
'et  wrung  with  wrongs,  moi'e than  our  backs  can  bear, 
^nd  fith  there  is  no  juftice  xn  earth  or  hell, 
Ve  will  folicit  heav'n,  and  move  the  gods, 
."o  fend  down  juftice  for  to  wreak  our  wrongs. 
'ome,  to  this  gear  j  your' re  a  good  archer,  Marcus. 

[Eegi'ves  them  the  arrotvi* 
UJoveviy  that's  for  you — here,  ad  Apollincm — 
UMartem^  that's  for  myfelf  ; 
lere,  boy,  to  Pallas— here,  to  Mercury  — 
'o  Saturn  and  to  Ccelus — not  to  Saturnine — 
^ou  were  as  good  to  fhoot  againft  the  wind, 
'o  it,  boy  J    Marcus,  Icofe  when  1  bid. 
I'  my  word,  I  have  written  to  efFed, 
'here's  not  a  god  left  unfollcited. 
Vol.  VI.  T  Mtk 
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T/.ar.  Kinfmen,  ilioot  all  your  fLafts  into  the  court  j 
We  will  affli£l  the  Emperor  in  his  pride.        {T'heyjhcoi 

Tit.  Now,  mafters,  draw  ;  oh,  well  faid,  Lucius, 
Good  boy,  in  Virgo's  lap,  give  it  Pallas. 

A4ar.  My  Lord,  I  am  a  mils  beyond  the  moon  \ 
Your  letter  is  with  Jupiter  by  this. 

Tit.  Ha,  ha,  Publius,  Publius,  what  haft  thou  done 
See,  fee,  thou'ftfhot  off  one  of  Taurus'  horns. 

Mar.  This   was  the  fport,  my  Lord  ;  when  Publiu 
The  bull  being  gall'd,  gave  Aries  fuch  a  knock,   [flio' 
That  down  fell  both  the  ram's  horns  in  the  court. 
And  who  fliould  find  them  but  the  Emprefs'  villain. 
Shelaugh'd,  and  told  the  Moor,  he  Ihould  not  chufe 
But  give  them  to  his  matter  for  a  prefent. 

Tit.  Why,  there  it  goes.  God  give  your  LordAip  jo' 
Enter  a  clcnon  tvith  a  baiktt  and  tivo pigeons. 
News,  news  from  heav'n  5  Marcus,  the  poft  is  come. 
Sirrah,  what  tidings .''  have  you  any  letters  } 
Shall  I  havejuftice?  what  fays  Jupiter"? 

■Cloivn.  Who?  the  gibbet--maker  i*  he  fays  that  1 
hath  taken  them  down  again,  for  the  man  muft  not 
hang'd  till  the  next  week. 

Tit.  Tut,  what  fays  Jupiter,  I  alk  thee  ? 

Cl<nvn.  Alas,  Sir,  I  know  not  Jupiter  j 
I  never  drank  with  him  in  all  my  life. 

Tit.  Why,  villain,  art  not  thou  the  carrier  ? 

Clown,  Ay,  of  my  pigeons.  Sir  5  nothing  tKe, 

Tit.  Why,  didft  thou  not  come  from  heav'n  ? 

Cloivn.  From  heav'n  ?  alas.  Sir,  I  never  came  thei 
God  forbid  I  fhould  be  fo  bold  to  prefs  into  heav'n 
my  young  days.     Why,  I  am  going  with  my  pigeo 
to  the  Tribunal  Plebs,*  to  take  up  a  matter  of  bra' 
betwixt  my  uncle  and  one  of  the  Emperial's  men. 

Mar.  Why,  Sir,  that  is  as  fit  as  can  be  to  ferve  i 
your  oration,  and  let  him  deliver  the  pigeons  to  the  Ei  • 
peror  from  you. 

Tit.  Tell  me,  can  you  deliver  an  oration  to  the  Er 
peror  with  a  grace  .-' 

*  He  means  to  fay,Txi\>xinMS  Plebis. 

CUn 
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Clown.  Nay,  truly.  Sir,  I  could  never  fay  grace  in  all 
my  life. 

lit.  Sirrah,  come  hither,  make  no  more  ado. 
But  give  your  pigeons  to  the  Emperor, 
By  me  thou  fhalt  have  juftice  at  his  hands. 

Hold,  hold -mean  while,  here's  money  forthychar- 

Give  me  a  pen  and  ink.  [gcs« 

Sirrah,  can  you  with  a  grace  deliver  a  fupplication  ? 

Clown.  Ay,  Sir. 

Tit.  Then,  here  is  a  fupplication  for  you  :  and  whea 
you  come  to  him,  at  the  firfl  approach  you  muft'kneel, 
then  kifs  his  foot,  then  deliver  up  your  pigeons,  and  then 
look  for  your  reward.  Fil  be  at  hand.  Sir  j  fee  you  do 
it  bravely. 

Clown.  I  warrant  you.  Sir,  let  me  alone. 

Tit.  Sirrah,  halt  thou  a  knife  ?  Come,  let  me  fee  it« 
i^cre,  Marcus,  fold  it  in  the  oration, 
Tor  thou  haft  made  it  like  an  humble  fuppljajlt  j 
f^nd  when  thou  haft  given  it  th<*  Errperor, 
iCnock  at  my  dcoi',  and  teii  me  what  he  (ays, 

'y-.-yjn.   God  be  with  you,  Sir,  I  will. 

Tit.  Come,  Marcus,  let  us  go.     Publius,  follow  me. 

[^Exeunt, 
SCENE     V.         ne  palace. 
Enter  Emperor  and  Empfefs,  atid  her  izv^fons  j  the  Empe-^ 
ror  bfings  the  arroivs  in  his  hand  that  Tiiusjbot. 

Sat.  Why,  Lords,  what  wrongs  are  thefc  ?  was  ever 
A^n  Emperor  of  Rume  thus  overborne,  ^feen- 

Troubled,  confronted  thus,  and  forth'  extent 
Df  equal  juftice,  us'd  in  fuch  contempt  ? 
Vly  Lords,  you  know,  as  do  the  mightful  gods. 
However  the  difturbers  at  our  peace 
iJuzz  in  the  people's  ears,)  there  nought  hath  paf3*d, 
3ut  even  with  law  againft  the  wilful  fons 
'!)f  old  Andronicus.     And  what  an'  if 
3is  forrows  have  fo  overwhelm'd  his  wits. 
Shall  we  be  thus  afflidled  in  his  freaks, 
fiisfits,  hisphrenzy,  and  his  bittcrnefs  ? 
4nd  now  he  writes  to  heav'n  for  his  redr^fs. 
iec,  here's  to  Jove,  and  this  to  Mercury., 

Ta  This 
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This  to  Apollo,  this  to  the  god  of  war. 

Sweet  fcrowls,  to  fly  about  the  ftreets  of  Rome  I 

What's  this  but  libelhng  againft  thefenate. 

And  blazoning  our  injuilice  ev'iy  where  ? 

A  goodly  humour,  is  it  not,  my  Lords  ? 

As  who  would  fay,  in  Rome  no  juftice  were. 

I'utifl  live,  his  feigned  ecftafies 

Shall  beno  fhclrer  to  thefe  outrages  : 

But  he  and  his  fhall  know,  that  juftice  lives 

In  Saturninus'  health  j  whom,  if  fhe  deep, 

He'll  fo  awake,  as  ftie  in  fury  ihall 

Cut  off  the  proud-ll  confpirator  that  lives. 

'^TaiTt.  My  gracious  Lord,„mofl;  lovely  Saturnine,. 
Lord  of  my  life,  commander  of  my  thought, 
Calm  thee,  and  bear  the  faults  of  Titus'  age, 
Th'  effeds  of  forrow  for  his  valiant  fons, 
Whofe  lofs  hath  pierc'd  him  deep,  and  fcarr'd  bis  heart 
And  rather  comfort  his  diflrefled  plight. 
Than  profecute  ti;c  meaneft,  or  the  beft, 

For  thefe  contempts- 'Why,  thus  it  fhall  become 

High-witted  Tamora  to  glofe  with  all  ; 

But,  Titus,  I  have  touch'd  thee  to  the  quick, 

Thy  life-blood  out :  if  Aaro»  now  be  wife. 

Then  is  all  fafe,  the  anchor's  in  the  port.  C^'^- 

Enter  Cfoivn. 
How  now,  good  felfow,  would' ft  thou  fpeak  with  us  ? 

do.  Yea,  forfooth,  an'  your  Mifterfhip  be  Emperia). 

Tarn.  Emprefs  I  am,  but  yonder  fits  the  Emperor. 

CJd,  'Tis  he:  God  and  St.  Steven  give  you  good- 
e'en  : 
I've  brought  you  a  letter  and  a  couple  of  pigeons  here. 

{_He  reads  the  Utter 

Sat.  Go,  take  him  away,  and  hang  him  prefently. 

Cio.  How  much  money  muft  I  have  ? 

Tarn.  Come,  firrah,  thou  muii  be  hang'd.. 

Co.  Hang'dlby'r  lady,  then  I  have  brought  up  : 
jieck  to  a  fair  end.  lExit  ^ 

Sat.  Defpiteful  and  intolerable  wrongs  ! 
Shall  I  endure  this  monl^rous  villany  ? 
1  know  from  whence  this  fame  device  proceeds  ; 

Ma; 
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iay  this  be  borne  ?  as  if  his  traiterous  fons, 
'hat  dy'd  by  law  for  mutther  of  our  brother,  ^ 
hve  by  my  means  been  butcher'd  wrongfully  ? 
fo,  drag  the  villain  hither  by  the  hair, 
for  age  nor  honour  fhall  fhape  privilege."f 
or  this  proud  mock  IMl  be  thy  flaughter-man  j 
ly  frantic  wretch,  that  holp'ft  to  make  me  great^. 
1  hope  thyfelf  fhould  govern  Rome  and  me. 

Enter  ^milius. 
Sat.  What  news  with  thee,  ^milius  ?         [caufe  j 
jErnil.  Arm,  arm,  my  Lords ;  Rome  never  had  more 
'he  Goths  have  gathered  head,  and  with  a  great  power 
If  high-refolvedmen,  bent  to  the  fpoil, 
'hey  hither  march  amain,  under  the  conduft 
if  Lucius,  fon  to  old  Andronicus  j 
/ho  threats,  in  courfe  of  his  revenge,  to  do 
.s  much  as  ever  Coriolanus  did,. 
Sat.  Is  warlike  Lucius  General  of  the  Goths  ? 
hefe  tidings  nip  me,  and  I  hang  the  head 
s  flowers  with  froft,  or  grafs  beat  down  with  ftorms. 
y,  now  begin  our  forrows  to  approach  j 
ris  he  the  common  people  love  lb  much  s  . 
lyfelf  have  often  over-heard  them  fay, 
vVhen  I  have  walked  like.a  private  man,)  • 
hat  Lucius'  banifliraent  was  wrongfully, 
i,  .nd  they  have  wifh'd  that  Lucius  were  their  Emperor.. 
*ram.  Why  fhould  y^u  fear  ?  is  not  our  city  Itrong  ?  • 
Sat.  Ay,  but  the  citizens  favour  Lucius, 
j»d  will  revolt  from  me  to  fuccor  him.  , 
Tarn.  King,  be  thy  thoughts  imperious  like  thy  name, 
i,the  fun  d)mm!d,  that  gnats  do  fly  in  it? 
'he.eagle  fuffers  little  birds  to  ling, 
!JBd  is  not  careful  what  they  mean  thereby, 
iflowing  that  with  the  fliadow  of  his  wings 
le  can  at  pleafure  ftint  their  melody  ; 
v'n  fo  may' ft  thou  the  giddy  men  of  Rome. 
then  cheer  thy  fpirit  j  for  know,  thoa  Enopsror;, 
will  inchant  the  old  Andronicus 

f  i.  t, .  make  or  ejlablijh  ^riviU^*^  ,  . 

Witil,: 
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With  words  more  fweet,  and  yet  more  dangerous, 
Than  baits  to  hdi,  or  hcney-ftalka  to  rticep. 
When  as  the  one  is  wounded  i\ith  the  bait. 
The  other  rotted  with  delicious  food. 

Sat.  But  he  will  not  entreat  his  fon  for  us. 

Tarn.  If  Tamora  intreat  him,  then  hje  will ; 
For  I  can  fniooth  and  rill  his  aged  ear 
With  goldsjj  promifes ;  that  wer  e  his  heart 
Almoft  impregnable,  his  old  ears  deaf, 
Y^t  fliould  both  ear  and  heart  obey  my  icncue. 
Go  thou  before  as  oue  ambailador,;  [To  ^mili'. 

Say,  that  theEmpeior  requefts  a  parly 
Of  warlike  Lucius,  and  appoint  the  meeting*, 

Saf.  i^milius,  do  this  roeflage  honourably  j 
And  if  he  {land  on  hoi^age  for  his  fafety. 
Bid  him  demand  wiiar  pledge  will  pleafe  him  beft. 

JEmil.   Your  bidding  fhall  I  do  effeaually.         [Ex: 

Tarn,  Now. will  I^to, that  old  Andrpnicus, 
And  temper  him,  with  all  the  art  1  have. 
To  pluck  proud  Lucius  from  the  warlike  Goths, 
And  now,  fweet  Emperor,  be  blyth  again. 
And  bury  al!fhy  fear  in  my  devices, 

>Sat»  Then  go.Jyccgfsfuliy^  and  plead  to  him. 

[Exenn 

A   C    T     V.        SCENE    I. 

A  camp  at  a  [mail  dijiance  from  Rome. 

i^«/*r  Lucius  tvitb  Goths,  iwth  drum  and Joldien. 

hue.     .v.  Pproved  warriors,  and  my  faithful  friends^.^ 
/a-   I  have  received  .letters  from  great  Romc^. 
Which  fignify  what.hate  they  bear  their  Emp'ror, 
And  how  defirous  of  our  fight  they  are. 
Therefore,  great  Lords,  be,  as  your  titles  witnefs. 
Imperious  and  impatient  of  your  wrongs  j 
And   v herein  Rome  hath  done  you  any  fcathe, 
Let  him-make  treble, fatisfaftion. 

Oath.  Brave  flip,  fprung  from  the  great  AndrcnicMii 
(Whofename  was  once  our  terror,  new  our  comfort,) 
Wkpfe  high  exploits  and  hooouraWe  deeds  < 

Vl|!" 
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Ungrateful  Rome  requites  with  fou]  contempt. 
Be  bold  in  us  ;   we'll  follow  where  thou  lead'fl  ; 
Like  flinging  bees  in  hotteft  fummer's  day. 
Led  by  their  mailer  to  the  flower'd  fields. 
And  be  aveng'don  curfed  Tamora. 

Omnes.  And  as  he  faith,  fo  fay  we  all  with  him. 
Luc.  I  .humbly  thank  him,  and  I  thank  vou  all. 
But  who  comes  here,  led  by  a  luftyGoth  ?' 

SCENE    II. 
Enter  a  Goth  leading  Aaron,  iviijj  his  child  in  bis  arms, 

Goth.  Renowned  Lucius,  from  our  troops  I  Ihay'd 
To  gaze  upon  a  ruinous  monafrery  ; 
And  as  I  earncftly  did  fix  mine  eye 
Upon  the  wafted  ba-ilding,  fuddenly 
I  he;jru  a  child  cry  underneath  a  wall ; 
I  made  unto  the  noife,  when  foon  I  heard 
The  crying  babe  controul'd  with  this  djfcourfe  t 
Peace,  tawny  .flave,  half  me  and  half  thy  dam. 
Did  not  thy  hue  bewray  whofq  brat  thou  art, 
Had  nature  lent  thea  but  thy  mother's  look. 
Villain,  thou  might'ft  have  been  an  Emperor  ; 
But  where  the  bull  and  cow  arcboth  milk  white. 
They  never  do  beget  a  coal  black  calf. 
Peace,  villain,  peace!   (ev'n  thus  he  rates  the  babe.) 
For  I  muft  bear  thee  to  a  trufty  Goth  j 
Who,  when  he  knows  thou  art  the  Emprefs'  babe. 
Will  hold  thee  dearly  for  thy  mother's  fake. 
With  this,  my  weapon  drawn,  I  rufh'd  upon  him, 
Surpris'd  him  fuddenly,  and  brought  him  hither,  , 
To  ufe  as  you  think  needful  of  the  man. 

Luc,  O  worthy  Goth,  this  is  th'  incarnate  devil 
[That  robb'd  Aijdronicusof  his  good  hand  j 
iThis  is  the  pearl  that  pjeas'd  youjr  Enaprels*  eye. 
And  here's  the  bafc  fruit  of  his  burning  luft. 
Say,  wall-ey'd  flave,  whither  woyld'lt  rhou  convey 
This  growing  image  of  thy  fiend-! ike  face  ? 
Why  doft  not  fpeak  j  what; !  deaf  >  not !  not  a  word  ? 
A  halter,  foldiers  j  hang  him  on  this  tree. 
And  by  his  fide  his  frui|  of  baftar4y, 
Aar^  Toucii  not  the  t>oy,  he  is  of  royal  blood. 
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Luc.  Too  like  the  fire  for  ever  being  good  , 
Firft,  hang  the  child,  that  he  may  fee  it  fprawl  j 
A  fight  to  vex  the  father's  foul  withal. 
Get  me  a  ladder. 

j4ar.   Lucius,  fave  the  child. 
And  bear  it  from  me  to  the  Empsrefs. 
If  thru  do  this,  I'll  fhew  thee  wondrous  things, 
That  hi?,hly  may  advantage  thee  to  hear  j. 
If  thou  wilt  not,  befal  what  may  befal,  . 
I'll  fpeak  no  more,   but  vengeance  rot  you  all  \ 

Luc.  Say  on  ;  and  if  it  pleafe  me  which  you  fpcak'ft. 
Thy  child  fliall  live,  and  I  will  fee  it  noarirti'd. 

^"lar.   An  if  it  pleafe  thee  ?  why^  afTure  thee,   Lucius, 
'Twill  vex  thy  foul  to  hear  what  I  Hiall  fpeak  : 
For  I  muft  talk  of  murthers,  rapes,   and  maflacrcs, 
A£\%  of  black  night,  abominable  deeds,  . 
Complots  of  mifchief,  treafon^  villanies, 
Ruthful  to  hear,  yet  piteoufly  perform'd  : 
And  this  fhall  all  be  buried  by  my  death, 
Unlefs  thou  fwear  to  me  my  child  ftall  live, 

Luc.  Tell  on  thy  mind  j  I  fay  thy  child  fhallJive. 
Aar.  Swear  that  he  fhall,  and  then  I  vill  begin, 
Luc,  Who  fliould  I  fwear  by  ?  thou  believ'ft  no  Gc^; 
That  granted,  how  can(!  thou  believe  an  oath  ? 

ylar.  "What  if  I  do  not!  as  indeed  I  do  not  j 
Yet,  for  I  know  thou  art  religious. 
And  haft  a  thing  within  thee  called  drfcience, 
Vfhh  twenty  Popifh  tricks  and  ceremonies 
Which  I  have  feen  thee  careful  to  obferve  ; 
Therefore  1  urge  thy  oath,  (for  that  I  know 
An  ideot  holds  his  baublt  for  a  god,  l^yifiJe* 

And  keeps  the  oath  which  by  that  god  he  fwears. 
To  that  I'll  urge  him  ^)'-">-     therefore  thou  {halt  vow 
By  that  fame  god,  what  god  foe'er  it  bc>   • 
That  thou  ador'ft,  and  haft  in  reverence. 
To  fave  my  boy,  nourifti  and  bring  him  up  ; 
Or  elfe  I  willdifcover  nought  to  thee. 

Luc.  Even  by  my  God  1  fwear  to  thee  I  will. 

Aar.  Firft,  know  thou,  I  begot  him  on  the  Emprefs. 

Luc*  O  xnoA  iniatiate^  luxurious  w^man ! 
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Aar.  Tut,  Lucius,  this  was  but  a  deed  of  charity. 
To  that  which  thou  fliait  hear  of  me  anon. 
'Twas  her  two  fons  that  murder'd  Baflianusj 
rhey  cut  thy  fitter's  tongue,  and  raviih'd  her, 
And  cut  her  hands,  and  trimm'd  her  as  thou  faw'ft: 

Luc.  Oh,  deteftable  villain !  call'ft  thou  that  trimming* 

^ar.  Why,  (he  was  walh'd,  and  cut,  and  trimm'd  j 
!^nd  'twas  trim  fport  for  them  that  had  the  doing  of 't* 

Luc.  Oh,  barb'ro*s  beaftly  villains  like  thyfelf ! 

jiar.  Indeed  I  was  their  tutor  to  inftrufl  them. 
That  codding  fpirit  had  they  from  their  mother, 
^s  fure  a  card  as  ever  won  the  fet  j 
That  bloody  mind,  1  think,  they  learn'd  of  me, 
\s  true  a  dbg  as  ever  fought  at  head. 
(Veil ;  let  my  deeds  be  witnefa  of  my  worth. 
:  train'd  thy  brethren,  to  that  guileful  hole,. 
*Vhere  the  dead  corpfe  of  Baflianus  lay  v 

wrote  the  letter  that  thy  father  found, 
\nd  hid  the  gold  within  the  letter  mention'd  | 
^onfed'rate  with  the  Queen  and  her  two  fons. 
Knd  what  not  done  that  thou  haft  caufe  to  rue, 
»Vherein  I  had  no  ftroke  of  mifchief  in't! 
i  play'd  the  cheater  for  thy  father's  hand  ; 
\nd  when  I  had  it,  drew  myfelf  apart, 
\nd  almoft  broke  my  heart  with  extreme  laughter. 
;  pry'd  me  through  the  crevice  of  a  wall, 
kVhen  for  his  hand  he  had  his  two  fons'  heads  j. 
Jeheld  his  tears,  and  laugh'd  Co  heartily. 
That  both  mine  eyes  were  rainy  like  to  his. 
\nd  when  I  told  the  Emprefs  of  this  fport,. 
)he  fwooned  almoft  at  my  pleafing  tale,. 
Knd  for  my  tidings  gave  im  twenty  kiiTes. 

Gotb.  What !  canft  thou  fay  all  this,  and  n.ever  bluih? 

Aar.  Ay,  like  a  black  dog,  as  the  faying  is. 

Luc,  Art  thou  not  forry  for  thefe  heinous  deeds  ? 

jlar.  Ay,  that  I  had  not  done  a  thoufand  more. 
ISv'n^now  I  curfe  the  day  (and  yet  I  think 
iFew  com?  within  the  compafs  of  my  curfe) 
IWherein  I  did  not  fomeYiotorious  ill  ; 
ks  kill  a  man,  or  eife  devife  his  death  j 
'  Ravifh 
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Ravi/h  a  maid,  or  plot  the  way  to  do  it  j 
Accufe  fame  innocent,  and  forfwear  myfelf  j 
Set  deadly  enmity  between  two  friends  j 
Make  poor  mens*  cattle  break  their  necks. 
Set  fire  on  barns  and  hay-ftacks  in  the  night. 
And  b'd  the  owners  quench  them  with  their  tears. 
Oft  have  I  digg'd  up  dead  men  from  their  graves. 
And  fet  them  upright  at  their  dear  friends'  doors, 
Ev'n  when  their  forrow  almoft  was  forgot  j 
And  on  their  skins,  as  on  the  bark  of  trees. 
Have  with  my  knife  earved  in  Roman  letters,. 
Let  not  your  forrow  die,  though  I  am  dead. 
Tut,  I  have  done  a  thoufand  dreadful  things;^ 
As  willingly  as  one  would  kill  a  fly: 
And  nothing  grieves  me  heartily  indeed, 
But  that  I  cannot  do  ten  thoufand  more. 

Luc.  Bring  down  the  devil  j  for  he  muft  not  die- 
So  fweet  a  death,  as  hanging  prefently. 

w4ar.  If  there  be  devils,  'would  I  were  a  devil, 
To  live  and  buraineverlafting  fire,. 
So  I  might  have  your  company  in  hell. 
But  to  torment  you  with  my  bitter  tongue ! 

Luc.  Sirs,  ftop  his  mouth,  and  let  him  fpeak  no  mon 
Enter  ^milius. 

G(ttb.  My  Lord,  there  is  a  meflenger  from  Rome, 
Defires  to  be  admitted  to  your  prefence, 

Lue.  Let  him  come  near.- 
Welcome,  ^milius  j  what's  the  news  from  Rome  ?- 

^mil.  Lord  Lucius,  and  you  princes  of  the  Gqths> 
The  Roman  Emperor  greets  you  all  by  me  j 
And,  for  he  underftands  you  are  in  arms, 
He  craves  a  parley  at  your  father's  houfc, 
"Willing  you  to  demand  your  hoftapes. 
And  they  /hall  be  immediately  deliver'd. 

Gotb.  What  fays  our  General  ? 

Luc.  ^milius,  let  the  Emperor  give  his  pledges 
Unto  my  father  and  my  uncle  Marcus, 
Ani  we  will  come,     March,  away.  [Exeunt 


S  C  E  N  I 
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SCENE    III.       Changes  to  Titus^ s  palace  in  Rome, 
Enter  Tamora,  Chiron,  and  Demetrius,  difguii'd, 
tarn.  Thus,  in  thefe  ftrange  and  fad  habiliments. 

[  will  encounter  with  Andronicus ; 

\nd  fay,  I  am  Revenge  fent  from  below. 

To  join  with  him,  and  right  his  heinous  wrongs  ; 

Cnock  at  the  ftudy,  where  they  fay  he  keeps. 

To  ruminate  ftrange  plots  of  dire  revenge  j 

Tell  him,  Revenge  is  come  to  join  with  him, 

ind  work  confufion  on  his  enemies. 

\T:hey  knock,  and  Titus  appears  above, 
'Tit.  Who  doth  moleft  my  contemplation  ? 

s  it  your  trick  to  make  me  ope  the  door, 

That  fo  my  fad  decrees  may  fly  away, 

Vnd  all  my  ftudy  be  to  no  effeft  ? 

{o\i  are  deceiv''d  j  for  what  I  mean  to  do, 

ee  here  in  bloody  lines  I  have  fet  down  5 

^nd  what  is  written,  fhall  be  executed. 
Tam.  Titus,  I  am  come  to  talk  with  thee. 
Tit.  No,  not  a  word.     How  can  I  grace  my  talk, 

Vanting  a  hand  to  give  it  that  accord  > 

Thou  haft  the  odds  of  me,  therefore  no  more.  [me. 
Tarn.  If  thou  didft  know  me,  thou  wouldft  talk  with 
Tzf .  I  am  not  mad  j  I  know  thee  well  enough  : 

Vitnefs  this  wretched  ftump,   thefe  crlmfon  lines  j 

Vitnefs  thefe  trenches  made  by  grief  and  care  j 

Vitnefs  the  tiring  day  and  heavy  night  j 

Vitnefs  all  forrow,  that  I  know  thee  well 

or  our  proud  Emprefs,  tnighty  Tamora. 

s  not  thy  coming  for  my  other  hand  ? 
Tarn.  Know  thou,  fad  man,  I  am  not  Tamora  ; 

he  is  thy  enemy,  and  I  thy  friend  : 

am  Revenge,  fent  from  th'  infernal  kingdom, 

^0  eafe  the  gnawing  vulture  of  thy  mind, 

!y  working  wreakful  vengeance  on  thy  foes. 

:ome  down,  and  welcome  me  to  this  world's  light  j 

l^onfer  with  me  of  murder  and  of  death  : 

'here's  not  a  hollow  cave,  nor  lurking-place, 

fo  vaft  obfcurity,  or  mifty  vale, 

Vhere  bloody  Murder  or  detefted  Rape 

Out 
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Can  couch  for  fear,  but  I  will  find  them  outj 
And  in  their  ears  tell  them  my  dreadful  name, 
Revenge,  which  makes  the  foul  offenders  quake. 

Tit.  Art  thou  Revenge  ?  and  art  thou  lent  to  me, 
To  be  a  torment' to  mrne  enemies  ? 

Tam.  i  am*^;  therefore  come-down,  and  welcome  mi 
Tit.  Do  me  fomefervice,  e're  I  come  to  thee. 
Lo,   by  thy  fide  where  Rape  and  Murder  ftands  j 
Now  give  Vome  furance  that  thou  art  Revenge, 
Stab  them,  or  tear  them  on  thy  chariot-wheels  ; 
And  then  I'll  come  and  be  thy  waggoner, 
And  whirl  along  with  thee  about  the  globes  : 
Provide  two  proper  palfries  black  as  jet. 
To  hale  thy  vengeful  waggon  fwift  away. 
And  find  out  murders  in  their  guilty  caves. 
And  when  thy  car  is  loaden  with  their  heads, 
I  will  difmount,  and  by  thy  waggon- wheel 
Trot  like  a  fervile  footman  all  day  long  ; 
Even  from  Hyperion's  rifing  in  the  eaft. 
Until  his  very  downfal  in  the  fea. 
And  day  by  day  1*11  do  this  heavy  task. 
So  thou  deftroy  Rapine  and  -Murder  there. 

Tam.  Thefe  arc  my  minifters,  and -come  with  me 
Tit.   Are  they  thy  minifters  ?  what  are  they  call'd 
Tarn.  Rapine  and  Murder  ;  therefore  called  fo, 
*Caufe  they  take  vengeance  on  fuch  kind  of  men. 

Tit.  Gocd  Lord,  how  like  the  Emprefs'  fons  they  ar 
And  you  the  Emprefs  1  but  we  worldly  men 
Have'miferable  and  miftaking  eyes. 

0  fweet  Revenge,  now  do  1  come  to  thee. 

And  if  one  arm's  embracement  will  content  thee, 

1  will  embrace  thee  in  it  by  and-by. 

[Exit  TitMS  from  ah-v 

Tarn.  This  clofing  with  him  fits  his  lunacy  j 
Whate'er  I  forge  to  feed  his  brain-fick  fits, 
Do  you  uphold  and  maintain  in  your  fpeech  : 
For  now  he  firmly  takes  me  for  Revenge  j 
And,  being  credulous  in  this  mad  thought, 
I'll  make  him  fend  for  Lucius  his  fon  : 
And  whilft  I  at  a  banquet  hold  him  fure. 
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I'll  find  fome  cunning  praftice  out  of  hand, 
I  To  fcatter  and  difperfe  the  giddy  Goths, 
Or  at  the  leaft  make  them  his  enemies. 
See  here  he  comes,  and  I  muft  ply  mv  theme. 
SCENE     IV.         Enter  Titus. 

Tit.  Long  have  I  been  forlorn,  and  all -for  thee  i 
"Welcome,  dread  Fury,  to  my  woful  houfe  j 
Rapine  and  Murder,  you  are  welcome  too. 
How  like  the  Emprefs  and  her  fons  you  are  I 
Well  are  you  fitted,  had  you  but  a  Moor.; 
Could  not  all  hell  afford  you  fuch  a  devil  ? 
For,^  well  I  wot,  the  Emprefs  never  wags. 
But  in  her  company  there  is  a  Moor  ; 
And  would  you  repr£fent  our  Queen  aright, 
It  were  convenient  you  had  fuch  a  devil. 
But  welcome  as  you  are.     What  fhall  we  do  ? 

Tarn.  What  wouldil  thou  have  us  do,  Andronicus? 

Defn.  Shew  me  a  murderer,  I'll  deal  with  him, 

Chi.  Shew  me  a  villain  that  has  done  a  rape, 
Ajid  I  am  fent  to  be  reveng'd  on  him. 

^Tam.  Shew  me  a  thoufand  that  have  done  thee  wrong, 
finil  will  be  reveng'd  on  them  all. 

Tit.  Look  round  about  the  wicked  ftreets  of  Rome^ 
^nd  when  thou  find'ft  a  man  that's  like  thyfelf, 
aood  Murder,    ftab  him  j  he's  a  murderer, 
3o  thou  with  him  j  and  when  it  is  thy  hap 
To  find  another  that  is  hke  to  thee, 
3ood  Rapine, -ftab  him  ;  he's  a  ravi/her. 
3o  thou  with  them,  and  in  the  Emperor  scoart 
Fhere  is  a  Queen  attended  by  a  Moor  j 
A^ell  may'ft  thou  know  her  by  thy  own  proportion, 
'or  up  and  down  fhe  doth  refemble'  thee  j 
^pray  thee  do  on  them  fome  violent  death,  j 
fhey  have  been  -violent  to  me  and  mine, 

■Tam.  Well  iiaft  thou  leflbn'd  us,  this  fhall  we  do, 
mt  would  itpleafe  tTiee,  gocd  Andronicus, 
^o  fend  for  Lucius  thy  thrice-valiant  fon, 
Vho  leads  tow'rds  Rome  a  band  of  warlike  Goths, 
Uid  bid  him  come  and  banquet  at  thy  houfe. 
Vhen  he  is  here,  even  at  thy  (Qksnn  feaft, 
^OL,  VI,  U  ^ 
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I  will  bring  in  the  Emprefs  and  her  Cons, 
The  Emperor  himfelf,  and  all  thy  foes  j 
And  at  thy  mercy  fhall  they  ftoop  and  kneel. 
And  on  them  /halt  thou  eafe  thy  angry  heart. 
What  fays  Andronicus  to  this  device  ? 

T/V.  Marcus,  my  brother  ! 'tis  fad  Titus  callsa 

Eater  Marcus. 
Go,  gentle  Marcus,  to  thy  nephew  Lucius  j 
Thou  {halt  inquire  him  out  among  the  Goths  s 
Bid  him  repair  to  me ;  and  bring  with  him 
Some  of  the  chiefeft  princes  of  the  Goths  ; 
^id  him  incamp  his  foldiers  where  they  are  ; 
Tell  him  the  Emperor  and  the  Emprefs  too 
Feaft  at  my  houfe,  and  he  fhall  feaft  with  them. 
This  do  thou  for  my  love,  and  fo  let  him. 
As  he  regards  his  aged  father's  life. 

Mar.  This  will  I  do,  and  foon  return  again.     [Ex; 

Tarn.  Now  will  I  hence  about  my  bufinefs. 
And  take  my  minifters  along  with  me. 

Tit.  Nay,  nay,  let  Rape  and  Murder  ftay  with  me, 
Or  elfe  I'll  call  my  brother  back  again. 
And  cleave  to  no  Revenge  but  Lucius. 

Tam,  What  fay  you,  boys  ?  will  you  abide  with  hir 
Whiles  I  go  tell  my  Lord,  the  Emperor, 
How  I  have  govern'd  our  determin'd  jeft  ? 
"Yield  to  his  humour,  fmooth  and  fpeak  him  fair. 
And  tarry  with  him  till  I  come  again.  [_-^^^ 

Tit.  I  know  them  all,  the'  they  fuppofe  me  mad  j 
And  will  o'er-reach  them  in  their  own  devices : 
A  pair  of  curfed  hell-hounds  and  their  dam.  [-^^ 

J)em.   IViadam,  depart  at  pleafure,  leave  us  here. 

Tarn.  Farewel,  Andronicus !  Revenge  now  goes 
To  lay  a  complot  to  betray  thy  foes.         [Exit  Tamorl 

Tit.  I  know  thou  doft  j  and,  fweet  Revenge,  farewel 

Chi.  Tell  us,  old  man,  how  fhall  we  be  employ'd  ?j 

Tit.  Tut,  I  have  work  enough  for  you  to  do. 
Publics,  come  hither,  Caius,  and  Valentine  1 
Enter  Publius  and  Servants. 

Pub.  What  is  your  will  ? 

Tit,  Know  ye  thefe  two  ? 

P«l 
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!      Pub.  The  Emprefs'  fons, 

.  I  take  them,  Chiron,  and  Demetrius ! 

Tit.  Fie,  Publius,  fie  !  thou  art  too  much  deceived  e 
|.,  The  one  is  Murder,  Rape  is  th'  other's  namej 
I  And  therefore  bind  them,  gentle  Publius  j 
r  Caius  and  V^entine,  lay  hands  on  them. 
I  Dft  have  you  heard  me  wifh  for  fuch  an  hour, 
iPiXii  now  I  find  it,  therefore  bind  them  fure. 

[ExhTiixa,        a 

'\     Chi,  Villains,  forbear  j  we  are  the  Emprefs'  fons.  \ 

Pub.  And  therefore  do  we  what  we  are  commanded.  \ 

\\  Stop  clofe  their  mouths  j  let  them  not  fpeak  a  word.  \ 

1!  Is  he  fure  bound  ?  lock  that  ye  bind  them  faft. 

S  C  E  N  E     V. 

^nter  Titus  Andronicus  ivith  a  knife^  and  Lavinia  toitb 
a  bafon. 
Tit.  Come,  come,  Lavinia  ;  look,  thy  foes  are  bound: 

Jirs,  flop  their  mouths,  let  them  not  /peak  to  me. 

Jut  let  them  hear  v/hat  fearful  words  I  utter. 

)h,  villains,  Chiron,  and  Demetrius ! 

3ere  ftands  the  I'pvlng  whom  you  have  ftain'd  with  mud^ 

This  goodly  fummer  v»'ith  your  winter  mix'd: 

iTou  kill'd  her  husband,  and  for  that  vile  fault 

Fwo  of  her  brothers  were  condemn'd  to  death  ; 

Vly  hand  cut  off,  and  made  a  merry  jeft  : 

Joth  her  fweet  hands,   her  tongue,  and  that  more  dear- 

rhan  hands  or  tongue,   her  fpotiefs  chaftity, 

nhumane  traitors,  you  conftrain'd  and  forc'd. 

iVhat  would  ye  fay,  if  I  fhould  let  you  fpeak  ? 

/"illains ! for  fliame  you  could  not  beg  for  grace* 

iark,  wretches,  how  I  mean  to  martyr  you. 

This  one  hand  yet  is  left  to  cut  your  throats, 

A^hilft  that  Lavinia  'twixt  her  ftumps  doth  hold 

Che  bafon  that  receives  your  guilty  blood. 

^ou  know  your  mother  means  to  feaft  with  me, 

iad  calls  herfelf  Revenge,  and  thinks  me  mad— — • 

lark,  villains,   1  will  grind  your  bones  to  duft, 

Ud  with  your  blood  and  it  I'll  make  a  pafte  j 

^nd  of  the  pafte  a  coffin  Ayill  I  rear, 

Viid  make  two  pafties  of  your  ihameful  heads: 

U  z  And 
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And  bid  that  ftrumpet,  your  unhallow'd  dam. 

Like  to  the  earth,  fwallow  her  own  increafe. 

This  .is  the  feaft  that  I  have  bid  her  to. 

And  this  the  banquet  ihe  (hall  forfeit  on  j 

For  worfe  than  Philomel  you  us'd  my  daughter. 

And  worfe  than  Procne  I  will  be  reveng'd. 

And  now  prepare  your  throats :  Lavinia,  come. 

Receive  the  blood  ;  and  when  that  they  are  dead. 

Let  me  go  grind  their  bones  to  powder  fmall. 

And  with  this  hateful  liquor  temper  it ; 

And  in  that  pafte  let  their  vile  heads  be  bak'd. 

Come,  come,    be  every  one  officious 

To  make  this  banquet,  which  I  vvifli  might  prove 

More  ftern  and  bloody  than  the  Centaurs'  feaft. 

[He  cuts  their  tbroati 
So,  ncvir  bring  them  in,  for  I'll  play  the  cock. 
And  fee  them  ready  'gainft  tKeir  mother  comes.  [Exeuni 
Enter  Lucius,  Marcus,  ar.d  Goths,  ivith  Aaron  pnfonet 

Luc,  Uncle  Marcus,  fince  it  is  my  father's  mind 
That  I  repair  to  Rome,   I  am  content- 

Gotb.  And  ours  with  thine,  befal  what  fortune  wil 

Luc.  Good  uncle,  take  you  in  this  barbarous  Moor, 
This  ravenous  tyger,  this  accurfed  devil  ; 
Let  him  receive  no  fuftenance,  fetter  him. 
Till  he  be  brought  unto  the  Emp'ror's  face, 
Fbr  teftimony  of  thefe  foul  proceedings  : 
And  fee  the  ambufli  of  our  friends  be  ftrong  j 
I  fear  the  Emperor  means  no  good  to  us. 

j4jr.   Some  devil  whifper  curfes  in  my  ear-. 
And  prompt  me  that  my  tongue  may  utter  forth 
The  venomous  malice  of  my  fwelling  heart ! 

Luc.  Away,  inhuman  dog,  unhallow'd  flave. 

[Exeunt  Goths  ivith  Aaroi 
Sirs,   help  our  uncle  to  convey  him  in.  [Flouriji 

The  trumpets  /hew  the  Emperor  is  at  hand. 

S  C  E  N  E     VL 
Sound  tmtrpets;      Enter  Er:percr  and  Ewprefs,  ivith  Tr 
bunes  and  others. 

Sat.  What,  hath  the  firmament  more  funs  than  one 

Luc.  What  boots  it  thee  to  call  thyfelf  a  fun  ?' 

MAI 
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Mar.  Rome's  Emperor,  and  nephew,  break  the  par- 
1iel"e  quarrels  muft  be  quietly  debated  :  [^^y  i 

"he  feaft  is  ready,  which  the  careful  Titus 
[ath  ordain'd  to  an  honourable  end, 
or  peace,  for  love,  for  leagne,  and  good  to  Rome  : 
ieafe  you  therefore  draw  nigh,  and  take  your  places. 
S'lt.  Marcus,  we  will.  [tiautboys. 

■  table  brought  in.     Enter  Titus  /ike  a   cooky  placing  the. 
meat  on  the  tabic  j  and  Lavinia  <with  a  vail  ever  her  fact* 
'lit.  Welcome,  my  graciousLord  ;\velcome,dreadQueen } 
Welcome,  ye  warlike  Goths  ;  welcome,  Lucius  ^ 
nd  welcome  all ;  although  the  cheer  be  poor, 
"will  fill  your  ftomachs,  pleafe  you  eat  of  it. 
Sat.  why  art  thou  thus  2ttir*d,  Andronicus? 
lit.  Becaufe  I  would  be  fure  to  have  all  well, 
0  entertain  your  Highnefs,  and  your  Emprefs. 
Tarn.  We  are  beholden  to  you,  good  Andronicus.     ^ 
lit.  And  if  yourHighnefsknewmy  heart,  you  were. 
y  Lord  the  Emperor,   refolve  me  this  : 
as  it  well  done  of  raJh  Virginius, 
1  flay  his  daughter  wit!)  his  own  right  hand, 
caui'e  fhe  was  inforc'd,  ftain'd,  and  deflower'd  ? 
Sat.  It  was,  Andronicus. 
TiV.  Your  reafon,  mighty  Lord  ? 
Sat.  Becaufe  the  girl  fhould  not  furvive  her  fhame, 
nd  by  her  prefence  flill  renew  his  forrows. 
T/f.  A  reafon  mighty,  ftrong,  and  effeftual, 
pattern,  precedent,  and  lively  warrant, 
wme,  moft  wretched,  to  perform  the  like, 
ie,  die,  Lavinia,  and  thy  fhame  wi:h  thee, 
nd  with  thy  Ihame  thy  father's  forrow  die  1 

I  He  kills  hr^ 
Sat.  W'hat  haft  thou  done,   unnatural  and  unkind  ? 
"Tit.  Kill'd  her,  for  whom  my  tears  have  made  me 
im  as  woful  as  Virginius  was,  fblind. 

nd  have  a  rhoufana  times  more  caufe  than  he 
3  do  this  outrage.     And  it  is  now  done. 
Sat,  What,  was  /he  raviih'd  r  tell,  who  did  the  deed? 
Tit,  Will't  pleafe  you  eat,  will't  pleafe  your  High- 
nefs feed  ? 

U  3  Te!»^ 
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Tarn.   Why  haft  thou  {lain  thine  only  daughter  thus  ■; 
Tit,  Not  I  ;  'twas  Chiron  and  Demetrius. 
They  ravifh'd  her,  and  cut  away  her  tongue; 
And  they,   'twas  they,  that  did  her  all  this  wrong. 

Sat.   Go,  fetch  them  hither  to  us  prefently. 

Tit.  Why,  there  they  are  both,  baked  in  that  pye 
Whereof  their  mother  daintily  hath  fed  ;  . 
Jlnting  the  flefti  that  {he  herfelf  hath  bred. 
'TJs  true,   'tis  true  ;  witnefs  my  knife's  /harp  point 

[Hejiabs  the  Enrpr 

Sat.  Die,  frantic  wretch,  for  this  accurfed  deed, 

[Hejiabi  Tit 

hue.  Can  the  fcn*s  eye  behold  his  father  bleed  ? 
There's  meed  for  meed,  death  for  a  deadly  deed. 

[Lucius y?a^j  the  Emptr 

Mar.  You  fad-fac'd  men,   people  and  fons  of  Rm 
Bv  uprofer  fever'd,  like  a  flight  of  fowl 
Scatter'd  by  winds  and  high  tempeftuous  gufts, 
Oh,  let  me  teach  you  how  to  knit  again 
This  fcatter'd  corn  into  one  mutual  /heaf, 
Thefe  broken  limbs  again  into  one  body. 

Gotb.  Let  Rome  herfelf  be  bane  unto  herfelf  j 
And  ihe  whom  mighty  kingdoms  curtfey  to. 
Like  a  forlorn  and  defperate  caft-away. 
Do  (hameful  execution  on  herfelf. 

Mar.  But  if  my  frofty  figns  and  chaps  of  age,. 
Grave  witnefles  of  true  experience. 
Cannot  induce  you  to  attend  my  words, 
Soeak,  Rome's  dear  friend  j  as  erft  our  anceftor, 

^  \To  Luc 

When  with  this  folemn  tongue  he  did  difcourfe 
To  love-fick  D'do's  fad  attending  ear. 
The  ftovy  of  that  baleful  burning  night. 
When  fubtle  Greeks  furpr'^'d  King  Priam's  Troy:-. 
Tell  us,  what  >inon  hath  bevitch'd  our  ears. 
Or  who  hath  brought  the  fatal  eneine  in. 
That  give?  our  T;ov,  our  Rome,  the  civil  wound. 
My  heart  is  not  compact  cf  flint,  nor  fteel  j 
Nor  can  1  utte:  all  our  bitter  grief. 
But  floods  of  tears  will  drown  my  oratory. 
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Anii  break  my  very  utterance  j  even  in  the  time 

When  it  fhould  move  you  to  attend  me  moft, 

lending  your  kind  commiferation. 

Here  is  a  Captain,  let  him  tell  the  tale. 

Your  hearts  will  throb  and  M'eep  to  hear  him  fpeak. 

Luc.  Then,  noble  auditory,  be  it  known  to  you. 
That  curfed  Chiron  and  Demetrius 
Were  they  that  murdered  our  Emperor's  brother. 
And  they  it  were  that  ravifhed  our  fifter : 
For  their  fell  faults  our  brothers  were  beheaded. 
Our  father's  tears  defpis'd,  and  bafely  cozen'd 
Of  that  true  hand,  that  fought  Rome's  quarrel  cut. 
And  fent  her  enemies  into  the  grave. 

Laftiy,  myfelf  unkindly  bani/hed,  jji 

The  gates  fhut  on  me,  and  turn'd  weeping  out,  p 

To  beg  relief  among  Rome's  enemies  j 
Who  drown'd  their  enmity  in  my  true  tears,  ', 

vAnd  op'd  their  arms  t'  embrace  me  as  a  friend  :  * 

And  I  am  turn'd  forth,  be  it  known  to  you,  | 

That  have  preferv'd  her  welfare  in  my  blood,  ,' 

And  from  her  bofom  took  the  enemy's  point. 
Sheathing  the  fteel  in  my  advent' rous  body. 

Alas you  know,  I  am  no  vaunter,  I  ; 

My  fears  can  witnefs,  dumb  although  they  are. 

That  my  report  is  juft,  and  full  of  truth. 

But  foft,  methinks  I  do  digrefs  too  much, 

Citing  my  wovthlefs  praife  :  oh,  pardon  mej 

For  when  no  friends  are  by,  men  praife  themfelves. 
Mar.  Now  is  my  tongue  to  fpeak.  Behold  this  chiM. 

Of  this  was  Tamora  delivered. 

The  ifTue  of  an  irreligious  Moor, 

Chief  architect  and  plotter  of  thefe  woes. 

The  villain  is  alive  in  Titus'  houfe, 

Damn'd  as  he  is,  to  witnefs  this  is  true. 

Now  judge,  what  caufe  had  Titus  to  revenge 

Thefe  wrongs  unfpeakable,  paft  patience. 

Or  more  than  any  living  man  couid  bear. 

Now  you  have  heard  the  trutl:,  what  fay  you,  Romans  ? 

Have  we  done  aught  amifs  ?  fh°w  us  wherein  j 

And  from  the  place  Vhere  you  behold  us  now. 

The 
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The  poor  remainder  of  Andranicus, 
We'll  hand  in  hand  all  headlong  caft  us  down. 
And  on  the  ragged  ftones  beat  out  our  brains. 
And  make  a  mutual  clofure  of  our  houfe. 
Speak,  Romans,  fpeak  ;  and  if  you  fay  we  flialJ, 
Lo,  hand  in  hand,  Lucius  and  I  will  fail. 

JEmil.  Come,  come,  thou  reverend  man  of  Rome, 
A.nd  bring  our  Emperor  gently  in  thy  hand, 
Lacius  our  Emperor  ;  for  well  Fknow 
The  common  voice  doth  cry,  it  /hall  be  fd. 

M.ar.  Lucius,  all  hail",  Rome's  Royal  Emperor  \  ' 
Go,  go  into  old  Titus'  forrowful  houfe. 
And  hither  hale  th-at  misbelieving  Moor, 
To  be  adjudg'd  fome  direful  flaughtering  death^ 
As  pi'.nii'hment  for  his  moft  wicked  life. 
Lucius,  all  hail,  Rome's  gracious  governor  ! 

Luc.  Thank?,  gentle  Romans:  may  I  govern  fo,. 
To  heal  Rome's  harm,   and  drive  away  her  wee  ! '; 
But,  gentle  people,  give  me  aim  a  while. 
For  nature  puts  me  to  a  heavy  task. 
Stand  all  aloof;   but,  juncle,  di-aw  you  near. 
To  Oied  obfequious  tears  upon  this  trunk. 
Oh,  take  this  warm  kifs  on  thy  pale  cold  lips, 
Thefe  forrowful  drops  upon  thy  blood-ftain'd  face  5.- 
The  lafl:  true  duties  of  thy  noble  fon. 

Mar,  Ay,  tear  for  tear,  and  loving  kifs  for  kifs. 
Thy  brother  Marcus  tenders  on  thy  lips. 
O  were  the  fum  of  thefe  that  I  fhould  pay 
Countlefs  and  infinite,  yet  would  I  pay  them! 

Luc.  Come  hither,  boy;  come,come,  and  learn  of 'J« 
To  m-clt  in  fhowers  ;  thy  grandfire  lov'd  thee  well:  . 
Many  a  time  he  danc'd  thee  on  his  knee ; 
Sung  thee  alleep,  his  loving  breaft  thy  pillow.. , 
Many  a  matter  hath  he  told  to  thee, 
Meet  and  agreeing  with  thy  infancy  ; 
In  that  refpeft  then,  like  a  loving  child. 
Shed  yet  fome  fmall  drops  from  thy  tender  fpring,.. 
Becaufe  kind  nature  doth  require  it  fo. 
Friends  ihould  aflbciate  friends,  in  grief  and  woe»- 
£id  him  fareweJ,  commit  him  to  the  grave } 

Da 
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I  Jo  him  thai  kindnefs,  and  take  leave  of  him. 

Boy,  O  grandfire,  grandfire  !  even  with  alJ  my  heartj 
Would  I  were  dead,  fo  you  did  live  again—— 
)  Lord,  I  cannot  fpeak  to  him  for  weeping—— 
Jly  tears  will  choke  me  if  I  ope  my  mouth. 
SCENE     VII..       Enter  Romans  loith  Aaroa* 

Rom.  You  fad  Andronici  have  done  with  woes, 
Jive  fentence  on  this  execrable  wretch. 
That  hath  been  breeder  of  thefe  dire  events.  ^ 

Luc.  .Set  him  breaft  deep  in  earth>  and  famifli  him. 
rheie  let  him  ftand,  and  rave  and  cry  for  food, 
f  any  one  relieves  or  pities  him, 
'or  the  offence  he  dies.     This  is  our  doom 
iome  ftay  to  fee  him  faft'ned  in  the  earth. 

ylar.  O,  why  fhould  wrath  be  mute,  and  fury  dumb  !— t 

am  no  baby,  I,  that  viith  bafe  prayers 

fhould  repent  the  evil  I  have  done. 
Ten  thcufand  worfe,.  than  ever  yet  I  did, 
;Vould  I  perform,  if  I  might  have  my  will, 
lone  good  deed  in  all  my  life  I  did, 
[  do  repenc  it  from  my  very  foul. 

Luc.  Some  loving  friends  convey  the  Emp'ror  hence, 
\nd  give  him  burial  in  his  father's  grave. 
My  father  and  Lavinia  fhall  forthwith 
3e  clofed  in  our  houfho'd's  monument. 
A.S  for  that  heinous  tygiefs  Tjmora, 
^0  funeral  rites,   nor  man  in  mournful  weeds,. 
No  mournful  bell  Avail  ring  her  burial  ; 
Byt  throw  her  forth  to  bealts  and  birds  of  prey» 
Her  life  was  beaft-like,  and  devoid  of  pity  j 
And  being  fo,  fhall  have  like  want  cf  pity. 
See  juftice  done  on  Aaron,  that  damn'd  Moor, 
From  whom  our  heavy  haps  had  iheir  beginning  } 
Then,   afterwards,  we'll  order  well  the  ftate  j 
That  like  events  may,  ne'sr  it  ruinate.      [Exeunt  mnet^ 
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ACT    I.       SCENE     I. 

An  open  place, 
Thunder  and  lightning.     Enter  three  toitcha. 
S  Witch,   r  T  7  Hen  fhall  we  three  meet  again  ? 

V/V/    In  thunder,  lightning,  or  in  rain? 
^      X  Witch.     When    the  hurly-burif  t 
When  the  battle's  loft  and  won,  [done, 

*  This  isfuppcfcd  to  be  a  true  hijiory  j  taken  from  HeC' 
tor  Bietius,  and  other  Scotip  chroniclers* 

J  Witclf' 
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3  JVitch.  That  will  be  ere  fet  of  fuii, 
I  Witch.    Where  the  place? 
a  Witch,  Upon  the  heath. 

3  Witch.  There  I  go  to  meet  Macbeth. 

I  Witch.  I  come,  I  come.  Grimalkin.       — 

4  Witch.  Padocke  calls  -anon  ! 
AH'  Fair  is  foul,  and  foul  is  fair  ; 
over  through  the  fog  and  filthy  air. 

\7hey  rife  from  thejiage  aiidjly  aivay. 

(SCENE     II.         Changes  to  the  Palace  at  Forres. 

\nterKing,  Malcolm,  Donald  Bane,  Lenox,  ivith  At" 
tendants  meeting  a  bleeding  Captain. 

j  King.  What  bloody  man  is  that  ?  he  can  report, 

I  s  feemeth  by  his  plight,   of  the  revolt 

1  he  neweft  ftate. 
Mai,  This  is  the  Serjeant, 
''ho,  like  a  good  and  hardy  foldier,  fought 

,  Jainftmy  captivity.     Hail,  hail,  brave  friend  I 

i  ly  to  the  king  the  knowledge  of  the  broil 

'  s  thou  didft  leave  it. 
Capt.  Doubtful  long  it  flood  ; 
s  two  fpent  fwimmers  that  do  cling  together, 
nd  choke  their  art  :  the  mercilcfs  Macdonel 
Vorthy  to  be  a  rebel ;  for  to  that 
he  multiplying  villanies  of  nature 
0  fwarm  upon  him)  from  the  weftern  ifleS 
fkprnes  and  gallow-glafles  wasfupply'd  ^ 
nd  Fortune  on  his  damned  quarrel  fmiling, 
lew'd  like  a  rebel's  whore.     But  all  too  weak  i 
)r  brave  Macbeth,   (well  he  deferves  that  name,) 
ifdaining  Fortune,   with  his  brandilTi'd  fteel, 
''hich  fm.oak'd  with  bloody  execution, 
ike  Valour's  minion  carved  out  his  paffage, 
ill  he  had  faced  the  Have  j 
^ho  ne'er  flicok  hands,  nor  bid  farewel  to  him, 
ill  he  unfeam'd  him  from  the  nape  to  th'  chops, 
nd  fix'd  his  head  upon  our  battlements. 
King.  Oh,  valiant  coiiiin  !   worthy  Gentleman  ! 
Capt.  As  whence  the  fun  'gms  his  refiedlion, 
lipwrecking  ftorras  and  direful  thunders  break  j 
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So  from  that  fprlng  whence  comfort  feem'd  to  come,  I 
Difcomfit  well'd.     Mark,  King  of  Scotland,  mark  | 
No  fooner  Juftice  had  with  Valour  arm'd, 
Compell'd  thcfe  skipping  kernes  to  truft  their  heel*  }| 
But  the  Norweyan  Lord,  furveying  'vantage, 
With  furbifh'd  arms,  and  new  fupplies  of  men. 
Began  a  frefh  aflault. 

Kirg.  Difmay'd  not  this 
Our  Captains,  Macbeth  and  Banquo  ? 

Capt.  Yes, 
As  fparrows,  eagles  ;  or  the  hare,  the  lion. 
If  I  fay  footh,  I  muft  report  they  were 
As  cannons  overcharg'd  with  double*  cracks, 
Sfi  they  redoubled  ftrokes  upon  the  foej; 
Except  they  meant  to  bathe  in  reeking  wounds. 
Or  memorize!  another  Golgotha, 
I  cannot  tell-"    ■ 
Eut  I  am  faint,  my  gaflies  cry  for  help.— — 

King,  So  wellthy  words  become  thee,  as  thy  wountj 
They  fmack  of  honour  both.     Go,  get  him  furgeons 

Enter  Roffe  and  Angus. 
But  who  comes  here  ? 

Ala/.  The  worthy  Thane  of  RofTe. 

Len.  What  hafte  looks  through  his  eyes  ? 
So  fhould  he  look  that  feems  to  fpeak^:  things  ilrangd'  | 

HoJ/e.  God  fave  the  King! 

King.  Whence  cam'ft  thou.  Worthy  Thane  ? 

RoJJ'e.  From  Fife,  great  King, 
Where  the  Norweyan  banners  flout  the  sky. 
And  fan  our  people  cold. 
Norway,  himfelf  with  numbers  terrible, 
Aflifted  by  that  moft  difloyal  traitor. 
The  Thane  of  Cawdor,  'gan  a  difmal  conflld  j 
Till  that  Bellona's  bridegroom,  lapt  in  proof. 
Confronted  him  with  felf  comparifons,]] 

*  double  is  here  ufed  for  great,  and  not  foYt7VB. 

•|-  memorize,  for  make. 

J  i  e.  that  feems  as  if  he  ivould  fpcak. 

11  i.e.  gave  him  as  good  as  be  brought,  pevjd  he  i»t 
his  equal* 
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Point  againft  point  rebellious,  arm  'gainft  arm. 
Curbing  his  lavilh  fpirit.     To  conclude. 
The  viftory  fell  on  us. 

King.  Great  happinefs  !  [pofitlon  s 

Rojfe.   Now  Sweno,  Norway's  King,  craves  com- 
Nor  would  we  deign  him  burial  of  his  men. 
Till  hedisburfed,  at  Saint  Colmeskill  ifle* 
Ten  thoufand  dollars,  to  our  gen'ral-f-  ufe. 

King.  No  more  that  Thane  of  Cawdor  fliall  deceive 
Our  bofom-int'reft.  J    Go,  pronounce  his  death  j 
And  with  his  former  title  greet  Macbeth. 

Rojfe.  I'll  fee  it  done. 

King.  What  he  hath  loft,  noble  Macbeth  hath  won. 

l_Exeunt, 
SCENE     III.         Changes  to  the  heath. 
Thunder*     Enter  the  three  ivitchet, 
t  TFitch.  Where  haft  thou  been,  lifter  ? 
zWttch.  Killing  fwine. 
3  Witch,  Sifter,  where  thou  ? 
■  I  Witch.  A  failor'*s  wife  had  chefnuts  In  her  lap, 
And  mouncht,  and  inouncht,  and  mouncht.  Give  me, 

quoth  I. 

Aroint  thee,  witch  !         the  romp- fed  ronyon  cries. 
Her  husband's  to  Aleppo  gone,  n^after  0'  th'  Tygcv, 
Rutin  a  fieve  FIl  thither  fail. 
And  like  a  rat  without  a  tail, 
rildc I'll  dc and  ril  do. 

2  Witch.  I'll  give  thee  a  wind. 
I  Witch.  Thou  an  kind. 

3  Witch.  And  I  another. 
I  Witch.  I  myfelf  have  all  the  other. 

And  the  very  points  they  blow  j 
All  the  quarters  that  they  know, 
V  th'  fhip. roan's  card.- 
I  will  drain  Kim  dry  as  hay. 
Sleep  ihall  neither  night  nor  day 

•  One  oftheivcjlern  ijles  of  Scotlandlotherivije  cailcd]om. 
•f"  general,  ior public^ 
X  bofom-intiiejif  for  trujl. 

Vol.  VI.  X  Hang 
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Hang  upon  his  pent-houfe  lid  j 
He  ihall  Jive  a  man  forbid  j 
Weary  feven-nights,  nine  times  nine. 
Shall  he  dwindle,   peak  and  pine. 
Though  his  bark  cannot  be  loft. 
Yet  it  /hall  be  tempeft-toft. 
Look  what  I  have. 

7.Witch.  Shevi' me,  /hew  me. 

1  Witch.  Here  I  have  a  pilot's  thumb, 

Wreck'd  as  homeward  he  did  come.  '  [DrumivUbi 

3  Witch.  A  drum,  a  drum, 
Macbeth  doth  come! 

^//.  The  wey ward  fifters,  hand  inhandj 
Pofters  of  the  fea  and  land. 
Thus  do  go  about,  about. 
Thrice  to  thine,  and  thrice  to  mine. 
And  thrice  again  to  make  up  nine ! 
Peace!"    .  ..the  charm's  wound  up. 

SCENE     IV. 
Enter  Macbeth  ^jW  Banquo,  ivitb  Joldiers  aud  other 
tendantt. 

JUacb,  So  foul  and  fair  a  day  I  have  not  (stn. 

Ban.  How  far  is'tcall'd  to  Forres  r — What  arethefl 
So  wither'd,  and  fo  wild  in  their  attire. 
That  look  not  like  th'  inhabitants  o'  th'  earth. 
And  yet  are  on't.    Live  you  or  are  you  aught 
That  man  mayqueflion  ?  You  feem  to  underftand  m«?,| 
By  each  at  once  her  choppy  finger  laying 

Upon  her  skinny  lips.^^ You  fhould  be  women  j 

And  yet  your  beards  forbid  me  to  interpret 
That  you  are  fo. 

Macb.  Speak,  if  you  can  j  what  are  you  ? 

1  mtck.  All  hail,  Macbeth  !  hail  to  thee,  Thane4)| 

Giamis!  I 

2  Witch.  All  hail,  Macbeth  !  hail  to  thee.  Thane  A 

Cawdor !  [ 

3  Witch.  All  hail,  Macbeth  !  that  /halt  be  King  herej 

after. 
Ban,  Good  Sir,  why  do  you  ftart,  and  feem  to  fear 
Things  that  do  found  lb  fair  ?  T  th'  name  of  truth/ 
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\re  ye  fantaflical,*  or  that  indeed  lts>  the  'witches. 

iVhich  outwardly  ye  /hew  ?     My  noble  purmer 

ifdu  greet  with  pielent  grace,  and  great  preditlion 

)f  noble  having,  and  of  royal  hope. 

That  he  feems  rapt  withal  ;  to  me  you  fpeak  not» 

f  you  can  look  into  the  feeds  of  time, 

ind  fay,  which  grain  will  grow  and  which  will  not, 

Ipeak  then  to  me,  who  neicher  beg  nor  fe^r 

lorn  fa/ours  nor  your  hate. 

I  Witch .  Hail !  - 

a  mtch.  Hail ! 

3  Witch,  Hail ! 

1  Witch.  LefTer  than  Macbeth,  and  greater. 

2  Witch.  Not  fo  happy,  yet  much  happier. 

3  Witch.  Thou  fhalt  get  Kings,  tho'  thou  be  none  j 
0,  all  hail,  Macbeth  and  Banquo  ! 

I  W'itch.  Banquo  and  Macbeth,  all  hail! 

Macb.  Stay,  you  imperfe<5l  fpeakers,  tell  m«  more, 
{y  Sinel's  *  death,  I  know  I'm  Thane  of  Glamis  } 
lut  how  of  Cawdor  ?  the  Thane  of  Cawdor  lives, 
Lprofp'rous  gentleman.     And,  to  be  King, 
itands  not  within  the  profpefl  of  belief, 
To  more  than  to  be  Cawdor.     Say,  from  whence 
Tou  owe  this  Arrange  intelligence  ?  or  why 
Tpon  this  blafted  heath  you  flop  our  way, 
Vith  fuch  prophetic  greeting  ? — Speak,  I  charge  you; 

\Witches  njanijk. 

Ban.  The  earth  hath  bubbles,  as  the  water  has  ; 
knd  thefe  are  of  them  ;  whither  are  they  vanifh'd  ? 

Macb,  Into  the  air  :  and  what  feem'd  corporal 

lelted,  as  breath,  into  the  wind. 

Would  they  had  ftaid  ! 

Ban.  Were  fuch  things  here  as  we  do  fpeak  about  ? 
Ir  have  we  eaten  of  the  infane  root, 
'hat  takes  the  reafon  prifoner  ? 

Macb.  Your  children  fhall  be  Kings, 

Ban.  You  fhall  be  Kiiig. 

'  *fantajiical,  ht  fupermtural,  f^iritual, 
f  The  father  of  Macbeth. 

X  a  Macb, 
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Macb.  And  Thane  of  Cav^dor  too  j  went  it  not  fo  ? 

Ban.  To  th'  feif  fame  tune,  and  words.   Who's  hen 
SCENE     V.       Erter  RoHe  and  Angus. 

"Roffe.  The  King  hath  hapoily  receiv'd,.  Macbeth^ 
The  news  of  thy  fuccrfs  ;  and  when  he  reads 
Thy  perfonal  'venture  *  in  the  rebels'  fight. 
His  wo.iders  and  his  praifes  do  contend. 
Which  fhould  be  thine  or  his.     Silenc'd  with  that^ 
In  viewing  o'er  the  reft  o'  th'  felf-fame  day. 
He  finds  thee  in  the  ftout  Norweyan  ranks,. 
Nothing  afraid  of  what  thyfelf  didft  make. 
Strange  images  of  death.     As  thick  as  hail,, 
Came  poft  on  pofl  3.  and  every  one  did  bear 
Thy  praifes  in  his  kingdom's  great  defence  } 
And  pour'd  them  down  before  him^ 

ying.  We  are  fent. 
To  give  thee,  from  our  royal  mafter,  thanks  j 
Only  to  herald  theq  into  his  fight. 
Not  pay  thee. 

Roffe.  And  for  an  earneft  of  a  greater  honour. 
He  bade  me,  from  him,  call  thee  Thane  of  Caivdor  ! 
In  which  addition,  hail,  moft  worthy  Thane  ! 
For  it  is  thine. 

Ban.  What,  can  the  devil  fpeak  true  ? 

Mad.  The  Thane  of  Cawdor  lives  ? 
Why  do  you  drefs  me  in  his  borrow'd  robes  ? 

^ng.  Who  was  the  Thane,   lives  yet  j 
But  under  heavy  judgment  bears  that  life 
Which  he  defer ves  to  lofe.     Whether  he  was. 
Combin'd  with  Norway,  or  did  line  rhe  rebel 
With  hidden  help  and  'vantage  j  or  that  with  both 
He  labour'd  in  his  country's  wreck,  I  know  not  j 
But  treafons  capital,  confefs'd,  and  prov'd. 
Have  overthrown  him. 

Macb.  Glamis  and  Thane  of  Cawdor  !  \^Af(. 

The  greateft  is  behind.     Thanks  for  your  pains. 

[\[o  Angv 

Do  you  not  hope  your  children  fiiall  be  Kings  ? 

[To  I3anqu 

♦  K  e.  advent ure*. 

Wh* 
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When  thofe  that  gave  the  Thane  of  Cawdor  to  me, 
Promis'd  no  lefs  to  them  ? 
■     Ban.  That,  nrufted  home. 
Might  yet  inkindle  \  you  unto  the  crown, 
Befides  the  Thane  of  Cawdor.     But  'tis  ftrange  ; 
'ind  oftentimes,  to  win  us  to  our  harm. 
The  inftruments  of  darknefs  tell  us  truths  j 
kVin  us  with  honeft  tiifles,  to  betray  us 
[n  deepeft  confequence. 
;:ourms,  a  word,  I  pray  you.         [To  Rofle  and  Angus. 

Macb.  \_Aftde.'\  Two  truths  are  told, 
\s  happy  prologues  to  the  fwelling  aft 
)f  the  imperial  theme.     I  thank  you.  Gentlemen 
Phis  fupcrnatural  foliciting  % 
Cannot  be  ill }   cannot  be  good.-  If  ill, 

Nhy  hath  it  giv'n  me  earneft  of  fuccefs, 
Commencing  in  a  truth  ?   I'm  Thane  of  Cawdor« 
f  good,  why  do  I  yield  ||  to  that  fuggeftion, 
Vhofe  horrid  image  doth  upfix  my  hair, . 
Vnd  make  my  feated  heart  knock  at  my  ribs . 
Igainft  the  ufe  of  nature  ?  prefent  feats 
ire  lefs  than  horrible  imaginings. 
Ay  thought,  whofe  murther  yet  is  but  fantaftical,, 
Ihakes  fo  my  fingJe  ftate  of  man,  that  fundlion  . 
s  fmother'd  ia  lurmife  j  ,§  and  jiothing  is 
tut  what  is  not.  X 

Ban.  Look,  how  our  partner's  rapt ! 

Macb,  If  chance  will  have  me  King,  why,  chance 
may  crown  me,  \^AJide, 

Vithout  my  ftir. 

Ban.  New  honours  come  upon  him, 
-ike  our  ftrange  garments,  cleave  not  to  their  mould,  . 
»Ut  with  the  aid  of  ufe. 

•^  inkindle,  for  to  fiimulate you  tofeeki 
%  foliciting f  for  information. 
^  yield y  not  for  confent,  hxxX.  for  to  be  fuhdued  by, 
4  furmife,  for  contemplation. 

4.  ,i.  e.  /  can  give  no^ttention  to  any  thing  but  to  the 
uture  prQfpsSi  cf  the  eroivn, 

X  3  Macb^ 
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Math.  Come  what  come  may,  [-4/^i. 

Time  and  the  hour  runs  thro'  the  rougheft  day. 

Ban.  Worthy  Macbeth,  we  ftay  upon  your  leifure. 

Macbt  Give  me   your  favour  :    my  dull   brain  v 
wrought 
With  things  forgot.     Kind  Gentlemen,  your  pains 
Are  regift'red  where  every  day  I  turn 

The  leaf  to  read  them Let  us  tow'rd  the  King* 

Think  upon  what  hath  chanc'd  j  and  at  more  time, 

[To  Banqi 
(The  interim  having  weigh'd  it)  let  us  fpeak 
Our  free  hearts  each  to  other. 

Ban.  Very  gladly. 

Macb.  Till  then,  enaugh :  come,  friends.    \^Exeu) 
SCENE     VI.  Changes  to  the  palace . 

Flourip.    Enter  King,  Malcolm,  Donald  Bane,  Lenc 
and  Attendants. 

King.  Is  execution  done  on  Cawdor  yet  ? 
Or  not  thofe  in  commiflion  yet  returned  ? 

Mai.  My  Liege, 
They  are  not  yet  come  back.     But  I  have  fpokc 
With  one  that  faw  him  die  j,  who  did  report. 
That  very  frankly  he  confefs'd  his  treafons  j 
Implor'd  your  Highnefs'  pardon,  and  fet  forth 
A  deep  repentance  j   nothing  in  his  life 
"Became  him  like  the  leaving  it.     He  dy'd. 
As  one  that  had  been  ftudied  in  his  death, 
To  throw  a-.vay  the  deareft  thing  he  own'd. 
As  'twere  a  carelefs  trifle. 

King.   There's  no  art, 
To  find  the  mind's  conftruflion  in  the  face* 
He  was  a  Gentleman,  on  whom  I  built 
An  abfolute  truft. 

£«^^r  Macbeth,  Banquo,  Rofle,  and  An%\iu 
O  worthieft  coufin  ! 
The  fin  of  my  ingratitude  e'en  now 
Was  heavy  on  me.     Thou'tt  fo  far  before. 
That  (wifteit  wing  of  recompence  is  flow. 
To  overtake  thee.     'Would  thoud'ft  lefs  deferv'd. 
That  the  proportion  both  of  thanks  and  payment 

Mig 
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Might  have  been  mine!  only  I've  left  to  fay, 
More  is  thy  due,  ev'n  more  than  all  can  pay.. 

Macb.  The  fervice  and  the  loyalty  I  owe 
In  doing  it,   pays  itfelf.     Your  Highnefs'  pait 
Is  to  receive  our  duties  j  and  our  duties 
Are  to  your  throne,  and  ftate,  children  and  fervants  • 
Which  do  but  what  diey  fliould,  by  doing  every  thingj 
f  ief 'd  f  tow'rd  your  life  and  honour. 

King.  Welcome  hither. 
I  have  begun  to  plant  thee,  and  will  labour 
To  make  thee  full  oi  growing.     Noble  Banquo, 
Thou  haft  no  lefs  defer vd,  and  muft  be  known 
No  lefs  to  have  done  fo  :  let  me  infold  thee. 
And  hold  thee  to  my  heart. 

Ban.  There  if  I  grow. 
The  harveft  is  your  ov/n. 

King.   My  plenteous  joys, 
Wanton  in  fulnefs,  feek  to  hide  themfelves 
In  drops  of  fcrrow.     Sons,  kinfmen,  Thanes, 
And  you  whoie  places  are  the  neareft,  know. 
We  will  eftablifh  our  eftate  upon 
Our  eldeft  Malcolm,  whom  we  name  hereafter 
The  Prince  of  Cumberland  :  which  honour  muft 
Not  unaccompanied  invert  him  only  : 
But  figns  of  noblenefs,  like  ftars,  'ihall  fhine 
On  all  defervers —Hence  to  Inveinefs,  [To  Macbeth. 
And  bind  us  further  to  you. 

Macb.  The  reft  is  labour,  which  is  not  us*d  for  you; 
TU  be  myfelf  the  harbinger,  and  make  joyful 
The  hearing  of  my  wife  with  your  approach  j 
So  humbly  take  my  leave. 

King.  My  worthy  Cawdor! 

Macb.  The  Prince  of  Cumberland  ! — —that  is  a  flep. 
On  which  I  muft  fall  down,  or  elfe  o'erleap,       IMde, 
For  m  my  way  it  hes.     Stars,  hide  your  fires  ! 
Let  not  Night  fee  my  black  and  deep  defires ; 
The  eye  wink  at  the  hand !  yet  let  that  be, 
"Which  the  eye  fears,  when  it  is  done,  to  fee.      [^ExiU 


\ 


'I'  i.  e.  engaged  to  the  fu^^ort  of. 

King* 
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I^ng.  True,  worthy  Banquo  j  he  is  full  io  valiant  j 
And  in  his  commendations  I  am  fed  j 
It  is  a  banquet  to  me.     Let  us  after  him, 
Whofe  care  is  gone  before  to  bid  us  welcome. 
It  is  a  peerlefs  kinfman.  [Fhurijh.     Exeunt, 

SCENE    VII. 

Changes  to  an  apartment  in  Macbeth^ s  caftle  at  Jnvernefi, 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth  alme^  ivith  a  letter. 

Lady.  Tbey  met  me  in  the  day  of  fuccefs  :  and  I  have 
learn'' d  by  the  perfeEIed  report y  \  they  have  mere  in  them 
than  mortal  kno^v-ledge,  When  I  burnt  in  dejire  to  quejiion 
them  further,  they  made  themfehes  air,  into  ivhicb  they  va- 
nijh  d.  Whale  Ijiood  rapt  in  the  wonder  of  it,  came  mif- 
Jives  from  the  King y  ivho  all -haiTd  me  Thsine  of  Caw- 
dor ;  by  which  title,  before,  thefe  iveyivard  Jijiers  faluted 
vie,  and  referr''d  me  to  the  coming  on  .of  time,  ivitb  Hail ! 
King  that  (halt  be  !  This  have  I  thought  good  to  deliver 
thee,  (my  dearejl  partner  of  greatnejs)  that  thou  might''ji 
not  lofe  the  dues  of  rejoicing,  by  being  ignorant  of  what  great- 
ncfs  is  promised  thee.  Lay  it  to  thy  heart,  and  fareweU 
Glamis  thou  art,  and  Cawdor  -and  flialt  be 

What  thou  art  promis'd.     Yet  do  I  fear  thy  nature  5, 
It  is  too  full  o'  th'  milk  of  human  kindnefs. 
To  catch  the  neareft  way.     Thou  wouldft  be  great. 
Art  not  without  ambition  ;  but  without 
The  ilinefs  fliould  attend  it.  What  thou  wouldft  highly, 
That  wouldft  thou  holily  j  wouldft  not  p!ay  falfe, 
And  yet  wouldft  wrongly  win.     Thou'dft  have,  great 

Glamis, 
That  which  cries.  This  thou  mufl  do,  if  thou  have  it  I 
And  that's  what  rather  thou  dofl:  fear  to  do. 
Than  wifheft  fliould  be  undone.     Hie  thee  hither. 
That  I  may  pour  my  fpirlts  in  thine  ear. 
And  chaftife  with  the  valour  of  my  tongue 
All  that  impedes  thee  from  the  golden  round. 
Which  fate,  and  metaphyfic  H  aid,,  doth  feenx 
To  have  crown'd  thes  withal. 

J  report,  for  prediSfi on. 

il  metapbyfc,  i<ox  fifpernmraU 
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Enter  MeJJetiger*. 
What  is  your  tidings  ? 

Mejf.  The  king  comes  here  to-night* 

Lady.  Thou'rt  mad  to  fay  it. 
[s  not  thy  mafter  with  hira?  who,  were't  (Of 
iVould  have  inforna'd  for  preparation. 

MeJJ'.  So  pleafe  you,  it  is  true  :  our  Thane  is  comIng« 
3ne  of  my  fellows  had  the  fpeed  of  him  j 
iVho,  almoft  dead  for  breath,  had  fcarcely  more 
Than  would  make  up  his  mefTage, 

Lady.  Give  him  tending  ; 
^e  brings  great  news.  The  ravea  himfelf 's  not  hoarfe, 

[Exit.  MeJJl 
That  croaks  the  fatal  entrance  of  Duncan 
Jndcr  my  battlements.     Come,  all  you  fpirits 
That  tend  on  mortal  *  thoughts,  unfex  me  here  ; 
\nd  fill  me,  from  the  crown  to  th*  toe,  top-fall 
)f  direft  cruelty  j  make  thick  my  blood, 
(top  up  th*  accefs  and  pafTage  to  remorfe. 
That  no  compunftious  vifitings  of  nature 
>h3kt  my  fell  purpofe,  nor  keep,  peace  -f-  between 
rh'  effeft  and  it.     Come  to  my  woman's  br^a^ls, 
"Ind  take  my  milk  for  gall,  you  murth'ring  minifters  ! 
vVhere-ever  in  your  fightlefsfubftances  f night  ! 

ii'ou  wait  on  nature's  \  mifchief.- — ———Come,  thiclc 
'\nd  pall  jj  thee  in  the  dunneft  fmoak  of  *ell. 
That  my  keen  knife  fee  not  the  wound  it  makes  j. 
*^or  heav'n  peep  throuy,h  the  blanket  of  the  dark. 

To  cry.  Hold,  hold  ! 

Enter  Macbeth. 
3reat  Glamis !  worthy  Cawdor  !  [Embracing  bitn^- 

Greater  than  both,  by  the  all-hail  hereafter  ! 
rhy  letters  have  tranfported  me  beyond 

*  K  e.  deadly. 

^^  keep  peace ,  for  go  hettveen  (imply.  The  allufion  to 
officers  of  juftice  who  keejb  peace  between  rioters  by  going 
Ktvieen  them.  \ 

J  nature,  for  human, 

W  i.e>ivrap  thyfcifin  ^  pat!,. 

This 
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This  ipn'rant  *  prefent  time,  and  I  feel  now 
The  futu'cin  the  inltant, 

Macb.Dea.YtA  love, 
Duncan  comes  here  to-night; 
Lady.  And  when  goes  hence  ? 
Macb,  To-morrow,  as  he  purpofes. 
Lady.  Oh,  never 
Shall  fun  that  morrow  fee  ! — — 
Your  face,  my  Thane,  is  as  a  book,  where  men 
May  read  ftrange  \  matters.     To  beguile  the  time. 
Look  like  the  time  ;   bear  welcome  in  your  eye. 
Your  hand,  your  tongue  j  look  like  the  innocent  flowc 
But  be  the  ferpent  under't.     He  that's  coming 
Muft  be  provided  for  ;  and  you  fhall  put 
This  night's  great  buiinefs  into  my  difpatch. 
Which  fiiall  to  all  our  nights  and  days  to  come 
Give  folely  fovereign  fway  and  mafterdoxn. 
Macb.  We  will  fpeak  further. 
Lady.  Only  look  up  clear  : 
To  alter  favour,  ever,  is  to  fear. 
Leave  all  the  reft  to  me.  \^Exeuia\ 

SCENE     VI IL       Before  Macbeth' s  cape-gate. 
Hautboy:  and  torches.  Enter  King,  Malcolm,  Don  aid  Bant  I 
Banquo,  Lenox,  Macduff,  Rofle,  Angus,  and  Attend 
ants. 

King.  This  caftle  hath  a  pleafant  feat  j  J   the  air 
Nimbly  and  fweetly  recommends  itfelf 
Unto  our  general  fenfe. 

Ban.  This  gueft  of  fummer, 
The  temple-haunting  martlet,  does  approve. 
By  hislov'd  manfionry,  that  heaven's  breath 
Smells  wooingly  here.     No  jutting  frieze,  ^ 
Buttrice,  nor  coigne  of  'vantage,  but  this  bad 
Hath  made  his  pendant  bed,  and  procreant  cradle  j 
Where  they  moft  breed  and  haunt,  I  have  obfervM 
The  air  is  delicate. 


*  ignorant,  for  bafe,  poor,  ignoble t 
\  ^r<z«|;e,  for  dangerous, 
Xfeat  is  the  fame  word  zsjitu 


Ent& 
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Enter  Lady. 
King,  See,  fee !  our  honoured  hoftefs! 
The  love  that  follows  us  fometimes  is  our  trouble, 
Which  ftill  we  thank  as  love.     Herein  I  teach  you, 
How  you  Ihould  bid  God-yeld  us  •  for  your  pains^ 
4nd  thank  us  for  your  trouble. 

Lady.  All  our  fervice 
In  every  point  twice  done,  and  ihen  done  double) 
^ere  poor  and  fingle  bufinefs  to  contend 
\gainft  thofe  honours  deep  and  broad,  wherewith 
four  Majefty  loads  our  houfe.     For  thofe  of  oldj 
:  Ind  the  late  dignities  heap'd  up  to  them, 
Nt  reft  your  hermits.f 
King.  Where's  the  Thane  of  Cawdor  ? 
Ve  cours'd  him  at  the  heels,  and  had  a  purpofe 
'0  be  his  purveyor  :  but  he  rides  well, 
uid  his  great  love  (fharp  as  his  fpur)  hath  holp  him 
'o's  home  before  us.     Fair  and  noble  hoftefs, 
Ve  are  your  gueft  to-night. 
Lady.  Your  fervants  ever 
[ave  theirs,  themfelves,  and  what  is  theirs  in  compt, 

0  make  their  audit  at  your  Highnefs'  pleafure, 
:ill  to  return  your  own. 

King.  Give  me  your  hand  j 
ondudl  me  to  mine  hoft  j  we  love  him  highly, 
nd  fliall  continue  our  graces  towards  him, 
y  your  leave,  hoftefs.  [Exeunt, 

S  C  E  N  E     IX. 
Changes  to  an  apartment  in  MacbetFi  cafile, 
'autboysy  torches.     Enter  di-vers  Servants  ivitb  dijhes  and 

fer'vice  over  thejiage.     Then  Macbeth. 
Macb.  If  it  were  doney  when  'tis  done,  then  'twere 
were  done  quickly  ;  if  th'  aflaffination  [well 

ould  trammel  up  the  confcquence,  and  catch 
'ith  its  furceafe,  fuccefs  j  that  but  this  blow 
jght  be  the  be-all  and  the  end-all Here, 

1  *  To  bid  any  one  God^eld  hiw,  i,  et  God-yield  bint, 
|is  the  fame  as  Cod  reward  bin:* 

•j"  hermit Sy  for  beadfrnen^ 


U\ 


But 
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But  herCy  upon  this  bank  and  fhelve  of  Time, 

"We'd  jump  the  life  to  come. But,  in  thefe  cafes^ 

We  dill  have  judgment  here,  that  we  but  teach 
Bloody  inftruftions  j  which,  being  taught,  return 
To  plague  th'  inventor.     Even-handed  juftice 
Returns  th'  ingredients  of  our  poifon'd  chalice 
To  our  own  lips.     He's  here  in  double  truft : 
Firft,  as  I  am  hiskinfman  and  hisfubjeft. 
Strong  both  againft  the  deed  :  then,  as  his  hoft. 
Who  (hould  againft  his  murth'rer  fhut  the  door. 
Not  bear  the  knif€  myfe'f.     Befides,  this  Duncan 
Hath  borne  his  faculties  *  fomeek,  hath  been 
So  clear  in  his  great  office,  that  his  virtues 
Will  plead,  like  angels,  trumpet-tongu^d  againft    ' 
The  deep  damnation  of  his  taking  offj 
And  Pity,  like  a  naked  new-born  babe. 
Striding  theblaft,  or  heav'n's  cherubin  hors'd 
Upon  the  fightlef^  couriers  of  the  air. 
Shall  blow  the  horrid  deed  in  ev'ry  eye; 

That  tears  fliall  drown  the  wind ^^I  have  no  fpur 

To  prick  the  fides  of  tny  intent,  but  only 
Vaulting  Ambitian,  which  o'erleaps  itfelf. 

And  falls  on  th'  other  fide^ 

SCENE     X.         Evter  Lady  Macbeth. 
How  now  ?  what  news  ? 

Lady.  He's  almoft  fupp'd  5  why  have   you  left 
Macb.  Hath  he  ask'd  for  me  ?  [chamb( 

Lady.  Know  you  not  he  has  ? 
Macb.  We  will  proceed  no  further  in  this  biifinels. 
He  hath  honour'd  me  of  late ;  and  I  have  bought 
Golden  opinions  from  all  forts  of  people. 
Which  would  be  worn  now  in  their  neweft  glofs, 
Not  caft  afidefo  foon. 

Lady.  Was  the  hape  drunk 
Wherein  you  drefs'd  yourfelf  ?  hath  it  Hept  fince  ? 
And  wakes  it  now,  to  look  fo  green  and  pale 
At  what  it  did  fo  freely  ?  from  this  time 
Such  I  account  thy  love.     Art  thou  afraid 

*  faculties,  for  ofice,  exercife  ofptnver,  &c. 
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To  be  the  fame  in  thine  own  aft  and  valour. 
As  thou  art  in  defire  ?  wouldfl  thou  have  that. 
Which  thou  eftcem'ft  the  ornament  of  life. 
And  Hve  a  coward  in  thine  own  efteem  ? 
Letting  I  dare  not  wait  upon  Iiuould^ 
Like  the  poor  cat  i'  th'  adage.* 

Macb,  Pr'ythee,  peace  j 
[  dare  do  all  that  may  become  a  man  ; 
W^ho  dares  do  more,  is  none. 

Lady.  What  beaft  was't  then 
That  made  you  break  this  enterprize  to  me  > 
iVhen  you  durft  do  it,  then  you  were  a  man  j 
\nd  to  be  more  than  what  you  were,  you  would 
\t  fo  much  more  than  man.     Nor  time,  nor  place, 
)id  then  cohere,*!-  and  yet  you  would  make  both  : 
They've  made  themfelves  j  and  that  their  fitnefs  now 
)oes  unmake  you.     I  have  given  fuck,  and  knovtr 
'  -low  tender  'tis  to  Jove  the  babe  that  milks  me— 

would,  while  it  was  fmiling  in  my  face, 
Jave  pluck'd  my  nipple  from  his  bonelefs  gums, 
knd  dafh*d  the  brains  out,  had  I  but  fo  fworn 
b  you  have  done  to  this. 

Macb.  If  we  fliould  fail. 

Lady.  We  fail ! 
iutfcrewyour  courage  to  the  (licking  place, 
^nd  we'll  not  fail.     When  Duncan  is  afleep, 
Whereto  the  rather  fiiall  thisclay's  hard  journey 
oundly  invite  him,)  his  two  chamberlains 
Vill  I  with.wine  and  waflel  fo  convince,;]! 
■  That  memory  (the  warder  of  the  brain) 
hall  be  a  fume,  and  the  receipt  of  reafon 
^  limbeck  only  j  when  in  fwinifh  fleep 
'heir  drenched  natures  lie  as  in  a  death, 
V'hat  cannot  you  and  I  perform  upon 
i'h'  unguarded  Duncan  ?  what  not  put  upon 

*  The  adage  alluded    to   is,  l^ke  cat  would'  catch  fjl. 
At  Jlieda^e  not  ivct  her  Jeet. 
\  cohere^  ?ox  fuit,  fit, 
J  con'vince^  for  !riioxi'ciK.e' 

Vol.  VI.  Y  Ills 
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His  fpungy  officers,  who  fhall  bear  the  guilt 
Of  our  great  quel)  ? 

Macb.  Bring  fcjth  iren-children  cnly  ! 
For  thy  undaunted  rr^etal  fliould  compole 
Nothing  but  males.     Will  it  not  be  receiv'd, 
"When  we  have  mark'd  with  blood  thofe  fleepy  two 
Of  his  own  chamber,  and  us'd  their  very  daggers. 
That  they  have  done't  ? 

Lady,  Who  dares  receive  it  other,  \ 

As  we  fhall  make  our  griefs  and  clamour  roar 
Upon  his  death  ? 

Macb.  I'm  fettled,  and  bend  up 
Each  corporal  agent  to  this  terrible  feat. 
Away,  and  mock  the  time  with  faireft  fhow  : 
Falfe  face  muft  hide  what  the  falfe  heart  doth  know. 

\_Exeut\ 

A  C  T    II.        S  C  E  N  E     L 

A  hall  in  Macbeth' s  cajile. 

Enter  Banquo,  and  Fleance  ivith  a  torch  before  hitn,- 

Ban.  T  TOW  goes  the  night,  boy  ?  [the  cloc 

X.  X     Fie.  The  moon  is  down  ;  I  have  not  hea| 

Ban.  And  fhe  goes  down  at  twelve. 

Fie.  I  take't,  'tis  later.  Sir.  [heav*| 

Ban,  Hold,  take   my  {"word.     There's  hufbandry 
Their  candles  are  all  out. — Take  thee  that  too. 
A  heavy  fummons  lies  like  lead  upon  me, 
And  yet  1  would  not  ileep  :  Merciful  pow'rs  ! 
Reftrain  in  me  the  curfed  thoughts  that  nature 
Gives  way  to  in  repofe. 

Enter  Macbeth,  and  a  Servant  luith  a  torch. 
Give  me  my  fword.     Who's  there  } 

Macb.  A  friend. 

Ban.  What,  Sir,  not  yet  at  reft  ?  the  King's  a-bed»| 

He  hath  to-night  been  in  unufual  pleafure. 

And  fent  great  largefs  to  your  officers ; 

This  diamond  he  greets  your  wife  withal. 

By  the  name  of  moft  kind  hoftefs,  and's  fhut  up 

In  raeafurelefs  content,  „  , 

MaA 
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Miicb.  Being  unprepar'd, 
'Dur  will  became  the  fervant  to  defeft  : 
(Vhich  elfe  fhould  free  have  wrought. 
Ban.  All's  well. 

Jream'd  laft  night  of  the  three  weyward  lifters; 
'0  yu  they've  fhe w'd  fome  truth. 

Macb.  I  think  not  of  them  j 
'et,  when  we  can  intr^at  an  hour  to  ferve, 
Vould  fpend  it  in  fome  woids  upon  that  bulinef?, 
"  you  would  grant  the  time. 
Ban.  At  your  kind  leifure. 

Mjcb.  If  you  fhall  cleave  to  my  confent,*  whcn'tij, 
fliall  make  honour  for  you. 
Ban,  So  I  lofe  none 
1  fcekingto  augment  it,  but  ftill  keep 
[y  bofom  franchis'd  and  allegiance  clear, 
(ball  be  counfell'd. 
Much,  Good  repofe  the  while'. 
Ban.  Thanks,  Sir  j  the  like  to  you: 

Exeunt  Banquo  <7«^  Fleancc. 
SCENE     II. 
M'jch.  Goy  bid  thy  miflrefs,  when  my  drink  is  ready^ 
lie  ftrike  upon  the  bell.    Get  thee  to  bed.  [JExitServt 
this  a  dagger  which  I  fee  before  me, 
he  handle   tow'rd   my    hand  ?  come, 
nave  thee  not,  and  yet  I  fee  thee  ftill. 
rt  thou  not,  fatal  vifion,  fenfible 
3  feeling  as  to  fight  ?  or  art  thou  but 
dagger  of  the  mind,  a  falfe  creation 
|oceeding  from  the  heat-opprefled  brain  ? 
ee  thee  yet,  in  form  as  palpable 

:  this  which  now  I  draw. 

lou  marlharft  me  the  way  that  I  was  going  j 
lid  fuch  an  inftrument  I  was  toufe. 
ine  eyes  are  made  the  fools  o'  th'  other  fenfes, 
elfe  worth  all  the  reft—  I  fee  thee  ftill  ; 
lid  on  the  blade  of  th'  dudgeon,  gutts  of  blood, 
|hich  was  not  fo  before. — There's  no  fuch  thing.— 


let  me   clutch 
[thee. — 


confent,  forw///. 


Ya 


It 
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It  is  the  bloody  bufinefs,  which  informs 
Thus  ro  mine  eye?. — Now  o'er  one  half  the  world 
Natuie  feems  dead,  and  wicked  dreams  abufe 
The  curtain'd  fleep  j  now  witchcraft  celebrates 
Pale  Hecate's  ofFerings:   and  wither'd  Murther, 
(Alarum'd  by  hiscentinel,  the  wolf, 
Whofe  howl's  his  watch,)  thus  with  his  ftealthy  pace, 
With  Tarquin'sravifhing  ftrides,  tow'rds  his  defign 
Moves  like  a  ghoft.— Thou  found  and  firmjfet  earth, 
Hearnot  my  fteps,  which  way  they  walk,  for  tear 
Thy  very  ftones  prate  of  nr.y  where-about  j* 
And  take  the  prefent  horror  from  the  time, 
Which  now  fuits  with  it.-Whilft  I  threat  he  ^^ves- 

[A  bell  ring. 

rWords  to  the  heat  of  deeds  too  cold  breath  gives.] 
I  go,  and  it  is  done ;  the  bell  invites  me. 
Hear  it  not,  Duncan  ;  for  it  is  a  knell 
That  fummons  thee  to  heaven,  or  to  hell.  L-^^' 

SCENE    in.  Enter  Lady. 

Lady.  That  which  hath  made  them  drunk,  hath  ma 

me  bold  :  c       XA^r 

V/hat  hath  quench'd  them,  hath  given  me  fire.  Har 

It  was  th^e'owUhat  fhriek'd,the  fatal  bell-man. 
Which  givts  the  ftern'ft  good -night-He  is  about  it 
The  doors  are  open  ;  and  the  furteited  grooms 
Do  mock  their  charge  with  fnores.     I've  drugg  d  th 

poffets,  , 

That  death  and  nature  do  contend  about  them, 
Whether  they  live  or  die. 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Macb.  Who's  there  ? What  ho  ! 

Lady.  Alack  !  I  am  afraid  tney  have  awak  d 
And  'tis  not  done  ;    th'  attempt,  and  not  the  deed. 

Confounds  us Hark !  I  laid  their  daggers  ready 

He  could  not  mifs  'em Had  he  not  refemb  ed 

My  father  as  he  fiept,  I  had  done  t-My  hufband 

^Mucb,  I've  done  the  deed didft  thou  nolhe. 

noife  ? 

*  i.  e,  tell  inhere  I  em.  ^^ 
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Lady.  I  heard  the  owl  fcream,  and  the  crickets  cry. 
)iJ  not  you  fpeak  ? 

Macb.  When  ? 

Lady,     Now. 

Mdcb.  As  I  defcended  ? 

Lady.  Ay, 

Macb.  Hark ! who  lies  i'  th'  fecond  chamber  ? 

Lady.,  Donald  Bane. 

Macb.  This  is  a  forry  fight.  [Looks  on  hi's  hands. 

Lady.  A  foolifh  thought,  to  fay,  a  forry  fight. [murther  ! 

Macb.  There's  one  did  laugh  in's  fleep,  and  one  cry'd, 
'hey  wak'd  each  other  ;  and  I  ftood  and  heard  them  : 
iut  they  did  fay  their  prayers,  and  addrefs  them 
Igain  to  fleep. 

Lady.  There  are  two  lodg'd  together.  [other; 

Macb,   One   cry'd,  God  blefs  us !   and.  Amen!   the 
uS  they  had  feen  me  with  thefe  hangman's  hands, 
iftening  their  fear,  I  could  not  fay  Amen, 
Vhen  they  did  fay,   God  blefs  us. 

Lady,  Confider  it  not  fo  deeply. 

Macb.  But  wherefore  could  not  I  pronounce  Amen  ? 

had  moft  need  of  blefling,  and  Amen 
tuck  in  my  throat. 

Lady,  Thefe  deeds  muft  not  be  thought  on? 
ifter  thefe  ways  ;  fo,  it  will  make  us  mad. 

Macb,  Methought  1  heard  a  voice  cry,  Sleep  no  more !. 
lacbeth  doth  murther  fleep  ;   the  innocent  fleep  j 
leep  that  knits  up  the  ravell'd  fleeve  of  care, 
he  birth  of  each  day's  life,  fore  labour's  bath, 
aim  of  hurt  minds,  .great  nature's  fecond  courfe,. 
hief  nouriflrer  in  life's  feaft. 

Lady.  What  do  you  mean^? 

Maeb,  Still  it  cry'd.  Sleep  no  more,  to  all  the  houfe  j 
lamis  hath  murther 'd  fleep,  and  therefore  Cawdor 
hall  fleep  no  more  j  Macbeth  fliall  fleep  no  more  ! 

Lady,  Who  was  it   that  thus   cry'd  ?  why, .  worthy 

Thane, 
ou  do  unbend  your  noble  flrength,  to  think - 
)brain-fickly  of  things  j   go,  get  fome  water, 
iid  walh  this  filthy  withefs  from  your  hand. 

y  3  Wh^ 
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Why  did  you  bring  thefe  daggers  from  the  place  ? 
They  muft  lie  there.     Go,  carry  them,  and  fmear 
The  fleepy  grooms  with  blood. 

Macb.  ril  go  no  more  ; 
I  am  afraid  to  think  what  I  have  done  ; 
Look  on't  again  I  dare  not. 
Lady.  Infirm  of  purpofe  ! 
Give  me  the  daggers  j  the  deeping  and  the  dead' 
Are  but  as  piftures  ;  'tis  the  eye  of  childhood 
That  fears  a  painted  devil.     If  he  do  bleed, 
I'll  gild  the  faces  of  the  grooms  withal. 
For  it  muft  feem  their  guilt.  [£x< 

Knock  'within, 
Macb.  Whence  is  that  knocking  !'  [Starting 

How  is't  with  me,  when  every  noife  appalls  me  ? 
What  hands  are  here  ?  hah  !  they  pluck  out  mine  eye 
Will  all  great  Neptune's  ocean  wafh  this  blood 
Clean  from  my  hand  ?  No,  this  my  hand  will  rather 
["[Thy  multitudinous  fea  incarnadine, 
[^Making  the  green  one  red.——] 
Wake  the  green  ocean  red-- 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth. 
Lady.  My  hands  are  of  your  colour  j  but  I  fhame 
To  wear  a  heart  fo  white  ;  I  hear  a  knocking    [Knot 
.  At  the  fouth  entry.     Retire  we  to  our  chamber  j 
A  little  water  clears  us  of  this  deed. 
How  eafy  is  it  then  ?  your  conftancy 
Hath  left  you  unattended— Hark,  more  knocking  V 

[Knot 
Get  on  your  night-gown,  left  occafion  call  us. 
And  ftiew  us  to  be  watchers  j  be  not  loft 
So  poorly  in  your  thoughts. 

Macb.To  know  my  deed, 'twere beft  not  know  myfrf 

Wake,  Duncan,    with  this  knocking:    *would  the 

could' ft?  [Exar, 

[SCENE     IV.       Enter  a  Porter.  ^ 

[Knocking  fwithin,']  Port.  Here's   a  knocking  indeed 

if  a  man  were  porter  of  hell-gate,  he  fhould  have  0 

turning  the  key.    [Knock.']    Knock,  knock,  knod_ 

Who's  there,  i'  th'  name  of  Belzebub  ?  here's  a  fti 
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mer  that  hang'd  himfelf  in  the  expedtation  of  plenty; 
ccir.e  in  time,  h.ue  najjlcins  enough  about  you,  here 
you'll  fweat  fov't.  [ICncck.]  Knock,  knock.  Who's 
there,  i'  th'  other  devil's  naniie  ?  'Faith,  here's  ane- 
quivocator,  that  could  fwear  in  both  the  fcales  againft 
either  fcale,  who  committed  treafon  enough  for  God's 
fake,  yet  could  not  equivocate  to  heav'n ;  oh,  come 
in,  equivocator.  [Knock.']  Knock,  knock,  knock. 
Who's  there?  'Faith,  here's  an  Englifh  tailor  come 
hither  for  ftealing  out  of  a  French  hofe  :  come  in,  tai- 
lor, here  you  may  roaft  your  goofe.  [Krock.]  Knock, 
knock.  Never  at  quiet !  what  are  you  ?  but  this  place 
is  too  cold  for  hell.  I'll  devil  porter  it  no  further  : 
I  had  thought  to  have  let  in  fome  of  all  profeflions, 
that  go  the  Primrofe  way  to  the  everlafting  bonfire. 
[Knock.  J  Anon,  anon,  I  pray  you,  remember  the  porter. 
Enter  Macduff  and  Lenox. 

Macd.  Was  it  fo  late,  friend,  ere  you  went  to  bed, 
Tiiat  you  do  lie  fo  late  ?  [cock  : 

Port.  'Faith,  Sir,  we  were  carouling  till  the  fecond 
And  drink.  Sir,  is  a  great  provolter  of  three  things. 

Macd.  What  three  things  doth  drink  efpecially  pro- 
voke ? 

Port.^Mzrryf  Sir,  nofe-palnting,  fleep,  and  urine. 
Lechery,  Sir,  it  provokes  and  unprovokes  j  it  provokes 
the  defire,  but  it  takes  away  ihe  performance.  There- 
fore much  drink  may  be  faid  to  be  an  equivocator  with 
lechery ;  it  makes  him,  and  it  mars  him  j  it  fets  him 
on,and  it  takes  him  off  5  it  perfuades  him,  and  difhear- 
tens  him  ;  makes  him  ftand  to,  and  not  ftand  to  :  in 
conclufion,  equivocates  him  into,  afleep,  and,  giving 
him  the  lye,  leaves  him. 

Macd,  I  believe,  drink  gave  thee  the  lye  lafl  night. 

Port.  That  it  did,  Sir,  i'  th'  very  throat  o'  me  j 
but  I  requited  him  for  his  lye  j  and,  I  think,  being 
J  too  ftrong  for  him,  though  he  took  my  legs  fometime, 
[yet  I  made  a  fhift  to  caft  him. 

SCENE   rv. 

Enter  Macduff,  Lenox,  and  Porter, 
Macd,  Is  thy  maiterlftirnng  ? 
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Our  knocking  has  awak'd  him  ;  here  he  comes, 

Len.  Good  morrow,  Noble  Sir. 
Enter  Macbeth. 

Macb.  Good  morrow,   both. 

jyiacd.  Is  the  King  ftirrine,  worthy  Thane  ? 

Mdcb.  Not  yet. 

Macd.  He  did  command  me  to  call  timely  on  him  j 
I've  almoft   flipt  the  hour. 

Macb.   I'll  bring  you  to  him. 

Macd.  I  know  this  is  a  joyful  trouble  to  you  ;- 
But  yet  'tis  one, 

Macb.  The  labour  we  delight  in,  phyfics*  pain  j 
This  is  the  door. 

Macd,  I'll  make  io  bold  to  call,  for 'tis  my  limited-f 
fervice.  \Exit  Macduff, 

"Leri'  Goes  the  King  hence  to  day  ? 
,   Macb.  He  did  appoint  fo, 

"Len.  The  night  has  been  unruly.     Where  we' lay. 
Our  chimneys  were  blown  down  ;  and,  as  they  fay, 
Lamentings  heard  i'  th'  air,  ftrange  fcreams  of  death. 
Aunts  prophefying  with  accents  terrible 
Of  dire  combuftion,  and  confus'd  events,. 
New  hatch'd  to  th'  woi'ul  lime. 
The  obfcure  bird  clannour'd  the  live-long  night. 
Some  fay,  the  earth  was  fev'rous,  and  did  fhake. 

Macb.  'Twas  a  rough  night. 

hen.  My  young  remembrance  canriot  parallel 
A  fellow  to  it. 

Enter  Macduff". 

Macd.  O  horror !  horror  !  horror  !  [thee-   — 

Nor  tongue,  nor  heart,    cannot  conceive,    nor  name 

Macb,  and  Len.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Macd.  Confufion  now  hath  made  his  mafter-piecej 
Moft  facrilegious  murther  hath  broke  ope 
The  Lord's  anointed  temple,  and  ftole  thence 
The  life  o'  th'  building. 

Macb.  What  is't  you  fay  ?  the  life  ? 

hen.  Mean  you  his  Majefty  ?— —  • 

*  i.  e.  heaUy  cures. 

+  limited,  for  aj)^ointed». 

Macai 
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Macd,  Approach  the  chamber,  and  deftroy  your  iight 
ATith  a  new  Gorgon. — — Do  not  bid  me  fpeak  j 
lee,  and  then  fpeak  yourfelves :  awake !  awake  ! 

[Exeunt  Macbeth  and  Lenox, 
ling  the  alarum-bell         ■  -murther  !  and  treafen  ! 
Janquo,  and  Donald  Bane  !  Malcolm !  awake  ! 
Jhake  off  this  downy  fleep,  death's  counterfeit, 

\nd  look  on  death  itfelf up,  up,  and  fee 

The  great  doom's  image Malcolm  !  Banquo! 

\s  from  your  graves  rife  up,  and  walk  like  {^rights, 
Co  countenance  this  horror, 

SCENE     V. 
Bell  rings.     Enter  Lady  Macbeth. 
Lady.  What's  the  bufmefs. 
That  fuch  an  hideous  trumpet  calls  to  parley 
The  fleepers  of  the  houfe  ?  Speak. 

Macd.  Gentle  Lady, 
Tis  not  for  you  to  hear  what  I  can  fpeak. 
The  repetition  in  a  woman's  ear 

Would  murther  as  it  fell -O  Banquo,  Banquo! 

Enter  Banquo, 
Our  royal  mafter's  murther'd. 

Lady.   Woe,  alas ! 
What,  in  our  houfe  ? 

Ban,  Too  cruel,  any  where. 
Macduff,  I  pr'ythee  contradid  thyfelf> 
And  fay  it  is  not  fo. 

Enter  Macbeth,  Lenox,  and  Rofle. 
Macb.  Had  I  but  dy'd  an  hour  before  this  chance, 
I  had  liv'd  a  bleffed  time  :  for,  from  this  inftant,  ^ 
There's  nothing  ferious  J  in  mortality  j 
Ail  is  but  toys  j  renown  and  grace  is  dead  j 
The  wine  of  life  is  drawn,  and  the  mere  lees 
Is  left  this  vault  to  brag  of. 

Enter  Malcolm  and  Donald  Bane, 
Don.  What  is  amifs  ? 
Macb.  You  are,  and  do  not  know't : 
The  fpring,  the  head,  the  fountain  of  your  blood 

%  ferious f  fox  valuable^ 

Is 


z6z        The  Tragedy  of  Macbeth.      Adl  n| 

Is  ftopt ;   the  very  fource  of  it  is  ftopt* 

Macd.   Your  royal  father's  murther'd.- 

Mai.   Oh,  by  whom  ! 

Len.  Thofe  of  his  chamber,  as  It  feem'd,  had  done'tsl 
Their  hands  and  faces  were  all  badg'd  with  blood  j 
So  were  their  daggers,  which,  unwip'd,   we  found 
Up,  n  their  pillows  ;  they  ftar'd  and  were  diflra£ledj 
No  man's  life  was  to  be  trufted  with  them. 

Macb.  O,  yet  I  do  repent  me  of  my  fury, 
Th.n  I  did  kill  them 

Macd,   Wherefore  did  you  fo  ? 

Macb.   Who  can  be  wife,  amaz'd,  temp'rate  and  fu»l 
Loyal  and  neutral  -f-  in  a  moment  ?  no  man.  [rious^l 

The  expedition  of  my  violent  love 
Outrun  the  paufrr,   reaf)n.     Here  lay  Duncan  ; 
His  filver  skm  I  c'd  with  his  golden  blood. 
And  his  gafh'd  fiabs  look'd  like  a  breach  in  nature. 
For  ruin's  wafteful  entrance  ;  there  the  murtherers, 
Steep'd  in  the  colours  of  their  trade,   their  daggers 
Unmanly  reech'd  with  gore  ;  who  could  refrain^ 
That  hid  a  heart  to  love,  and  in  that  heart 
Couipge,  to  make's  love  known  ? 

Lady.   Help  me  hence,  ho  ! [^Seeming  to  faint,. 

Macd.   Look  to  the  Lady. 

Mai.   Whv  do  we  hold  our  tongues. 
That  moft  may  claim  this  argument  for  ours  ? 

Don.    What  (hould  be  fpoken  here, 
Whtre  our  fate,  hid  within  an  augre-hole. 
May  ru/h,  and  feize  us  ?  Let's  away,  our  tears 
Are  not  yet  brew'd. 

Mai    Nor  our  firong  forrovv  on- 
The  foot  of  motion. 

Ban,  Look  to  the  Lady  ; 

[Lady  Macbeth  t's  carried  ouU 
And  when  we  have  our  naked  frailties  hid. 
That  fufFer  in  exp'^iure,   let  us  meet. 
And  queftion  thi'^  moft  bloody  piece  of  work. 
To  know  it  further.     Fears  and  fcruples  fhake  us. 

+  neutral,  for  m(oncerned,  indiferent. 
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[n  the  great  hand  of  God  I  ftand,  and  thence, 
Againft  the  undivulg'd  pretence  f  I  fight 
Of  treas'nous  malice. 

Macb.  So  do  I. 

Uill.  So  all. 

Macb.  Let's  briefly  put  on  manly  readinefs, 
And  meet  i'  th'  hall  together. 

M.  Well  contented<    [Exeunt  all  but  Mz\   and  Don, 

■Mai.  WJiat  will  you  do?  let's  not  confort  with  them: 
To  fliew  an  unfelt  forrow  is  an  office 
Which  the  falfe  man. does  eafy.     I'll  to  England. 

Don.  To  Ireland,   I ;  our  feparated  fortune 
thall  keep  us  both  the  fafer  ^  where  we  are. 
There's  daggers  in  mens'  fmiles  j  the  near  in  blood. 
The  nearer  bloody. 

Mai.  This  murtherous  fliaft  that's  (hot, 
4ath  not  yet  lighted  j  and  our  fafeft  way 
s  to  avoid  the  aim.     Therefore  to  horfe  j 
\nd  let  us  not  be  dainty  of  leave  taking, 
3ut  fliift  away ;  there's  warrant  jn  that  theft, 
iVhich  fteals  itfelf  when  there's  no  mercv  left,     \ Exeunt 

SCENE     Vr.        The  outfide  of  Macbeth' s  caftle. 
Enter  Ryfle,  ~^itb  an  Old  Man. 

Old  M.  Three  fcore  and  ten  1  can  remember  well. 
Within  the  volume  of  which  time  I've  {^tn 
lours  dreadful,  and  things  ftrange  j  but  this  fore  night 
lath  trifled  former  knowings. 

^ojfe.  Ah,  good  father, 
rhou  feeft,  the  heav'ns,  as  troubled  with  man's  aft. 
Threaten  this  bloody  ftage  :  ||  by  th'  clock,   'tis  day: 
Ind  yet  dark  night  ftrangles  the  travelling  lamp  : 
s't  night"*?  predominance,  or  the  day's  /hame, 
.■"hat  darknefs  does  the  face  of  earth  intomb, 
When  living  light  /hould  klfs  it  ? 
^  Old  M.    'Tis  unnatural, 

iven  like  the  deed  that's  done.     On  Tuefday  Taft, 
^  faulcon,  tow'ring  in  her  pride  of  place, 

f  pretence^  for  aEi^ 
\  fi^gh  for  a^. 

Was 
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Was  by  a  moufing  owl  hawk'd  at,  and  kili'd. 

Rojfe.  And  Duncan's  horfes,  (a  thing  moft  ftrange  and 
certain ! ) 
Beauteous  and  fwift,  the  minions  of  their  race, 
Turn'd  wild  in  nature,  broke  their  ftalls,  flung  out. 
Contending  *gainft  obedience,  as  they  would 
Make  war  with  man. 

Old  M.  'Tis  faid  they  ate  each  other. 

Rofe.  They  did  fo  j  to  th'  amazement  of  mine  eyes 
Tlut  look'd  upon'c. 

Enter  Macduff 
Here  comes  the  good  MacduflF, 
How  goes  the  world.  Sir,  now  ? 

Macd    Why,  fee  you  not  ? 

Roffe.  Is't  known  who  did  this  more  than  bloody  deed) 

Macd.  Thofe  that  Macbeth  hath  flain . 

RoJfe.  Alas,  the  day! 
What  good  could  they  pretend  ? 

Macd    They  were  fuborn'd  j 
Malcolm-,  and  Donald  Bane  ;  the  King's  two  fons. 
Are  ftoln  away  and  fled  j  which  puts  upon  them 
Sufpicion  of  the  deed. 

RoJ'e.  'Gainft  nature  ftill ; 

Thriftlefs  Ambition  I  that  wilt  ravin  up 

Thine  own  life's  means. Then  'tis  moft  like 

The  fovereignty  will  fall  upon  Macbeth  ? 

Macd.  He  is  already  nam'd,  and  gone  to  Scone 
To  be  invefted. 

RoJfe.  Where  is  Duncan's  body  ? 

Macd.  Carried  to  Colmeskill, 
The  facred  ftore-houfe  of  his  prcdecelTors, 
And  guardian  of  their  bones. 

Roje.  Will  you  to  Scone  ? 

Mcud.  No,  coufin,  I'll  to  Fife. 

Rofe.   Well,  I  will  thither. 

Macd.  Well,   may  you  fee  things  well  done  there 
Left  our  old  robes  fit  eafier  than  our  new!  [adieu 

Rofe.  Farewel,  father.  ' 

Oid  M.   God's  benifon  go  with  you,  and  with  thofe 
That  would  make  good  of  bad,  and  friends  of  foes. 

[Exeunt 

A  C  ' 
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ACT    III.        SCENE    lo 
An  apartment  in  the  palace. 
Enter  Banquo, 
HOU  haft  it  now  J  King,  Cawdor,  Glamis,  %\l 
The  weyward  women  promis'd  j  and,  I  fear, 
Thou  play'dft  moft  foully  for't.     Yet  it  was  faid, 
t  Should  not  (land  in  thy  pofterity  : 
lut  that  myfelf  fliould  be  the  root  and  father 
Ij  )f  many  kings.     If  there  come  truth  from  them, 
'  As  upon  thee,  Macbeth,   their  fpeeches  ihine)  f 
Vhy,  by  the  verities  on  thee  made  good, 
lay  they  not  be  my  cracles  as  well, 
Lnd  fet  me  up  in  hope  ?  But,  hufli,  no  more. 
rumpets  found.  Enter  Uacheth.  as  King,  Lady  Macbeth, 

Lenox,  Rofle,  Lords,  and  Attendants. 
'  Macb.  Here's  our  chief  gueft.  - 
Lady.  If  he  had  been  forgotten, 
:  had  been  as  a  gap  in  our  great  feaft, 
.nd-all  things  unbecoming, 
Macb.  To-night  we  hold  a  folemn  fupper,  Sir, 
nd  I'll  requeft  your  prefence. 
Ban.  Lay  your  Highnefs* 
ommand  upon  me  j  to  the  which  my  duties 
re  with  a  moft  indiffoluble  tie 
or  ever  knit. 

Macb.  Ride  you  this  afternoon  ? 
Ban,  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 
Macb.   We  ftiould  have  plfe  defir'd 
our  good  advice  (which  ftill  hath  been  both  grave 
T  nd  profperous)  in  this  day's  council  j  but 
'e'll  take  to-morrow.     Is  it  far  you  ride  ?  « 

Ban.  As  far,  my  Lord,,  as  will  fill  up  the  time 
'wixt  this  and  fupper.     Go  not  my  horfe  the  better, 
muft  become  a  borrower  of  the  night 
)r  a  dark  hour  or  twain. 
Macb.  Fail  not  our  feaft. 
Ban,  My  Lord,  I  will  not. 

\  Jhine,  for  pro/per. 
Vol.  VI.  Z  M/ci. 
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Mach.  We  hear  oilr  bloody  coufins  are  beftow'd 
In  England  and  in  Ireland  j  not  confefTing 
Their  cruel  parricide,  filling  their  hearers 
With  ftrange  invention.     But  of  that  to-morrow  ; 
When  therewithal  we  fhall  have  caufe  of  ftate. 
Craving  us  jointly.     Hie  to  horfe  :  adieu, 
Till  you  return  at  night.     Goes  Fleance  with  you  ? 

Ban.  Ay,  my  good  Lord  j  our  time  does  call  upon  u< 

Macb.  I  wilh  your  horfes  fwift,  and  furc  of  foot  j 
And  fo  I  do  commend  you  to  their  backs. 
Farewel.  .     .  [£x;V  Banquo 

Let  ev'ry  man  be  mafter  of  his  time 
Till  feven  at  night  ;  to  make  fociety 
The  fweeter  welcome,  we  will  keep  ourfelf 
Till  fupper-time  alone  :  till  then  God  be  with  you. 

[^Eyeunt  Lady  Mic\itt\\,  and  Lord. 

SCENE     IL     Manent  Macbeth  and  a  Survam 
Sirrah,  a  word  with  you  :  attend  thofe  men 

Our  pleafure  ? 

Ser.  They  are,  my  Lord,  without  the  palace-gate. 

Macb.  Bring  them  before  us. To  be  thus, 

nothing;  [Exit  Ser-van. 

But  to  be  fafel-y  thus. Our  fears  in  Banquo 

Stick  deep  :  and  in  his  royalty  of  nature 

Reigns  that  which  would  be  fear'd.  'Tis  much  he  dares 

And  to  that  dauntlefs  temper  of  his  mind. 

He  hath  a  wifdom  that  doth  guide  his  valour 

To  aa  in  fafety.     There  is  none  but  he 

Whofe  being  I  do  fear  :  and,   under  him. 

My  genius  k  rebuk'd;  as,  it  is  faid, 

Antony's  was  by  Caefar.     He  chid  the  fillers, 

When  firft  they  put  the  name  of  King  upon  me. 

And  bade  them  fpeak  to  him  ;  then,  prophet-hke. 

They  hail'd  him  father  to  a  line  of  Kings. 

Upon  my  head  they  plac'd  a  fruitlefs  crown. 

And  put  a  barren  fceptre  in  my  gripe. 

Thence  to  be  wrench'd  with  an  unlineal  hand. 

No  fon  of  mine  fucceeding.     If  'tis  fo,    ^ 

For  Banquo's  iffue  have  I  'filed  H  my  mind: 

II  ut,  defied.  j.^. 
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For  them  the  gracious  Duncnn  have  I  murther'd  j 

Put  rancours  in  the  vefiel  of  my  peace 

Only  for  them  :  and  mine  eternal  jewel 

Giv'n  to  the  common  enemy  of  man, 

To  make  them  Kings.     The  feed  of  Banquo  Kings ! 

Rather  than  fo,  come  fate  into  the  lift. 

And  champion  me  to  th'  utterance  !  [J Who's  there  ? 

Enter  Servant,  and  tivo  Murtherers. 
Oo  to  the  door,  and  ftay  there,  till  we  call.    [J?x/r  Serv* 
Was  it  not  yefterday  we  fpoke  together  ? 

Mur    It  was,  fo  pleafe  your  Highnefs. 

Macb.  Well  then,  now 
V'ou  have  confider'd  of  my  fpeeches  ?   Know, 
That  it  was  he,  in  the  times  paft,  which  held  you 
JO  under  fortune,  which  you  thought  had  been 
Our  innocent  felf.     This  I  made  good  to  you 
(n  our  laft  conf  rence,  paft  in  probation  with  you  j 
-low  you  were  born  in  hand,  how  crols'd,  the  inftiu- 

ments  ! 
Who  wrought  with  them  j  and  all  things  elfe  that  might 
To  half  a  foul,  and  to  a  notion  §  craz'd, 
say,  Thus  did  Banquo. 

I  Mur.  True,  you  made  it  known. 

Macb,  I  did  fo  j  and  went  further,  which  is  now 
3ar  point  of  fecond  meeting.     Do  you  find 
Vour  patience  fo  predominant  in  your  nature. 
That  you  can  let  this  go  }  are  you  fo  gofpell'd. 
To  pray  for  this  good  man  and  for  his  iffue, 
vVhoie  heavy  hand  hath  bow'd  you  to  the  grave, 
f\nd  beggar'd  yours  for  ever  ? 

1  Mur.  We  are  men,  my  Liege. 

Macb.  Ay,  in  the  catalogue  ye  go  for  men, 
\s  hounds,  and  greyhounds,  mongrels,  fpaniels,  cur«, 
showghes,  water-rugs,  and  demy-wolves  are  clep'd 
All  by  the  name  of  dogs  ;  the  valued  file 
Diftinguifhes  the  fwift,  the  flow,  the  fubtle. 
The  houfe-keeper,  the  hunter  }  every  one 


\ 


i.  e.  extremity.       ^ 

notion,  for  the  underjlanding. 
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According  to  the  gift  which  bounteous  nature 

Hath  in  him  clos'd  j  whereby  he  does  receive 

Particular  addition,   from  the  bill 

That  writes  them  all  alike  ;  and  fo  of  men.  .  ,1 

Now,  if  you  have  a  ftation  in  the  file,  n 

And  not  in  the  word:  rank  of  manhood,  fay  it  j 

And  I  will  put  that  bufinefs  in  your  bofoms, 

Whofe  execution  takes  your  enemy  ofFj 

Grapples  you  to  the  heart  and  love  of  us. 

Who  wear  our  health  byt  fickly  in  his  life. 

Which  in  his  death  were  perfect. 

a  Mur.  I  am  one 
Whom  the  vile  blows  and  bufFets  of  the  world 
Have  fo  incens'd,  that  I  am  recklefs  what 
I  do,  to  fpite  the  world. 

I  Mur.  And  I  another. 
So  weary  with  difaftrous  tuggs  with  fortune. 
That  I  would  fet  my  life  on  any  chance. 
To  mend  it,  or  be  rid  cn't. 

Macb.  Both  of  you 
Know,  Banquo  was  your  enemy. 
Mur.  True,  my  Lord. 

Macb.  So  is  he  mine  :  and  in  fuch  Moody  diftance,  | 
That  every  minute  of  his  being  thrufts 
Againft  my  near' ft  of  life  :  and  though  I  could 
With  bare-fac'd  power  fweep  him  from  my  fight. 
And  bid  my  will  avouch  it ;  yet  I  muft  not. 
For  certain  friends  that  are  both  his  and  mine, 
Whofe  loves  I  may  not  drop  j  but  wail  his  fall. 
Whom  I  myfelf  ftruck  down  :  and  thence  it  is 
That  I  to  your  afliftance  do  make  love. 
Masking  the  bufinefs  from  the  common  eye 
For  fundry  weighty  reafons. 

a  Mur.  We  fhall,  my  Lord, 
Perform  what  you  command  us.  ' 

1  Mur.  Though  our  lives 

Macb.  Your  fpirits  fhine  through  you.     In  this  hour* 
I  will  advife  you  where  to  plant  yourfelves  j     [at  moft* 


^  dijlanssi  for  enmity. 
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Acquaint  you  with  the  perfefl  fpy  o'  ch'  time,* 
The  moment  on"'t  j  (for't  muft  be  done  to-night, 
Andfomething  from  the  palace  5  always  thought, 
I'hat  I  require  a  clearr.ef'^j)  and  wirh  him 
(To  leave  no  rubs  nor  botches  in  the  work,) 
Fleancc  hisfon,  that  keeps  him  company, 
^Whofe  abfence  is  no  lefs  material  to  me. 
Than  is  his  father's,)  muft  embrace  the  fate 
Of  that  dark  hour.     Refolve  yourfeives  apart, 
I'll  come  to  you  anon. 
hl'rr.  We  are  refolv'd,  my  Lord. 
Math,  I'll  call  upon  yoa  ftraight ;  abide  within. 

\_Exeunt  Murtherers, 
It  is  cohcluded  : — Banquo,  thy  roul's  flight. 
If  it  find  heav'n,  muft  find  it  out  to-night.  [Exit* 

SCENE     III.       brother  apartment  in  the  palace, 
ErMr  Lady  Macbeth  and  a  Strvant. 
Lady,  Is  Banquo  gone  from  court  ? 
Ser.  Ay,  Madan"^  but  returns  again  to-night. 
Lady.  Say  to  the  King,  I  would  attend  hisleifure 
I  For  a  few  words. 
Ser.  Madam,  I  will.  lExit^ 

Lady.  Nought's  had,  all's  fpent,  ^ 

[Where  our  deiire  is  got  without  content. 
rTis  fafer  to  be  that  which  we  deftroy. 
Than  by  deftruftion  dwell  in  doubtful  joy. 

£Mf^/' Macbeth, 
iHow  now,  my  Lord,  why  do  you  keep  alcne  ? 
lOf  Icrrieft  fancies  your  companions  making, 
lUfing  thofe  thoughts,  which  fhould  indeed  have  dy'd 
I  With  them  they  think  on  ?  Things  without  all  remedy 
Ihould  be  without  regard.  What's  done,  is  done. 

Macb.'^z  have  fcotch'd  the  fnake,  not  kill'd  it — 
jlShe'll  dofe,  and  be  herfelf  j  whilft  our  poor  malice 
"Lemains  in  danger  of  her  former  tooth. 
IIBut  let  both  worlds  disjoint,  and  all  things  fuffer> 
|Kre  we  will  eat  our  meal  in  fear,  and  fleep 
|la  the  afBidion  of  thefe  terrible  dreams, 

*  i.  e.  ihe  critical  jun&ure* 

Z3  That 
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That  (liake  us  nightly.     Better  be  with  the  dead, 

(V/hom  we,  to  gain  our  place,  have  lent  to  peace,) 

Than  on  the  torture  of  the  mind  to  lie 

In  refViefs  ecftafy.* — Duncan  is  in  his  grave  : 

After  life's  fitful  fever,  he  fleeps  well, 

Treafon  has  done  his  worft  j  nor  fteel,  norpoifon. 

Malice  -j-  domeftic,  foreign  levy,  nothing 

Can  touch  him  further  ! 

"Lady.  Come  on. 
Gentle  my  Lord,  fleek  o'er  your  rugged  looks ; 
Be  bright  and  jovial  'mong  your  guefts  to-night. 

Macb.  So  fhall  I,  love  j    and  fo  I  pray  be  you. 
Let  your  remembrance  ftil!  apply  to  Banquo. 
Prefent  him  eminence,;^  both  with  eye  and  tongue, 
Unfafe  the  while,  that  we  muft  lave  our  honours 
In  tl^ele  fo  flatt'ring  ftreams,  and  make  our  faces 
Vi^ards  t'  our  hearts,  difguifing  what  they  are  ! — 

Lady.  You  muil  leave  this. 

Macb.  O,  full  of  fcorpions  is  my  mind,  dear  wife  ! 
Thou  know'fl  that  Banquo  and  his  Fleance  lives. 

Lady.  But  in  them  nature's  copy's  not  eternal.  }} 

Macb.  There's  comfort  yet,  they  are  afl'ailable  j 
Then  be  thou  jocund.     Ere  the  bat  hath  flown 
Hiscloyfter'd  flight ;  ere  to  black  Hecat's  fummons 
The  fliard-born  beetle  §  with  his  drowfy  hums 
Hath  rung  night's  yawning  peal,  there  fhalJ  be  done 
A  deed  of  dreadful  note. 

Lady.  What's  to  be  done  ? 

Macb.  Be  innocent  of  the  knowledge,  deareft  chuck^ 
Till  thou  applaud  the  deed.     Come,  fealing  night, 
Skarf  up  the  tender  eye  of  pitiful  day, 
And  with  thy  bloody  and  invifible  hand 
Cancel  and  tear  to  pieces  that  great  bond 
Which  keeps  me  pale.     Night  thickens,  and  the  croW 
Makes  wing  to  th'  rooky  wood, 

*  ecftafyy  for  madnefs. 
•\-  malice  y  iox  confpiracy. 
i^_  \.t.  do  him  the  higbeji  honours, 
U  eternal,  for  immortal. 

4  i.  e.  the  butk  batik fd  in  chfts  ofivoodt 
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Good  things  of  day  begin  to  droop  and  drowze, 
Whiles  night's  black  agents  to  their  prey  do  roufe. 
Thou  marveH'ft  at  my  words  ;  but  hoid  thee  flill. 
Things  bad  begun,  make  l^rong  themlelves  by  iJl  j 
So  pr'ythee  go  with  me.  [Exeunt, 

S  C  E  N  E     IV. 
Changes  to  a  park  ;  the  cajile  at  a  dijiance. 
Enter  three  A'lurtberers. 

1  Alur.  But  who  did  bid  thee  join  with  us  ? 
3  Mur.  Macbe'-h. 

2  Mur.  He  needs  not  ourmiftruft,  fiace  he  deh'vers 

[Speaking  to  the  fir j}. 
Our  offices,  and  what  we  have  to  do. 
To  the  direftlon  juft. 

1  Mw.  Then  ftand  with  us. 

The  weft  yet  ghmmers  v/ith  fome  ftreaks  of  day. 
Vow  fpurs  the  lated  traveller  apace, 
Fo  gain  the  timely  inn  5  and  near  approaches 
Ine  fubjeflof  our  watch. 

■5  Mur,  Kark,  I  hear  horfes. 

i'Banquo  wy/i)/'/;.]  Give  us  light  there,  ho  • 

2  Mur.  Then  it  is  he  :   the  reft 

That  are  within  the  note  01"  expectation, 
'ilready  are  i'  th'  court. 
1  Mur.  His  horfes  go  about. 

3  Mur.  Almoft  a  mile  ;  but  he  does  ufually, 
So  all  men  do,)  from  hence  to  th'  palace-gate 
\Iake  it  their  walk. 

Enter  Ban(]uo  and  Fleance,  'with  a  torch* 
7.  Mur.  A  light,  a  light. 
3  Mur.  'Tis  he. 
1  Mur.  Stand  to't. 
Ban.  It  will  be  rain  to-night. 

1  Mur.  Let  it  come  down.  [T'hey  aj'auh  Kanquo* 

Ban.  Oh,  treachery ! 
"!y,  Fleance,  fly,  fly,  fly  ; 
Hiou  may'ft  revenge.     Oh  flave  ! 

[Dies.     Fleance  efcapts, 
3  Mur.  Who  did  ftrike  out  the  light  ? 
I  Mur,  Was't  cot  the^way  ? 

3  Mur^ 
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3  /War.  There's  but  one  down  :  the  fon 
Is  fled. 

2  Mur.  We've  loft  beft  half  of  our  affair. 

I  lAuf.  Well,  let's  away,  and  fay  how  much  i?donf'. 

[Exeunt. 
SCENE     v.     Changes  to  a  room  ofjlate  in  the  caftl: 
A  banquet prepar'd.     Enter  Macbeth,  Ladj,  Rofle,  L; 
nox,  Lords,  and  Attendants. 

Macb,  You  know  your  own  degrees,  fit  down  ; 
And  firft  and  laflr,  the  hearty  welcome. 

Lords.  Thanks  to  yourMaiefty. 

Macb.  Ourfelf  will  mingle  with  fociety. 
And  play  the  humble  hoft. 
Our  hoftefs  keeps  her  ftate,  but  in  beft  time 
We  will  require  her  welcome.  \l'hev  (v 

Lady.  Pronounce  it  for  me,  fir,  to  all  cur  friends^ 
For  my  heart  fpeaks  they're  welcome. 
Enter frji  Murtherer. 

Macb.  See,  they  encounter  thee    with   their  hearts 
Both  fides  are  even  :  here  I'll  fit  i'  th'  midft.   [thanke 
Be  large  in  mirtb,  anon  we'll  drink  a  meafure      • 
The  table  round — There's  blood  upon  thy  face. 

\Jlo  the  Murtberer,  afidt^  at  the  doof 

Mur.  *Tis  Banquo's  then. 

fl^arb.^Th  betttr  thee  without,  than  he  within. 
Is  he  difpatch'd  ? 

Mur.  My  Lord,  his  throat  is  cut,  that  I  did  for  him. 

Macb.Thou  art  the  beft  of  cut-throats  ;  yet  he's  good_ 
That  did  the  hke  for  Fleance  :  if  thou  didft  it. 
Thou  art  the  non-pareil. 

Mur.  Vjoft  Royal  .Sir, 
Fleance  is   fcap'd,  [perfe£t ; 

Afeieb.  Then  comes  my  fit  again.    I  had   elfe  beer 
Whole  as  the  marble,  founded  as  the  rock  j 
As  broad  and  gen'ral  as  the  cafing  air  : 
But  now  I'mcabbin'd,  cribb'd,  confin'd.  bound  in 
To  fancy  doubts  and  fears.      ButBanquo's  fafe  ? — 

Mur.  Ay,  my  good  Lord  ;  fafe  in  a  ditch  he  bides. 
With  twenty  trenched  gafhes  on  his  head  j 
The  leaft  a  death  to  nature* 

Mai^» 
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Macb.  Thanks  for  that  j 
There  the  grown  ferpent  lies :  the  v.'crm  that's  fled, 
Hath  nature  that  in  time  will  venom  breed  j 
*Jo  teeth  for  th'  prefent.     Get  thee  gone  ;  to-morrow 
W^e'll  hear  thee  ourfelves  again,  \_Exit  Murtherert 

Lady.  My  Royal  Lord, 
Tou  do  not  give  the  cheer;  the  feaft  is  cold. 
That  is  not  often  vouched,  while  'tis  making 
Til  given  with  welcome.  To  feed,  were  beft  at  home  j 
'rom  thence,  the  fauce  to  meat  is  ceremony  5 
fleeting  were  bare  without  it, 
[The  Gao/?  o/'Banquo  rifes,  amdftti  in  MuchttW s place* 

Macb.  Sweet  tememtJrancer  ! 
low  good  digeftion  wait  on  appetite, 
Ind  health  on  both  ! 

Len.   May'i  pleafe  your  Highnefs  fit  ? 

Macb.  Here  had  we  now  our  country's  honour  rooPd, 
i/'ere  the  grac'd  perfon  of  our  Banquo  prefent,—— 
Whom  may  I  rather  challenge  for  unkindnefs, 
'ban  pity  for  mifchance  !_) 

Rajfe,  Hisabfence,  Sir, 

>ays  blame  upon  his  promife.     Pleafe* t  your  Highnefs 
"0  grace  us  with 'your  royal  company  ? 

Macb.  The  table's  full.  ^Starting, 

Len.  Here's  a  place  referv'd,  Sir. 

Macb,   Where? 

L,en.  Here,   my  good  Lord. 
v'hat  is't  that  moves  your  Highnefs? 

Macb.  Which  of  you  have  done  this  * 

Lcrt.  What,  my  good  Lord  ? 

Macb.  Thou  canft  not  fay  I  did  it  :  never  fhake 
1iy  goary  locks  at  me. 

Roffe    Gentlemen,  rife  j   his  Majefly  is  not  well. 

Lady,  Sit,  worthy  friends,  my  Lord  is  often  thus, 
iid  hath  been  from  his  youth.     Pray  you  keep  feat. 
he  fit  is  momentary,  on  a  thought 
e  will  again  be  well.     If  much  you  note  him, 
ou  fhall  offend  him,  and  extend  his  paflion  ; 
eed,  and  regard  him  not.'  ■—■Are  you  a  man  ? 

[To  Macbeth  ajlde, 
Macb» 
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MacL  Ay,  and  a  bold  one,  that  dare  look  on  that 
Which  might  appal  the  devil. 

Lady.   O  proper  fluff ! 
This  is  the  very  painting  of  your  fear  ;  [^Jd, 

This  is  the  air-drawn  dagger,  which  you  faid 
Led  you  to  Duncan.     Oh,  thefe  flaws  and  ftarts 
(Inapoftors  of  true  fear)  would  well  become 
A  woman's  ftory  at  a  winter's  fire, 
Authorised  by  her  grandam.     Shame  itfelf !— — . 
Why  do  you  make  fuch  faces?  when  all's  done. 
You  look  but  on  a  flool, 

Macb.  Pr*ythee  fee  there  ! 
Behold  !  look  !  lo !  How  fay  you  ? 

[Pointing  to  the  Gboji 
Why,  what  care  I  ?  if  thou  canft  nod,  fpeak  too.-— 
If  charnel-houfes  and  cur  graves  muft  fend 
Thofe  that  we  bury  back,  our  monuments 
Shall  be  the  maws  of  kites.  [7be  Ghojl  vanijht. 

Lady.  What  ?  quite  unmann'd  in  folly  ? 

Macb.  If  I  ftand  here,  I  faw  him. 

Lady.  Fie,  for  /hame  '. 

Macb.  Elocd    haih  been  flied  ere  now  i'th'    olde 
time, 
Ere  human  flatute  purg'd  the  gen'ral  weal;" 
Ay,  and  fince  too,  murthers  have  been  perform*d 
Too  terrible  for  th*  ear.      The  times  have  been. 
That,  when  the  brains  were  out,  the  man  would  die» 
And  there  an  end  ;  but  now  they  rife  again 
With  twenty  mortal  murthers  on  their  crowns. 
And  puHi  us  from  our  ftocls.     This  is  more  ftrange 
Than  fuch  a  murcher  is. 

Lady.   My  worthy  Lord, 
Your  noble  friends  do  lack  you. 

Macb.  I  do  forget.  ■ 
Do  not  mufe  at  me,  my  moft  worthy  friends  j 
I  have  a  ftrange  infirmity,  which  is  nothing 
To  thofe  that  know  me.   Come,  love  and  health  to  all! 
Then  I'll  fit  down  :  give  me  fome  wine,  fill  full       * 
I  drink  to  th'  general  joy  of  the  whole  table, 
And  to  our  dear  frisjid  Banquo,  whom  we  mifs ; 

Wouli 
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Would  he  were  here  !  to  all,  and  him,  we  thirft, 
^nd  all  to  all. 

Lordi.  Our  duties,  and  the  pledge, 

[I'he  Ghoji  rifes  again, 

Macb.  Avannt,  and  quit    my  fight!  Let  the  earth 
hide  thee ! 
Thy  bones  are  marrowlefs,  thy  blood  js  cold  j 
Thou  haft  no  fpeculation  in  thofe  eyes 
rVhich  thou  doft  glare  with. 

Lady.  Think  of  this,  good  Peers, 
5ut  as  a  thing  of  cuftom  ;  'tis  no  other  j 
)n]y  it  fpoils  the  pleafure  of  the  time. 

Macb.  What  man  dare,  I  dare  : 
Approach  thou  like  the  rugged  Ruflian  bear, 
''he  arm'd  rhynoceros,  or  Hyrcanian  tyger  ; 
"ake  any  fhape  but  that,  and  my  firm  nerves 
hall  never  tremble.  Or  be  alive  again, 
Ind  dare  nw  to  the  defart  with  thy  fword  ; 
f  trembling  I  inhibit,*  thenproteft  me 
'he  baby  of  a  girl.     Hence,  horrible  fliadow! 

'n real  mock' ry,  hence!  Why,  fo, Being  gone, 

[The  Ghoji  'vanipes. 

am  a  man  again.     Pray  you  fit  ftill.     [The  Lords n'fe. 

Lady,  Ycu  have  difplac'd  the  mirth,  broke  the  good 
meeting 
Vith  mcft  admir'd  diforder.     Caa't  fuch  things  be, 
ind  overcome^  us  like  a  fummer's  cloud, 
Vithout  our  fpecial  wonder  ? 

Macb,  You  make  me  ftrange 
•  v'n  to  the  difpofition  that  I  owe,  J 
^ow  when  I  think  you  can  behold  fuch  fight«, 
^nd  keep  the  natural  ruby  of  your  cheeks, 
Vhen  mine  is  blanch'd  with  fear. 

RoJJe.  What  fights,  my  Lord  ? 

*  inhibit,  for  rcfufe. 

•f"   overcome  is  ufed  for  decei-ue. 

X  Which  in  plain  Englifh  is  only,  Tou  make  me  jujl 

Lcdy* 


276       The  Tragedy  of  Macbeth.    A^  11  i 

Lady.  I  pray  you  fpeaknot;  he  grows  worfe    ar 
Queftion  enrages  him  :  at  once  good  night.     £worf 
Stand  not  upon  the  order  of  your  going. 
But  go  at  once. 

Leu.  Good  night,  and  better  health 
Attend  his  Majefty! 

Lady.  Good  night  to  all.  [Exeunt  Lora 

Macb.  It  will  have  blood  j  they  fay,  blood  will  ha^ 
blood  J 
Stones  have  been  known  to  move,  ^nd  trees  to  fpeak 
Augurs,  that  underftood  relations,*    hare 
By  magpies,  and  by  choughs,  and  rooks,  brought  fori 
The  fecret'ft  man  of  blood.— —What  is  the  night  ? 

Lady.  Almoft  at  odds  with  morning,  which  is  whici 

Macb.  How  fay' ft  thou,  that  Macduff  denies  h 
At  our  great  bidding  ?  [perfc 

Lady.  Did  you  fend  to  him,  Sir? 

Macb.  I  hear  it  by  the  way  j  but  I  will  fend. 
There's  not  a  Thane  of  them,  but  in  his  houfe 
I  keep  a  fervant  feed.     I  will  to-morrow 
(Betimes  I  will)  unto  the  weyward  fifters  : 
More  fhall  they  fpeak  ;  for  now  I'm  bent  to  know, 
By  the  worft  means,  the  worft  for  mine  own  good. 
All  caufes  flialJ  give  way  ;  I  am  in  blood 
Slept  in  fo  far,  that,  fliould  I  wade  no  more. 
Returning  were  as  tedious  as  going  o'er. 
Strarige  things  I  have  in  head,  that  will  to  hand. 
Which  muft  be  a£ltd  ere  they  may  be  fcann'd. 

Lady.  You  lack  the  feafon  of  all  natures,  deep, 

Macb.  Come,  we'll  to  fleep  ;  my  ftrange  and  fel 
Is  the  initiate  fear,   that  wants  hard  ufe  :-j-  [abu 

We're  yet  but  young  indeed.  [^Exeun 

*  By  relations  is  meant  the  relation  one  thing  iifuppcjt 
to  bear  to  another. 

■f-  initiate  fear,  for  that  fezr  ivhich  attendi  thoje  ivl 
are  but  mivly  initiated  in  ill  j  and  hard  ufe,  for  ufe  th 
makes  hardy. 


S  C  E  N  : 
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S  C  -E  N  E     VI.         Changes  to  the  heath, 
1  bunder.     Enter  three  Witches,    meeting  Hecate 
X  JVitch.  Why,  how  now,  Hecat'  ?  you  look  ange  riy. 
Hec.  Have  I  not  reafon,  beldams,  as  you  are  > 

Saucy,  and  over-bold  !    how  did  you  dare 

To  trade  and  Traffic  with  Macbeth 

In  riddles  and  affairs  of  death  ? 

And  I,  the  miftrefs  of  your  charms. 

The  clofe  contriver  of  all  harms, 
.  Was  never  call'd  to  bear  my  part, 
'  Or  fhew  the  glory  of  our  art  ? 

And,  which  is  worfe,  all  you  have  done 

Hath  been  but  for  a  weyward  fon  • 

Spightful  and  wrathful,  who,  as  others  do, 
:  Loves  for  his  own  ends,  not  for  you. 

But  make  amends  now  j  get  you  gone, 

find  at  the  pit  of  Acheron 

VIeet  me  i'  th'  morning  :   thither  he 
■.  Will  come  to  know  his  deftiny  j 
ilTour  veflels  and  your  fpells  provide, 

i''our  charms  and  every  thing  befide. 

:  am  for  th'  air ;   this  night  I'll  fpend 

Into  a  difmal  fatal  end. 

>eat  bufmefsmuft  be  wrought  ere  noon. 

/pon  the  corner  of  the  moon  \ 

There  hangs  a  vap'rous  drop  profound,  j 

'11  catch  it  ere  it  come  to  ground  ;  | 

Lnd  thatdiftill'd  by  magic  fleights, 

hall  raife  fuch  artificial  fprights,  ; 

is,  by  the  ftrength  of  their  illufion, 

hall  draw  him  on  to  his  confufion.  ; 

Te  fhall  fpurn  fate,  fcorn  death,  and  bear  I 

lis  hopes  'bove  wifdcm,  grace,  and  fear;  i 

»  ind  you  all  know,  fecurity  I 

;  mortal's  chiefeft  enemy.  [Mufic  and  afortg. 

lark,  I  am  call'd  ;  my  litttle  fpirit,  fee, 

its  in  the  foggy  cloud,  and  flays  for  me. 

{Singtvithin.     Come  aivay,  come  aiuay.  Sec. 

1  PTitch.    Come,  let's   make  hafte,    fhe'll  foon  be 

back  again,  [Exf.v?;/. 

Vol.  VI.  A  a  SCENE 
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SCENE     II.        Cha?iges  to  a  chamber » 
Eneer  Lenox,  and  another  Lord^ 
■Lett.  My  former  fpeeches  have  but  hit  your  though 
"Which  can  interpret  farther  :  only  I  fay 
Things^have  been  ftrangely  borne.  The  gracious  Dune: 

Was  pitied  of  Macbeth marry,   he  was  dead  : — 

And  the  right  valiant  Banquo  walk'd  too  late. 
Whom  you  may  fay,  if  t  pleafe  you,    Fleance  kill'd, 
For  Fleance  fled  :  men  muft  not  walk   too  late. 
You  cannot  want  the  thought,  how  monftrous  too 
It  was  for  Malcolm,  and  for  Donald  Bane, 
To  kill  their  gracious  father,  damned  fad  ! 
How  did  it  grieve  Macbeth?  did  he  not  ftraight 
In  pious  rage  the  two  delinquents  tear. 
That  were  the  flaves  of  drink,  and  thralls  of  ileep  ? 
Was  not  that  nobly  donfe  ?.  ay,  wifely  too  j 
For  'twould  have  anger'd  any  heart  alive 
To  hear  the  men  deny't.     So  that,  I  fay. 
He  has  borne  all  things  well  ;  and  I  do  think. 
That  had  he  Duncan's  fons  under  his  key, 
(As,  an't  pleafe  heav'n  he  fhall  not,)  they  fhould  fir 
What  'twere  to  kill  a  father  :  fo  fhould  Fleance. 
But  peace  .'    for  from  broad  words,  and  'caufe  he  faj 
His  prefence  at  the  tyrant's  feaft,  I  hear 
Macduff  lives  ]n  difgrace.     Sir,  can  you  tell 
Where  he  beftows  himfelf? 

Lord.  The  fon  of  Duncan, 
From  whom  this  tyrant  holds  the  due  of  birth, 
Lives  in  the  Englifh  court;  and  is  receiv'd 
Of  the  moft  pious  Edward  with  fuch  grace. 
That  the  malevolence  of  fortune  nothing 
Takes  from. his  high  refp-di:.     Thither  Macduff 
Is  gone  to  pray  the  king  upon  his  aid 
To  wake  Northumbeland,  and  warlike  Siw^rd  j 
That  by  the  help  of  thefe  (vv'ith  him  above 
To  ratify  the  work)  we  may  again 
Give  to  our  tables  meat,  lleep  to  our  nights  ; 
Free  from  our  feafls  and  banquets  bloady  knives  j 
Do  faithful  homage,  and  receive  free*  honours} 
*  JreCf  for  grateful. 
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ill  which  we  pine  for  now.     And  this  report 
lath  fo  exafp'rated  their  King,   that  he 
repares  for  fome  attempt  of  war. 
Len.  Sent  h*  to  Macduff? 

Lcrd.  He  didj  and  with  an  abfolute.  Sir,  not  I, 
he  cloudy  raef?enger  turns  me  his  back, 
md  hums  j  as  who  ihould  fay,  You'll  rue  the  time- 
hat  clogs  me  with  this  anfwer. 
Ler?»  And  that  well  might 
dvife  him  to  a  care  to  hold  what  diftance 
[is  wifdom  can  provide.     Some  holy  angel 
ly  to  the  court  of  England,  and  unfold  , 

IS  meiTage  ere  he  comej   that  a  fwift  blefling  j 

[ay  foon  return  to  this  our  fuffering  country,  \ 

nder  a  hand  accurs'd!  t 

Lord,  I']]  fend  my  prayers  with  him.  {^Exeunt,  ^ 

ACT     IV.        S  C  E  N  E     I. 

A  dark  cave  ;  in  the  middle  a  great  cauldron  burning, 

Thunde  r .     Enter  the  three  Witches. 
Witch.   nr^Hricp  the  brinded  cat  hath  mew'd. 

X     a  Witch,  Twice  and  once  the  hedge-pig 
whin'd. 
2  Witch,  Harper  cfieff,  'Tis  time,  'tis  time. 
I  Witch.  Round  about  the  cauldron  go, 
I  thepoifon'd  entremes  throw. 
\Tt.ey  marcb  round  the  cauldron,  and  throw  in  the  federal 

ingrcdiout,  as  fir  the  preparation  of  their  charm, 
oad,    that  .J nder  the  cold  ftone, 
ays  and  nights  has,  thirty-one, 
velter'd  venom  fleeping  got ; 
ail  thou  firft  i'th charmed  pot. 
jill.  Double,  double,  toil  and  trouble  j 
ire  burn,  and  cauldron  bubble. 
a  Witch.  Fillet  of  a  fenny  fnake, 
the  cauldron  boil  and  bake  ; 
Jt  of  newt,   and  toe  of  )'rog  j 
^oolof  bat,  and  tongue  of  dog; 
Ww's  fork,  and  blind  w^orm's  iHng, 

A  a  a  Lizard's 


} 
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Lizards  leg,  and  owlet's  wing  ; 
For  a  charm  of  powerful  trouble. 
Like  a  hell-broth,  boil  and  bubble. 

AH.  Double,  double,  toil  and  trouble  j 
Fire  burn,  and  cauld'-on  bubble. 

3  Witch.  Scale  of  dragon,  tooth  of  wolf. 
Witches'  mummy  j  maw,   and  gulf 
Of  the  ravening  falt-fea  fliark  ; 
Root  of  hemlock,  digg'd  i'  th'  darkj 
Liver  of  blafpheming  Jew  ; 
Gall  of  goat,  and  flips  of  yewr, 
Silver'd  in  the  moon's  eclipfe  j 
Nofe  of  Turk,  and  Tartar's  lips ; 
Finger  of  birth-ftrangled  babe. 
Ditch-deliver' d  by  a  drab; 
Make  the  gruel  thick,  and  flab. 
Add  thereto  a  tyger's  chawdron. 
For  th'  ingredients  of  our  cauldron. 

All,  Double,  double,  toil  and  trouble  j 
Fire  burn,  and  cauldron  bubble. 

2  Witch,  Cool  it  with  a  baboon's  biood. 
Then  the  charm  is  firm  and  good. 

Enter  Hecate,  and  other  three  ivitchei. 
Uec.  Oh!  well  done!   I  commend  your  pains^ 
And  every  one  fliall  fliare  i'  th'  gains. 
And  now  about  the  cauldron  fing,  7 

Like  elves  and  fairies  in  a  ling,  ^ 

Inchanting  all  that  you  put  in.  J 

Mufick  and  a  fong. 
Black  Jpirits  ard  %vhitSj 
Blue  fpirits  and  grey, 
J^'rirgle,  mingle y  vurglt. 
You  that  mingle  may. 
2  Witch.  By  the  pricking  of  my  thumbs. 
Son  fthing  wicked  this  way  comes  : 
Open  Iccki,  whoever  knocks. 

SCENE     n.      Enter  Macbeth. 

Macb.  How  now,   you  fecret,  black,  and  mldni^l 

tVhat  is't  you  do  ?  •  l^^im 

All.  A  deed  without  a  name, 

Mai. 
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Much.  I  conjure  you,  fty  that  which  you  profefs, 
(Howe*er  you  come  to  know  it)  anfwer  me. 
Though  you  untie  the  winds,  and  let  them  fight 
Againft  the  churches  ;  though  the  yefty  waves 
Confound  and  fwallow  navigation  up  j 
Though  bladed  corn  be  lodg'd,  and  trees  blown  down  ; 
Though  caftles  topple  on  their  warders'  heads  } 
Though  palaces  and  pyramids  do  Hope 
Their  heads  to  their  foundations  ;  though  the  trearure 
Of  nature's  germins  tumble  all  together. 
Even  till  deftruftion  ficken  :  anfwer  me 
,To  what  I  ask  you. 

1  Witch.  Speak. 

2  If^i^ch.  Demand. 

3  Witch.  We'll  anfv/er. 
I  Witch.  Say,  if  th'   hadft  rather  hear  it  from  our 

Dr  from  our  matters  ?  [mouths, 

Mac/?.  Call  'em  :  let  me  fee  'em. 
1  Witch.  Pour  in  fow's  blood,  that  hath  eaten 
4er  nine  farrow  ;  greafe,  that's  fweaten 
'rom  the  murth'rer's  gibbet,  throw- 
:nto  the  flame. 

AIL  Come  high  or  low  ; 
rhyfelf  and  office  deftly  fiiow.  ^       [Thunder.  ■ 

Appariticn  of  an  armed  head  arifes. 
Macb.  Tell  me,  thou  unknown  power—— 
I  Witch.  He  knows  thy  thought :  ■ 
lear  his  fpeech,  but  fay  thou  nought. 
App.  Macbeth  !  Macbeth  !  Macbeth  !  beware  Macduff! 

feware  the  Thane  of  Fife difmifs  me enough. 

[  Dejcends, 
Macb*    Whatever  thou  art,    for  thy  good  caution, 
thanks. 
I'hou'ft  harp'd  my  fear  aright.     But  one  word  more — 

1  Witch.  He  will  not  be  commanded.  Here's  .1  nether 
fore  potent  than  the  firft.  [Thunder. 

Apparition  of  a  bloody  ch'.Jd  rifes. 
App.  Macbeth!  Macbeth!   Macbeth! 
Macb.  Had  I  three  east's,   I'd  hear  thee. 
Jipp.  Be  bloody,  bold,  and  refolute  j  laugh  to  fcorn 
^'^  A  a  3  The 
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The  pow'r  of  man  j  for  none  of  woman  bcrn 
hhall  harm  Macbeth.  [Defceridi 

Macb.  Then  live,  Macduff;  what  need  I  fear  ot  thee 
But  yet  ril  make  aflurance  double  fure, 
And  take  a  bond  of  fate  ;  thou  {halt  not  live. 
That  I  may  tell  pale-hearted  fear  it  lyes. 
And  fleep  in  fpight  of  thunder.  [Thunder 

Apparition  of  a  child-  crowned,  ivitb  a  tree  m  bis  hand 

rijes. 
What  is  this 

That  rifes  like  the  ifTue  of  a  Kingj 
And  wears  upon  his  baby-brow  the  round 
And  top  of  fovereignty  ? 

All  Liften,   but  fpeak  not. 
Afp.  Be  lion- mettled,  proud,  and  take  no  care. 
Who  chafes,  who  frets,  or  where  confpirers  are  : 
Macbeth  fhall  never  vanqnifh'd  be,  until 
Great  Birnan  wood  to  Dunfinajie's  high  hill 
Shall  come  againft  him,  [Dejcend 

Macb.  That  will  never  be  : 
Who  can  impiefs  the  forefl,  bid  the  tree 
Unfix  his  earth-bound  root  ?  Sweet  bodements  I  good 
Rebellious  head  rife  never,  till  the  wood 
Of  Birnan  rife,  and  our  high-plac'd  Macbeth 
Shall  live  the  leafe  of  nature,  pay  his  breath 

To  time  and  mortal  cuftom  ! Yet  my  heart 

Throbs  to  know  one  thing  5  tell  me,   (if  your  art 
Can  tell  fo  much)  fhall  Banquo's  ilTue  ever 
Reign  in  this  kingdom  ? 

All.  Seek  to  know  no  more. 

[The  cauldron ^nh  into  the  grout 
Macb.  I  Will  be  fatisfy'd.     Deny  me  this. 
And  an  eternal  curfe  fall  on  you  !  Let  me  know_ 
Why  fmks  that  cauldton  ?  and  what  noife  is  this  ? 
■'  [Hautbe^ 

I  H^tch.  Shew ! 
a  Witch.  Shew ! 
.3  Witch.  Shew  ! 

All.  Shew  his  eyes,  and  grieve  his  heart  j 
Come  like  ihadows,  fo  depart. 
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'Eight  Kings  appear  and paffonjer  in  order,  the  lajl  hold' 
ing  a  glafs  in  his  hand:  ivi'h  Banciuofcl/oiving  them, 
Mocb.  Thou  art  too  like  the  fpirit  of  Banquo  ;  down!  . 

rhy  crown  does  fear  mine  eye-balls. And  thy  air 

[Thou  other  gold-bound  brow)  is  like  the  firft 

k.,thirdis  like  the  former-  filthy  hags ! 

4  Why  do  you  fhew  me  this  ? A  fourth  ? Start,  eye!  ' 

:  What !  will  the  line  ftretch  out  to  th'  crack  of  doom  ? — 
Another  yet  ?— i — A  feventh  !  I'll  fee  no  more— — 
And  yet  the  eighth  appears,  who  bears  a  glafs. 
Which  fliews  me  many  more  ;   and  fome  I  fee. 
That  twofold  balls  and  treble  fceptres  carry. 
Horrible  fight  1  nay,  now  I  fee  'tis  true  j 
For  the  blood-bolter'd  Banquo  fmiles  upon  me. 
And  points  at  them  for  his.     What,  is  this  fo  ? 

1  IVitch.  Ay,  Sir,  all  this  is  fo.     But  why 
,   Stands  Macbeth  thus  amazedly  ? 
Come,  fiRers,  chear  we  up  his  fprights. 
And  fhew.  the  beft  of  our  delights  } 
I'll  charm  the  air  to  give  a  found. 
While  you  perform  your  antic  round  j  . 
That  this  great  King  may  kindly  fay. 
Our  duties  did  his  welcome  pay  \_Mufic, 

[^The  ivitches  dance  and  'vanijh. 

Macb.  Where  are  they  ?  gone  ?         Let  this  pernici- 
Stand  ay  accurfcd  in  the  kalejidar !  [ous  hour 

Come  in,  without  there! 

Enter  Lenox, 

Len,  What's  your  Grace's  will  ? 

Macb.  Saw  you  the  weyward  fifters  ? 

Len.  No,  my  Lord. 

Macb.  Came  they  not  by  you  ? 

Len,.  No  indeed,  my  Lord. 

Macb.  Infefted  be  the  air  whereon  they  ride. 
And  damn'd  all  thofe  that  truft  them  !   I  did  hear 
The  galloping  of  horfe.     Who  was't  came  by  ? 

Len.  'Tis  two  or  three,  my  Lord,  that  biing  you  word, 
Macduff  is  fled  to  England. 

Macb.  Fled  to  England  ? 

ten.  Ay,  my  good  Lord, 
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Mack  Time,  thou  anticipat'ft  %  my  dread  exploits; 
The  flighty  purpofe  never  is  o'ercook,  || 
Unlefs  the  deed  go  with  it.     From  this  moment, 
The  very  firftlings  of  my  heart  fhall  be 
The  firftlingsof  my  hand.     And  even  nov^r 
To  crown  my  thoughts  with  a£ts,  be't  thought  and  done! 
ThecaftleofMacduff  I  willfurprife, 
Seize  upon  Fife,  give  to  the  edge  o'  th'  fword 
His  wife,  his  babes,  and  all  unfortunate  fouls 
That  trace  him  in  his  line.     No  boafting  like  a  fool^. 
This  deed  I'll  do  before  the  purpofe  cool. 
But  no  more  fights.     Where  are  thefe  gentlemen  ? 
Come  bring  rae  where  they  are.  [Exeuftt, 

SCENE    III.       Changes  to  Macduff\  cajile.  in  Fife, 
Enter  Lady  MacdufF,  her  Son,  and  RoiTe. 
L.  Macd.  What  had  he  done,  to  make  him  fly  the 
Rol/e.  You  muft  have  patience.  Madam.  [land.? 

L,  Macd.   He  had  nonej 
His  flight  was  madnefs  ;  when  our  adlions  do  not. 
Our  fears  do  make  us  traitors. 

RoJ/e    You  know  not. 
Whether  it  was  his  wifdom,  or  his  fear. 

L.  Macd.  Wifdom  ?  to  leave  his  wife,  to  leave  his  babes. 
His  manfion,  and  hi^  titles,  in  a  place 
From  whence  himfelf  does  fly  ?  He  loves  us  notj 
He  wants  the  nat'ral  touch  5  for  the  poor  wren. 
The  mofl:  diminutive  of  bird?,  will  fight. 
Her  young  ones  in  her  neft,  againft  the  owl.  - 
All  is  the  fear,  and  nothing  is  the  love  j 
As  little  is  the  wifdom,  where  the  flight     J 
So  runs  againft  all  reafon. 

RoJ/e.  My  deareft  coufin, 
I  pray  you  fchool  yourfelf  j  but  for  your  husband. 
He's  noble,  wife,  judicious,  and  befl:  knows 
The  fits  o'  th'  feafon.     I  dare  not  fpeak  much  further  j 

J  i.  e.  defeateji. 

11  o'ertook  a  here  ufedfor  coming  to  effefl.     The  esf^. 
prejfion  is  bad,  but  the  fenfe  good -^  'wbiib  I's,  that  purpofes 
delayed  are  generally  defeated. 
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}ijt  cruel  are  the  times,  when  we  are  traitors, 

\ni  do  not  know  ourfelves ;  when  we  hold  rumour* 

'rom  what  we  fear,  yet  know  not  what  we  fear  j 

luc  float  upon  a  wild  and  violent  fea 

iach  way,  and  move.     I  take  my  leave  of  you  ; 

Tfhall  not  be  long  but  I'll  be  here  again  t 

Things  at  the  worft  wili  ceafe,  or  elle  climb  upward 

?o  what  they  were  before.     My  pretty  coufin, 

Jlefling  upon  you  ! 

L.  Macd.  Facher'd  he  is,  and  yet  he's  fatherlefs. 

Rojfe.  I  am  fo  much  a  fool,  fhould  I  ftay  longer, 
t  would  be  my  difgrace  and  your  difcomfort. 
take  my  leave  at  once,  \_Exit  Rofle« 

L'  Macd.  Sirrah,  your  father's  dead, 
Ind  what  will  you  do  now  ?  how  will  you  live  ? 

Son»  As  birds  do,  mother, 

Z/.  Macd.  What,  on  worms  and  flies  ? 

Son.  On  what  I  get,  I  mean  ;    and  fo  do  they. 
"  L.  Macd.  Poor  bird  !  thou'dft  never  fear  the  net,  nor 
The  pit-fall,  nor  the  gin.  [lime, 

con*  Why  /hould  I,  mother  ?  poor   biids,   they  are 
not  fet  for. 
\lly  father  is  not  dead  for  all  your  faying. 

L.  Macd,  Ves,  he  is  dead  j   how  wile  thou  do  for  a 
"atiier  ? 

6on.  Nay,  how  will  you  do  for  a  hnfband  ? 

L.  Macd.  Why,  lean  b  ly  mc  twenty  at  any  market. 

Son    Then  you  11  buy 'em  to  fell  again. 

L.  Macd.  Thou  fpeak'ft  with  all  thy  wir,  and  yet  i* 
SVith  wit  enough  for  thee.  [faith. 

Son.  Was  my  father  a  traitor,  mother? 

L.  Macd.  Ay,  that  he  was. 

Son,  What  is  a  traitor  ? 

L.  Macd.  Why,  one  that  fwears  and  lyes. 

Son,  And  be  all  traitors  that  do  fo  ? 

L.  jiacd  Every  uxiz  that  does  fo,   is  a  traitor,  and 
muft  be  hang'd. 

*  To  bold  rumour  f  fignifies  to  he  govern*  d  hy  tbeautbort" 
fv  of  rumour. 

Son* 
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Son.  And  muft  they  all  be  hang'd  that  fwear  and  lye. 'I 
Ji.  Macd.  Every  one. 
Son.  Who  muft  hang  them  ? 
h.  Macd.  Why,  the  honeft  men. 
Son.  Then  the  lyars  and  fwearers  are  fools  ;  fortherel 
are  lyars  and  fwearers  enow  to  beat  the  honeft  men,  and] 
hang  i>p  them. 

L.  Macd.  God  help  thee,  poor  monkey  !  But  hoMr| 
wilt  thou  do  for  a  father  ? 

Son,  If  he  were  dead,  you'd  weep  for  him  :  if  youl 
would  not,  it  weie  a  good  lign  that  I  ftiould  quickly! 
have  a  new  father. 

L.  Macd.  Poor  pratler!  how  thou  talk'ft  .> 

Enter  a  MeJJenger. 
Mejf,  Blefs  yru,  fai.  dame  !  I  am  not  to  you  knowJi>| 
Though  in  your  ftate  of  honour  I  am  peife£t  j 
I  doubt  feme  danger  does  approach  you  nearly. 
If  you  will  tak."  a  homely  man's  advice. 
Be  not  foand  Jiere  ;  hence  with  your  little  oneSt 
To  friv-.ht  you  thus,  methinks  lam  too  favage  j  . 
To  do  worftiip  *  to  you,  were  fell  cruelty. 
Which  is  too  nigh  your  perlbn.  Heav'n  preferve  youf  I 
I  dare  abide  no  longer.  \Exit,  Mcff* 

L.  Macd.  Whither  fnould  I  fly  ? 
I've  done  no  harm.     Pit  I  rerricrrber  now, 
I'm  in  this  earthly  world;  where  to  do  harm 
Is  often  laudable  ;  to  do  good,  fometime 
Accounted  ciajig'rous  follv.     Why  then,  alas! 
Dc  I  [.•ut  vjp  that  womanly  defence. 

Tofav,  I'd  done  no  harm  ? What  are  thefe  faces  .'* 

Enter  Murtherers, 
Mur.  Where  is  yourhu/band  ? 
Z.,    '■iacd,  I  hope,  in  no  place  fo  unfan£lified, 
Wheie  furh  as  thou  may'ft  find  him. 
Mur.  He's  a  traitor. 
iS<?«.  Thou  ly'ft,  thou  fliag-earM  villain. 
Mur.  What,  you  egg  ?  \_Stnbbing  bipK 

*'To  do  %oorjhip,  fignified,  in  the  phrafe  of  that  tiqie, 

io  pay  obfer'vance* 

Young 
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Young  fry  of  treachery  ? 

Son,  He  'as  kill'd  me,  mother  j 
Fvun  away,  pray  you. 

[^Exit  L.  Macduff,  crying  Murther-^    Murtherers  fut" 
fue  her. 

SCENE     IV, 
Changes  to  the  King  of  En gianeTs  palace. 
Enter  MaicoJm  and  Macduff, 

Mul.  Let  us  feek  out  fome  delblate  *  fhade,  and  there 
"vVeep  our  fad  bofoms  empty. 

Macd.  Let  us  rather 
Hold  fafl  the  mortal  fwor<l  j  and,  like  good  men, 
Beflride  our  downfaln  birth-doom  :  each  new  morn. 
New  widows  howl,  new  orphans  cry  j  new  forrows 
Strike  heaven  on  the  face,  that  it  refounds 
As  if  it  felt  with  Scotland,  and  yell'd  out 
Like  fyllables  of  dolour. 

Mai,  What!  believe,  I'll  wail.j 
What  know,  believe  ;  and,  what  I  can  redrefs, 
As  I  fhall  find  the  time  to  friend,  1  will. 
What  you  have  fpoke,  it  may  be  fo  perchance  : 
This  tyrant,  whofefole  name  blifters  our  tongues. 
Was  once  thought  honeft :  you  have  lov'd  him  well, 
He  hath  not  touch'd  you  yet.     I'm  young  j  but  fome= 

thing 
You  may  deferve  oniim  through  me  j  'tis  wifdom 
To  offer  up  a  weak,  poor,  innocent  lamb, 
T'  appeafe  an.angry  god. 

Macd.  I  am  not  treacherous. 

Mai.  But  Macbeth  is. 
A  good  and  virtuous  nature  may  recoil 
[n  an  imperial  charge.     I  crave  your  pardon. 
That  which  you  are,  my  thoughts  cannot  tranfpofe  j 
Angels  are  bright  ftill,  though  the  brighteft  fell  ; 
Though  all  things  foul  would  wear  the  brows  of  grace. 
Yet  grace  mufl  flill  look  fo. 
Macd.  I've  lofl  my  hopes, 
Mai,  Perchance  ev'n  t^ere  where  I  did  find  my  doubts, 

*  defolate,  ^oxjolitary  fimply. 

Why 
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Why  in  that  rawnefs  left  you  wife  and  children, 

Thofe  precious  motives, -j-  thofe  ftrong  knots  of  love,! 

"Without  leave-taking  ?  —I  pray  you. 

Let  not  my  jeaJoufies  be  your  dishonours, 

But  mine  our  fafeties:   you  may  be  rightly  juft. 

Whatever  I  fhall  thini:. 

Macd.  Bleed,  bleed,  poor  country  ! 
Great  tyranny,  lay  thou  thy  bafis  fure,  [wron  I 

For  goodnefs  dares  not  check  thee  !  Wear  thou  t| 
His  title  is  affear'd.    Fare  thee  well,  Lord  : 
I  would  not  be  the  villain  that  thou  think' ft, 
For  the  whole  fpace  that's  in  the  tyrant's  grafp. 
And  the  rich  eaft  to  boot. 

Mai,  Be  not  offended  ; 
I  fpeak  not  as  in  abfolute  fear  of  you. 
I  think  our  country  finks  beneath  the  yoke  j 
It  weeps,  it  bleeds,  and  each  new  day  a  ga(h 
Is  added  to  her  wounds*     I  think  withal. 
There  would  be  hands  uplifted  in  my  right  : 
And  here  from  gracious  England  have  I  offer 
Of  goodly  thoufands.     But  for  all  this. 
When  I  fhall  tread  upon  the  tyrant's  head. 
Or  wear  it  on  my  fword,  yet  my  poor  country 
Shall  have  more  vices  than  it  had  before  ; 
More  fuffer,  and  more  fundry  ways  than  ever. 
By  him  that  fhail  fucceed. 

Macd.  What  fhould  he  be  ? 

Mai.  X  It  is  myfelf  I  mean,  in  whom  I  know 
All  the  particulars  of  vice  fo  grafted, 
That,  when  they  fliall  be  open^'d,  black  Macbeth 
Will  feem  as  pure  as  fnow,  and  the  poor  ftate 
Efteem  him  as  a  lamb,  being  compar'd 
With  my  confinelefs  harms. 

Macd.  Not  in  the  legions 
Of  horrid  hell  can  come  a  devil  more  damn'd. 
In  evils  to  top  Macbeth. 

^  motiveSfiox  pledge:. 

J  This  conference  of  Malcolm -with  Macduff  J  is  tak\ 

out  of  the  chrgnicks  of  Scotland. 
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I     JHal.  I  grant  him  bloody, 

>■  Luxurious,  avaricious,  fallc,  deceitful, 
Sudden, •  malicious,  fmacking  of  ev'ry  fin 
That  has  a  name.     But  there's  no  bottom,  none. 
In  my  voluptuoufnefs :  your  wives,  your  daughters 
S^our  matrons,  and  your  maids,  could  not  fill  uo     ' 
The  ciftern  of  my  luft  ^  and  my  defire 
All  continent  impediments  would  o'er-bear 
That  did  oppofe  my  will.     Better  Macbeth, 
Than  fuch  an  one  to  reign, 

Macd.  Boundlefs  intemperance 
fn  nature  is  a  tyranny  j  it  hath  been 
rh'  untimely  emptying  of  the  happy  throne, 
^nd  fall  of  many  kings.     But  fear  not  yet 
To  take  upon  you  what  is  your's  :  you  may 
:onvey  your  pleafures  in  a  fpacious  plenty, 
\nd  yet  feem  cold,  the  time  you  may  {o  hoodwink  : 
A^c've  willing  dames  enough  j  there  cannot  be 
That  vulture  in  you  to  devour  fo  many, 
\s  will  to  greatnefs  dedicate  themfelves, 
'inding  it  fo  inclin'd. 

Mai.  With  this,  there  grow?, 
11  my  moft  ill  compos'd  affiaion,  fuch 
V  ftanchlels  avarice,  that,  were  I  king, 
/hould  cut  oft"  the  nobles  for  their  lands  j 
)efire  his  jewels,  and  this  other's  houfe  j 
^nd  my  more-having  would  be  as  a  fauce 
To  make  me  hunger  more  j   that  I  /hould  forge 
^jarrels  unjuft  againft  the  good  and  loyal, 
>eiboying  them  for  wealth. 
Macd.  This  avarice 

Uikes  deeper  ;  grows  with  more  pernicious  root 
han  fummer- teeming  luft  5  and  it  hath  been 
he  fword  of  our  flain  kings :  yet  do  not  fear  : 
cotland  hath  foyfons  to  fill  up'your  will, 
>f  your  mere  own.     All  thefe  are  portable, 
Vjth  other  graces  weigh'd. 
MHl.  But  I  have  nonci  The  king-becoming  graces, 

*  fuddcfiy  for  ca/>ria'i>us. 
'^'OL.  VI.  B  b  As 
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As  juftice,  verity,  temp'rance,  ftablenefs, 

Bounty,  perfev'rance,  mercy,  lowlinefs. 

Devotion,  patience,  courage,  fortitude  j 

I  have  no  relifli  of  them  j  but  abound 

In  the  divifion  of  each  feveral  crime, 

A£ling  it  many  ways.     Nay^  had  I  power,  I  fliould 

Sour  the  fweet  milk  of  concord  into  hate. 

Uproar  the  univerfal peace,. confound 

All  unity  on  earth.  1 

i^jf^.  Oh  Scotland  !  Scotland)- — ■. — -  7i 

Alal.  If  fuch  a  one  be  fit  to  govern,  fpeak  ; 
I  am  as  I  have  fpoken. 

Macd.  Fit  to  govern  ? 
No,  not  to  live.     O  nation  miferaUe, 
With  an  untitled  tyrant,  bloody- fcepter'd  ! 
"When  fhalt  thou  fee  thy  wholefonse  days  again  ? 
Since  that  the  trueft  iflue  of  thy  throne 
By  his  own  iiiterdi£lion  ftands  accurs'd, 
And  does  blafpheme  his  breed.     Thy  royal  fath&r 
Was  a  moft  fainted  King  ;  the  Queen  that  bore  thee, 
Oft'ner  upon  her  knees  than  on  her  feet, 
Dy'd  every  day  fhe  liv'd.     Oh,  fare  thee  well  ! 
Thefe  evils  thou  repeat'ft  *  upnn  thyfdf. 
Hath  banifh'd  me  from  Scotland,    Oh,  my  treafl! 
Thy  hope  ends  here. 

A^al,  Macduff",  this  noble  pafllon. 
Child  of  integrity,  hath  from  my  foul 
Wip'd  the  black  fcruples  ;  reconcil'd  my  thoughts 
To  thy  good  truth  and  honour.     DeviUfh  Macbeth 
By  many  of  thefe  trains  hath  fought  to  win  me 
Into  his  pow'r  j  and  modeft  wifdom  plucks  me 
From  over-credulous  hafle.     But  God  above 
Deal  between  thee  and  me  !  for  even  now 
I  put  myfelf  to  thy  direction,  and 
Unfpeak  mine  own  detraction  ;  here  abjure 
The  taints  and  blames  I  laid  upon  myfelf. 
For  ftrangers  to  my  nature.     1  am  yet 
Unknown  to  woman,  never  was  forfworn, 

*  repeat,  for  reckon  up,  charge  upon» 

Scarce 
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Scarcely  have  coveted  what  was  mine  own, 

At  no  time  broke  my  faith,  would  not  betray 

The  devil  to  his  fellow,  and  delight 

No  lefs  in  truth  than  life  j  my  fiift  falfe-fpeaking 

Was  this  upon  myfelf.     What  I  am  truly, 

Ts  thine,  and  my  poor  country's,  to  command; 

Whither,  indeed,  before  thy  here-approach. 

Old  Siward  with  ten  thoufand  warlike  men, 

All  ready  at  appoint,-!*  was  fetting  foith. 

Now  we'll  together,  and  the  chance  of  goodnefs 

Be  like  our  warranted  quarrel  I    Why  are  you  filent  ? 

Macd.  Such  welcome  and  unwelcome  things  at  once, 
*Tis  hard  to  reconcile,;^, 

SCENE      V.        Enter  a  DoBor, 
Mai.  Well ;  more  anon*     Comes  the  Kmg  forth, 

pray  you  ? 
Do^.  Ay,  Sir  j  there  are  a  crew  of  wretched  fouls, 
That  ftay  his  cure,    their  malady  convinces^ 
The  great  afl'ay  of  art.     But,  at  his  touch. 
Such  fandtity  hath  heaven- given  his  hand. 
They  prefently  amend.  \Exii 

Mai.  I  thank  you,  Do6lor. 
Macd.  What's  the  difeafe  he  means  ? 
Mai.  'Tis  call'd  the  e-vih, 
,A  mofl  miraculous  -^vork  in  this  good  King, 
Which  often  fmce  my  here-remain  in  England 
I've  feen  him  do.     How  he  folicits  heav'n, 
Himfelf  beft  knows  }  but  ftrangely-vifited  people. 
All  fwoln  and  ulc'rous,  pitiful  to  the  eye. 
The  mere  defpair  of  furgery,  he  cures  j 
Hanging  a  golden  ftamp  about  their  necks. 
Put  on  with  holy  prayers:   and  'tis  fpokcn^ 
To  the  fucceeding  royalty  he  leaves 
The  heahng  beaediftion.     With  this  ftrange  virtue. 
He  hath  a  heavenly  gift  of  prophecy  ; 
And  fundry  bleflings  hang  about  his  throne. 
That  fpeak  him  full  of  grace. 

•j-  i.  e.  at  the  place  appointed,  at  the  rendexvousi 
%  to  reconcile,  for  to  bear  ivith  temper. 
\  convinces,  for  defeatsy  overcomes* 

Bb2  SCENE 
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SCENE     Vf.  Enter  Koffs, 

Macd,  See  who  comes  here  ! 

Mai.  My  countryman  j   but  yet  \  know  him  not. 

Macd.  My  ever-gentle  coufiia,  welcome  hither. 

Mai.  I  know  hirr  now.     Good  God  betimes  reniov<i 
The  means  that  makes  us  Grangers ! 

RoJI'e.  Sir,  Amen, 

Macd.  ^tands  Scotland  where  it  did  ? 

RoJJe.  Alas,  poor  country, 
/.Imoft  afraid  to  knowitfeif.     It  cannot 
Be  call'd  our  mother,  but  our  grave  j  where  nothings 
But  who  knows  nothing,  is  once  (ten  to  fmile; 
Where  fighs  and  groans,  and  fhrieks  that  rend  the  air. 
Are  made,  not  mark'd  j  where  violent  forrow  feems 
A  modern  ecftafy ;   the  dead  man's  knell 
I^  there  fcarcea/k'd,  for  whom  ;  and  good  mens'  live* 
Expire  before  the  iiowers  in  their  caps  j. 
Dying  or  e'er  they  iicken. 

Macd.  Oh,  relation 
Too  nice,  and  yet  too  true  ! 

Mai.  What's  theneweft  grief  ^ 

RoJJe,  That  of  an  hour's  age  doth  hifs  the  fpeakcr; 
Each  minute  teems  a  new  one. 

Macd.  How  does  my  wife  ? 

Rojfe.  Why,  well. 

Macd.  And  all  my  children  } 

Roffe,  Well  too. 

Macd,  The  tyrant  has  not  batter'd  at  their  peace  } 

RoJJe.    No ;  they  were    well  at    peace  when    I  did 
leave  'em. 

Macd.  Be  not  a  niggard  of  your  fpecch  ;  how  goes  it? 

RoJfe.  When  I  came  hither  to  tranfport  the  tidings. 
Which  I  have  heavily  borne,  there  ran  a  rumour 
Of  many  worthy  fellows  that  were  out. 
Which  was  to  my  belief  witnefs'd  \  the  rather. 
For  that  I  faw  the  tyrant's  power  a-foot. 
Now  is  the  time  of  help  j  your  eye  in  Scotland 
Would  create  foldiers,  and  make  women  fight, 


•j*  zvitnefi'dj  for  cwjirfiCd* 


To 
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To  (ioff"  their  dire  diftrefles. 
Alal.   Be't  their  comfo;t 
We're  coming  th^rher  ;  gracious  England  ha'h 
Lent  us  good  Siward  and  ten  thoufand  men  j 
An  older,  and  a  better  loldier,  none 
That  Chriftendom  gives  out. 

Roff'e,.  Would  I  could  anfwer 
This  comfort  with  the  like  ;   But  I  have  words 
That  would  be  howl'd  out  in  the  defart  air. 
Where  hearing  fhould  not  catch  them. 

Macd.  What  concern  they  ? 
The  gen'ral  caufe?   or  is  it  a  fee-grief. 
Due  to  ibme  fingle  brcait  ? 

RoJJe    No  mind  that's  hnneft. 
But  in  it  fiiares  fome  woe  ;  though  the  main  part 
Fertaim  to  you  alone. 

Macd.   If  it  be  mine,. 
Keep  it  not  from  me,  quickly  let  me  have  it. 

RoJJe.  Let  not  your  ears  dcfpij'e  my  tongue  for  ever. 
Which  fhall  poflefs  them' with  the  heavieft  found, 
That  ever  yet  they  heard. 

Macd.  Hum  !   I  guefs  at  it. 

Roffe.  Your  caftle  is  furprif'd,  yourvvlfe  and  babes 
Savagely  flaughter'd  j   to  relate  the  manner. 
Were  on  the  quarry  of  thefe  murther'd  deer 
To  add  the  death  of  you. 

Mai.   Merciful  heav'n  \ 
What,  man!   ne'er  pull  your  hat  upon  your  brows. 
Give  forrow  words  j  the  grief  that  does  not  fpeak, 
Whifpers  the  o'er-fraught  heart,  and  bids  it  break. 

Macd.  My  children  too  ! 

RoJJ'e.  Wife,    children,    fervants,  all  that  could  be 
found. 

Macd.  And  I  muft  be  from  thence  1  my  wife  kill'd 
too  ! 

R^Jfe.  I've  faid. 

Mai.  Be  comforted. 
Let's  make  us  med'cines  of  our  great  revenge. 
To  cure  this  deadly  grief. 

Macd.  He  has  no  children. —All  my  pretty  ones  > 

Bb3  Did>. 
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Did  you  fay,  all  ?  what,  all !  oh,  hell-kite  !  all  ? 
f[Whar,  all  my  pretty  chickens,  and  their  dam, 
[^At  one  fell  fwoop  ?] 

Mai.   Endure  it  lii<e  a  man» 

Macd.  I  /hall  do  fo  / 
But  I  muft  alfo  feel  it  as  a  man. 
I  cannot  but  remember  fuch  things  were. 
That  were  moft  precious  to  me.     Did  heav'n  look  on. 
And  would' not  take  their  part  ?   finful  Macduff, 
They  were  all  ftruck  for  thee  !  naught  that  I  am. 
Not  for  their  own  demerits,   but  for  mine, 
reil  llaughter  on  their  fouls.     Heav'n  reft  them  now  !' 

Mai,  Be  this  the  whet-ftone  of  your  fword,  let  grie 
Convert  to  wrath  :   blunt  not  the  heait,  enrage  it. 

Macd.  O,  1  could  play  the  woman  with  mine  eyes. 
And  braggart  with  my  tongue.     But,  gentle  heav'n  h 
Cut  fhort  all  intermiflion  :   front  to  front, 
Bring  thou  this  fiend  (jf  Scotland  and  myfelf; 
Within  my  fword's  length  fet  him,  if  he  'fcape,. 
Then  heav'n  forgive  him  too  !' 

MaU  This  tune  goes  manly. 
Come,  CO  we  to  the  king,  our  power  is  ready  j 
Our  lack  is  nothing  but  our  leave.      Macbeth 
Is  ripe  for  fiiaking,  and  the  powers  above 
Put  on  their  inftruments.     Receive  what  cheer  yo« 

may  j 
The  night  is  long  that  never  finds  the  day.         [Exeunt 

ACTV.        SCENE    I. 

uin  ant i chamber  in  Macbeth'' i  caflle. 
Enter  a  Do&or  of  Fhyjicy  and  a  Gentlewoman.. 
VoEi.   f  Have  two  nights  watch'd  with  you,  but  cat 
J^   perceive  no  truth  in  your  report.    When  was 
it /he  laft  walk'd; 

Geut.  Sii  ce  his  Majefty  went  into  the  field,  I  have 
feen  her  rife  from  her  bed,  throw  her  night-gown  upon 
her,  unlock  her  clofet,  take  forth  paper,  fold  it,  write 
upon't,  read  it,  afterwards  feal  it,  and  again  return  to 
feed  ;  yet  all  this  while  in  R  jnoft  faft  fTeep, 


h. 
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DoB.  A  great  perturbation  in  nature  !  to  receive  at 
once  the  benefit  of  lleep,  and  do  the  effeds  of  watching. 
In  this  Aumbry  agiCaticn,  befides  her  walking,  and  o- 
tlier  adual  performances,  what  (at  any  time)  have  you 
heard  her  fay  ? 

Gent.  That,  Sir,  which  I  will  not  report  after  her. 

Do£f.  You  may  to  me,  and  'tis  moft  meet  you  fliould. 

Gent,  Neither  to  you,  nor  any  one,  having  no  wit- 
nefs  to  confirm  my  fpeech. 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth  wzVA  a  taper, 
Lo,  you  !  here  fhe  comes.     This  is  her  very  guife,  and^ 
upon  my  life,  faft  afleep  ;  obferve  her,  ftand  clofe. 

Docf.  How  came  fhe  by  that  light  ? 

Gent.  Why,  it  ftood  by  her  i  fhe  has  light  by  her 
continually,  'tis  her  command. 

DoB.   You  lee  her  eyes  are  open. 

Gjnt.  Av,  but  their  fenfe  is  fhut. 

Dodl.  What  is  it  ihe  does  now  ?  look  how  fhe  rul/s 
her  hands. 

Gent.  It  is  an  accultom'd  aftion  with  her,  to  feem 
thus  wafhing  her  hands.  I  have  known  her  continue 
in  this  a  quarter  of  an  hour. 

Lady.  Yet  here's  a  fpot. 

DoSI.  Hark,  fhe  fpeaks.  I  will  fet  down  what  comes 
from  her,  to  fortify  my  remembrance  the  more  ftrongly. 

Lady.  Out,  damned  fpot  j  out,  1  fay---  one  }  two  j 
why  then,  tis  time  to  do't."  Hell  is  murky.  Fie, 
my  Lord,  fie  1  a  loldier,  and  afraid  ?  what  need  we  fear 
who  knows  it,  when  none  can  call  our  power  to  ac- 
count ?—— Yet  who  would  have  thought  the  old  man 
to  have  fo  much  blood  m  him  ? 

Bofi,  Do  you  mark  that  ? 

Lady.  The  Thane  of  Fife  had  a  wife  j  where  is  flis 
now  ?  What,  will  thefe  hands  ne'er  be  clean  ?■    ■ 
No  more  o'  chat,  my  Lord,  no  more  o'  that ;  you  mar 
all  with  this  flarting. 

DoEi,  Go  to,  go  to  J  you  have  known  what  you 
fliould  not . 

Gent,  She  has  fpoke  what  fhe  fhould  not,  I  am  furc 

[  of  that ;  heav'ft  knows  what  flie  has  known. 

Ladji 
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Lady.  Here's  the  fmell  of  blood  ftill  :  all  the  perfumtl 
of  Aral)i3  will  not  fweeten  this  little  hand.  Oh  !  obf 
oh! 

DoB.  What  a  figh  is  there  ?  the  heart  is  fcrel| 
charg'd. 

Gent.  I  would  not  have  fuch  a  heart  in  my  bofom^fcl 
the  dirnity  of  the  whole  body. 

DoB.  Well,  well,  well 

Gent.  Pray  God  it  be,  Sir.     . 
Dcii.  This  difeafe  is  beyond  my  pra£lice  :  yet  I  havl 
known  thofe  which    have  walk'd    in   their  fleep,  wh 
have  died  holily  m  their  beds. 

Lady.  Wa/h  your  hands,  put  en  your   night-gown 
look,   not  fo  pale    ■        I  tell  you  yet    again,  Banquo' 
buried  ;  he  cannot  come  out  of  his  grave, 
DoB.  Even  fo  i^ 

Lady.  To  bed,  to  bed  ;  there^s  knocking  at  the  gate 

come,  come,  come,    come,    give  me  your  hand.— — 

What's  done,  cannot  be  undone.     To  bed,  to  bed,  t 

bed.  [Exit  Lady 

DoB.  Will  fhe  go  now  to  bed  ? 

Gent.  Direftly. 

DoB.  Foul  whifpcrjngs  are  abroad;   unnatural  deed 
Do  breed  unnatural  troubles.     Infected  minds 
To  their  deaf  pillows  will  difcharge  their  fecrets. 
More  needs  /he  the  divine,  than  the  phyfician, . 
Good  God  forgive  us  all !  look  al'ter  her  j 
Remove  from  her  the  means  of  all  annoyance, . 
And  ftill  keep  eyes  upon  her  ;  fo  goad  night. 
My  mind  fhe'as  mated,  and  amaz'd  my  fight, 
I  think,  but  dare  not  fpeak. 

Gent.  Good  night,  good  Do£lor.  [Exeunt 

SCENE     II. 
Changes  to  afiddy  ivith  a  ivood  at  a  dijiance. 
Enter  Menteth,  Cathnefs,  Angus,  Lenox,  and fold'teri, 
Ment.  The  Englifh  power  is  near,  led  on  by  Mal- 
His  uncle  Siward,  and  the  good  Macduff.  [colnij 

Revenges  burn  in  them  :  for  their  dear  caufes 
Would  to  the  bleeding  and  the  grim  alarm 
£xcite  the  nioitiiied  man. 
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Ang.  Near  Birnan  wood 
Shall  we  well  meet  them  j  that  ws^y  are  they  comirtg. 

Cath   Who  knows  if  Donald  Bane  be  with  his  brotheri 

Len.  For  certain.  Sir,  he  is  not.     I've  a  file 
Of  all  the  gentry  j  there  is  Siward's  fon. 
And  many  unrough  youths,  that  even  now 
Proteft  their  firft  of  manhood. 

Ment»  What  does  the  tyrant  ? 

Cath.  Great  Dunfinane  he  ftrongly  fortiltes.  ^ 
Some  fay  he's  mad  j  others,  that  leffer  hate  hins. 
Do  call  it  valiant  fury  :  but  for  certain. 
He  cannot  buckle  his  diftemper'd  caufe 
Within  the  belt  of  rule. 

Ang,  Now  does  he  feel 
His  fecret  murthers  flicking  on  his  hands  : 
Now  minutely  revolts  upbraid  his  faith-breach  | 
rhofe  he  commands,  move  only  in  command, 
Nfothing  in  love  :  now  does  he  feel  his  title 
Hang  loofe  about  him,  like  a  giant's  robe 
Upon  a  dwarfiih  thief. 

Merit    Who  then  fhall  blame 
His  pefter'd  fenfes  to  recoil,  and  ftart. 
When  all  that  is  within  him  does  condemn 
Itfelf,  for  '^eing  there  ? 

Cath.  Well,  march  we  on. 
To  give  obedience  where  'tis  truly  ow'd.  | 

Meet  we  the  medicine  of  the  fickly  weal,  ^ 

And  with  him  pour  we,  in  our  country's  purge,  J 

Each  drop  of  us.  * 

Len.  Or  (o  much  as  it  needs, 
To  3ew  the  fovereign  flower,  and  drown  the  weeds. 
Make  we  our  march  towards  Birnan. 

SCENE     III.         The  cafile  of  Dunftnatie, 
Enter  Macbeth,  DoEiory  and  Attendants. 

Macb.  Bring  me  no  more  reports,  let  them  fly  all* 
rill  Birnan  wood  remove  to  Dunfinane, 
[  cannot  taint  with  fear.    What's  the  boy  Malcolm  ^ 
i  Was  he  not  born  of  woman  ^  Spirits,  that  know 
!A11  mortal  confequences^  j|  have  pronounc'd  it: 


\^confequenc€Sf  for  event U 
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Fear  noty  Macbeth  j  no  man  that''s  born  of  woman. 

Shall  e'er  have  power  upon  tbie.~—- Then  fly,  fali 

And  mingle  with  the  Englifh  epicures.  [Thane 

The  mind  I  fway  by,  and  the  heart  I  bear. 
Shall  never  fagg  with  doubt,  nor  fhake  with  fear. 

Enter  a  Servant, 
The  devil  damn  thee  black,  thou  cream-facM  lown! 
"Where  got' ft  thou  that  goofe-look  ? 
Ser    There  are  ten  thoufand^— — — 
Mack  Geefe,  villain?' 
Ser.  Soldiers,  vSir. 

Macb.  Go,  prick  thy  face,  and  over-red  thy  fear, 
Thou  lily-liver 'd  boy.     What  foldiers,  patch?  ' 

Death  of  thy  foul !  thofe  linere  cheeks  of  thine 
Are  counfellors  to  fear.     What  foldiers,  whey-face  ? 
Ser.  The  Englifh  force,  fo  pleafe  you.  [hear 

Macb.  Take  thy  face  hence — Seyton  ! — I'm  fick  j 

When  I  behold Seyton,  I  fay  ! This  pufli 

Will  cheer  me  ever,  or  difeafe  me  now, 
I  have  liv'd  long  enough  :   my  way  j[  of  life 
Is  fall'n  into  the  fear,  the  yellow  leaf: 
And  that  which  fhoold  accompany  old  age. 
As  honour,  love,  obedience,  troops  of  friends, 
I  muft  not  look  to  have  j  but,  in  their  ftead, 
Curfes  not  loud  but  deep,  mouth-honour,  breath. 
Which  the  poor  heart  would  fain  deny,  and  dare  not, 

Seyton ! ■^ 

Enttr  Seyton; 
Sey.  What  is  your  gracious  pleafure  ? 
Macb.  What  news  more  ? 

Sey.  AUis  confirm'd,  my  Lord,  which  was  reportei 
Macb.  I'll  fight  till  from  my  bones  my  fleih  be  hack'< 
Give  me  my  armour. 
Sey.  'Tis  not  needed  yet. 
Macb.  1*11  put  it  on. 
Send  out  more  horfes,  skirre  the  country  round  ; 
Hang  thofe  that  talk  of  fear.     Give  m&  mine  armOur* 
How  does  your  patient,  Doftor  ? 

I  Via^  is  ufed  for  f(?»r/"f,  pregrefs. 
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DoSi.  Not  fo  fick,  my  Lord, 
Ls  fhe  is  troubled  with  thick-coming  fencics, 
rhat  keep  her  from  her  reft, 

Macb.  Cure  her  of  that. 
Janft  thou  not  minifter  to  a  mind  difeasM, 
*luck  from  the  memory  a  rooted  forrow, 
Uze  out  the  written  troubles  of  the  brain, 
Ind,  with  foma  fweet  oblivious  antidote, 
:i«anfe  the  ftuflf'd  bofom  of  that  perilous  ftuiF 
Vhich  weighs  upon  the  heart  ? 

DoSi.  Therein  the  patient 
kluft  minifter  unto  himfelf. 

Ma6h.  Throw  phyfic  to  the  dogs,  I'll  none  of  It— — 
^ome,  put  my  armour  on  ;  give  me  my  ftaff. 
leyton,  fend  out— Doftor,  the  Thanes  fly  from  me— 

:ome.  Sir,  difpatch If  thou  could' ft,  Doftor,  caft 

The  water  of  my  land,  find  her  difeafe, 

\.nd  purge  it  to  a  found  and  priftine  health  j 

[.would  applaud  thee  to  the  very  echo. 

That  fliould  applaud  again.     Pull' toff,  I  fay 

What  rhubarb,  fenna,  or  what  purgative  drug, 

Would  fcour  thefe  Engli/h  hence  ?  Hear'ft.thouof  them? 

X>oB.  Ay,  my  good  Lord  }  your  royal  preparation 
Makes  us  hear  fomething. 

Macb.  Bring  it  after  me  ; 
[  will  not  be  afraid  of  death  and  bane. 
Till  Birnan  foreft  come  to  Dunfmane.    ' 

DoEi.  "Were  I  from  Dunfmane  away  and  clear. 
Profit  again  fhould  hardly  draw  me  here.  [^AJide,  Exeunt, 

SCENE     IV.         Changes  to  Birnan  ivood. 

Enter  Malcolm,  Siward,  Macduff,  Siward'j/o«,  Men- 

teth,  Cathnefs,  Angus,  and  Soldiers  marching, 

Mai.  Coufins,  I  hope  the  days  are  near  at  hand,] 
That  cham.bers  will  be  fafe. 

Ment.  We  doubt  it  nothing. 

Siiv.  What  wood  is  this  before  us  ? 

Ment.  The  wood  of  Birnan. 

Mai.  Let  every  foldier  hew  him  down  a  bough. 
And  bear't  before  him  ;  thereby  fhall  we  fhadow 
The  numbers  of  our  hoft,  and  make  difcov'ry 

Err 
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Irr  in  report  of  us. 

Sold.  It  {ball  be  done. 

Siiv.  We  learn  no  other,  but  the  confin'd  tyrant 
Keeps  ftill  in  Dunfinane,  and  will  endure 
Our  fetting  down  before't. 

Mai.  'Tis  his  main  hope  : 
For  where  there  is  advantage  to  be  given, 
Both  more  and  lefs  have  given  him  the  revolt ; 
And  none  ferve  with  him  but  conftrained  things, 
Whofe  hearts  are  abfent  too. 

Macd.  Let  our  juft  cenfures 
Attend  the  true  event,  and  put  we  on 
Induflrious  foldierfliip. 

Siiv.  The  time  approaches. 
That  will  with  due  decifion  make  us  know 
What  we  /hall  fay  we  have,  and  what  we  owe.  {) 
Thoughts  fpeculative  their  unfare  hopes  relate  j 
But  certain  iflue  ftrokes  muft  arbitrate. 
Towards  which  advance  the  war.        [Exeunt  marebt'ng. 
SCENE     V.        Changes  to  the  cajile  of  Dunfinane, 
Enter  Mzchtthy  Seyton,  and  Soldiers 'with  drunti  and  co- 
lours. 

Macb.  Hang  out  our  banners  on  the  outward  walls. 
The  cry  is  ftill,  TT:>ey  come  :  our  caftle's  ftrength 
Will  laugh  a  fiege  to  fcorn.     Here  let  them  lie. 
Till  famine  and  the  ague  eat  them  up. 
Were  they  not  *forc'd  §  with  thofe  that  fhould  be  ours. 
We  might  have  met  them  dareful,  beard  to  beard, 
And  beat  them  backward  home.     What  is  that  noife  ? 

^A  cry  within  of  women, 

Sey.  It  Is  the  cry  of  women,  my  good  Lord. 

Maci>.  I  have  al'moft  fore ot  the  tafte  of  fears. 
The  time  has  been,  my  fenfes  would  have  coord 
To  hear  a  night- Ihriek;  and  my  fell  of  hair 
Would  at  a  difmal  treatife  roufe  and  ftir. 
As  life  were  in't.     I  have  fuppM  full  with  horrors } 
Direnefs,  familiar  to  m.y  flaught'rous  thoughts. 


I 


i.  e.  property  and  allegiance. 

"" forced,  for  reinforc  d. 

Can- 
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Cannot  now  ftart  me.     Wherefore  was  that  cry  ? 

Sey.  The  Queen,  my  Lord,  is  dead. 

Macb.  She  fhould  have  dyM  hereafter  j 
There  would  have  been  a  time  for  fuch  a  w^rd. 
To-morrow,  and  to-morrow,  and  to-morrow. 
Creeps  in  this  petty  fpace  from  day  to  day. 
To  the  laft  fyllable  of  recorded  time, 
And  all  our  yefterdays  have  lighted  fools 
The  way  to  dusky  death.     Out,  out,  brief  candle  |- 
Life's  but  a  walking  fhadow,  a  poor  player. 
That  ftruts  and  frets  his  hour  upon  the  ftage, 
And  then  is  heard  no  more  !  It  is  a  tale 
Told  by  an  idiot,  full  of  found  and  fury, 
Signifying  nothing ! 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 
rhou  com* ft  to  ufe  thy  tongue  :  thy  ftory  quickly. 

Mejf,  My  gracious  Lord, 
[  fiiould  report  that  which  I'd  fay  I  faw, 
3ut  know  not  hov/  to  do't. 

Macb.  Well,  fay  it.  Sir. 

Meff.  As  I  did  ftand  my  watch  upon  the  hill, 
'.  look'd  toward  Birnan,  and  anon  methought 
The  wood  began  to  move. 

Macb.  Lyar,  and  flave  !  [Striking  him, 

Mejf.  Let  me  endure  your  wrath,  if 't  be  not  fo. 
iVithm  this  three  mile  you  may  fee  it  coming  : 
fay,  a  moving  grove. 

M^f^.  Ifthoufpeak'ftfalfe, 
Jpon  the  next  tree  fhalt  thou  hang  alive, 
rill  famine  cling  thee  :  if  thy  fpeech  be  footh, 
care  not  if  thou  doft  for  me  as  much, 
pull  in  refolution,  1|  and  begin 
To  doubt  th'  equivocation  of  the  fiend, 
That  lyes  like  truth.     Fear  not,   till  Birnan  ivooi 

h  come  to  Dunfinane,- and  now  a  wood 

!omes  towards  Dunfinane.     Arm,  arm,  and  out ! 
f  this  which  he  avouches  does  appear, 
There  is  nor  flying  hence,  nor  tarrying  here. 

II  refolution y  for  confidence  in  another'' s  tvord. 

Vol.  VI.  C  c  T 
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I  'gin  to  be  a-weary  of  the  fun. 
And  \vi(h  the  ftate  o'  th'  world  were  now  undone. 
Ring  the  alarum-bell ;  blow,  wind!  come,  wrack! 
At  leaft  we'll  die  with  harnefs  on  our  back.         [^Exeunt, 

SCENE     VI.         Before  Dunftnane. 
Enter  MAcolmy  Siward,  Macduff,  and  their  armymtb 
boughs. 
Mai.  Now  near  enough  ;  your  leavy  fcreens  throw 
down. 
And  fhew  like  thofe  you  are.     You,  worthy  uncle, 
Shall,  with  my  coufin,  your  right  noble  fon. 
Lead  our  firft  battle.     Brave  Macduff  and  we 
Shall  take  upon's  what  elfe  remains  to  do. 
According  to  our  order. 
Siiv.   Fare  you  well  : 
Do  we  but  find  the  tyrant's  power  to-night, 
Let  us  be  beaten,  if  we  cannot  fight,  _       [breath, 

Macd.  Make  all  our  trumpets  fpeak,  give  them  all 
Thofe  clam' rous  harbingers  of  blood  and  death.  [Exeunt, 

\ Alarums  continued. 
Enter  Macbeth. 
Mach.  They've  ty'd  me  to  a  flake,  I  cannot  fly, 
But,  bear-like,  I  muft  fight  the  courfe.     What's  he 
That  was  not  born  of  woman  ?  fuch  a  one 
Am  I  to  fear,  or  none. 

Enter  young  Siward. 
To.  Siw.  What  is  thy  name  ? 
Macb.  Thou'lt  be  afraid  to  hear  it. 
To.  Siiv  Noj  though  thou  call' ft  thyfelf  a  hotter  name 
Than  any  is  in  hell. 

Macb.  My  name's  Macbeth.  ^     . 

To.  Siiv.  The  devil  himfelf  could  not  pronounce  a  title 
More  hateful  to  mine  ear. 

Macb.  No,  nor  more  fearful. 

To.  Siiv.  Thou  lyeft,  abhorred  tyrant ;  with  my  fword 
I'll  proye  the  lye  thou  fpeak'ft.  . 

[Fight,  and  young  Siward' 5 /««. 

ilf^c3.  Thou  waft  born  of  woman  J 

Butfwords  I  fmile  at,  weapons  laugh  to  fcorn,  . 

Brandifh'd  by  man  that's  of  a  woman  born.  J^"'*' 

^  Alarums, 
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Alarums.     Enter  Macduff. 

Macd.  That  way  the  noife  is.  Tyrant,  fhew  thy  face  | 
If  thon  be'ft  flain,  and  with  no  ftroke  of  mine. 
My  wife  and  childrens'  ghofts  will  haunt  me  ftill. 
I  cannot  ftrike  at  wretched  kernes,  whofe  arms 
Are  hir*d  to  bear  their  ftaves  :  or  thou,  Macbeth, 
Or  eife  my  fword  with  an  unbatter'd-edge 
I  fheathe  again  undeeded.     There  thou  fhould'ft  be- 
By  this  great  clatter,  one  of  greateft  note 
Seems  bruited.     Let  me  find  him,  Fortune! 
And  more  I  beg  not.  [Exit.     Alarum, 

Enter  Malcolm  and  Siward, 
-  Situ.  This  way,  my  Lord,  the  caftle's  gently  render'd  ; 
The  tyrant's  people  on  both  fides  do  fight  j 
The  Noble  Thanes  do  bravely  in  the  war  j 
The  day  almoft  itfelf  profefTes  your's. 
And  little  is  to  do. 

Mai.  We've  met  with  foes. 
That  ftrike  befide  us.. 

Siiv.  Enter,  Sir,  the  caftle.  [Exeunt.     Alarum^ 

SCENE     VII.  Enter  Macbeth. 

Macb.  Why  fhould  I  play  the  Roman  fool,  and  die 
On  mine  own  fword  ?  whilft  I  fee  lives,  the  gafhes 
Do  better  upon  them. 

To  him,  enter  Macduff. 

Macd.   Turn,   hell-hound,    turn. 

Macb.  Of  all  men  elfe  I  have  avoided  thee  : 
But  get  thee  back,   my  foul  is  too  much  chargM 
With  blood  of  thine  already. 

Macd    I've  no  words  ; 
My  voice  is  in  my  fword  !  thou  bloodier  villain. 
Than  terms  can  give  thee  out.  [Fight.     Alarum* 

siacb.   Thou  lofeft  labour  j 
As  eafy  may' ft  thou  the  intrenchant  air 
With  thy  keen  fword  imprefs,  as  make  me  bleed  ; 
Let  fall  thy  blade  on  vulnerable  crefts  j 
I  bear  a  charmed  life,  which  muft  not  yield 
To  one  of  woman  born^^ 

Macd    Defpair  thy  charm  ! 
And  let  the  angel  whom  thou  ftill  haft  ferv'd, 

C  c  a  Tell 


304        Tlie  Tragedy  of  Macbeth,       Aft  v. 

Tell  thee,   Macduff  was  from  his  mother's  womb 
Untimely  ripp'd. 

Mach.  Accurfed  be  that  tongue  that  tells  me  fo  j 
For  it  hath  cow'd  my  better  part  of  man  : 
And  be  thefe  juggling  fiends  no  more  believ'd. 
That  palter  with  us  in  a  double  fenfe  j 
That  keep  the  word  of  promife  to  our  ear. 
And  break  it  to  our  hope  !  I'll  not  fight  with  thec. 

Macd.  Then  yield  thee,  coward. 
And  live  to  be  the  fhew  and  gaze  o'  th*  time. 
We'll  have  thee,  as  our  rarer  monfters  are. 
Painted  upon  a  pole,  and  under  writ. 
Here  may  you  fee  the  tyrant  i 

Macb.   I  will  not  yield. 
To  kifs  the  ground  before  young  Malcolm's  feet> 
And  to  be  baited  with  the  rabble's  curfe. 
Though  Birnan  wood  be  come  to  Dunfinane, 
And  thou,  oppos'd,  be  of  no  woman  born. 
Yet  I  will  try  the  laft.     Before  my  body 
I  throw  my  warlike  fhield.     Lay  on,  Macduff  j 
And  damn'd  be  he  that  firft  cries.  Hold,  enough. 

[  Exeunt  fighting .     Alarumi, 
SCENE     VIII. 
Retreat  andflourijh.    Enter  'with  drum  and  coUurs,  Mal- 
colm, Siward,  RofTe,  Thanes,  and  Soldiers. 

Mai.   I  would  the  friends  we  mifs  were  fafe  arriv'd. 

Sitv.  Some  muft  go  off:  and  yet  by  thefe  I  fee 
So  great  a  day  as  this  is  cheaply  bought. 

Mai.  Macduff  is  miffing,   and  your  noble  fon. 

RtJJe.   Your  fon,  my  Lord,  has  paid  a  loldier's  debt: 
He  only  liv'd  but  till  he  was  a  man  ; 
The  which  no  fooner  had  his  prowefs  confirm'd. 
In  the  unfhrinking  ftation  where  he  fought. 
But  like  a  man  he  dy'd. 

Sinu.  Then  is  he  dead  ? 

RoJJe.  Ay,  and  brought  off  the  field  ;  your  caufe  of 
Aluft  not  be  meafur'd  by  his  worth,  for  then  [forrow 
It  hath  no  t.A. 

Sinv.  Had  he  his  hurts  before  ? 

RoJf(*  Av,  en  the  front. 

Siia, 
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Sm'.  Why  then,  God's  foldier  be  he  ! 
Had  I  as  many  fons  as  I  have  hairs, 
I  would  not  wifh  them  to  a  fairer  death  : 
And  To  his  knell  is  knoH'd. 

Mai.  He's  worth  more  forrow. 
And  that  ril  fpend  for  him. 

Shv.  He's  worth  no  more  j 
They  fay  he  parted  well,  and  paid  his  fcore. 
So,  God  be  with  him  ! — Here  comes  newer  comfort. 
Enter  Macduff^  ivith  Matbeth'5  head. 

Macd.  Hail,  King  !  for  fo  thou  art.     Behold  where 
Th'  ufurper's  curfed  head  j  the  time  is  free  :       [ftands 
I  fee  thee  compafs'd  with  thy  kingdom's  peers. 
That  fpeak  my  lalutation  in  their  minds  j 
Whofe  voices  I  defire  aloud  with  mine  j 
Hail,  King  of  Scotland  ! 

All.  Hail,  King  of  Scotland   !  [riouri/b. 

Mai.  We  fhall  not  fpend  a  large  expence  of  time. 
Before  we  reckon  with  your  fev'ral  loves, 
And  make  us  even  with  you.     Thanes  and  kinfmen. 
Henceforth  be  Earls,  the  firft  that  ever  Scotland 
In  fuch  an  honour  nam'd.     What's  more  to  do. 
Which  would  be  planted  newly  with  the  time. 
As  calling  home  our  exil'd  friends  abroad. 
That  fled  the  fnares  of  watchful  tyranny  j 
Producing  forth  the  cruel  minifters 
Of  this  dead  butcher,  and  his  fiend -like  Queen  ; 
(Who,  as  'tis  thought,  by  felf  and  violent  hands 
Took  ofFher  life  5)  this,  and  what's  needful  elfe 
That  calls  upon  us,  by  the  grace  of  God, 
We  will  perform  in  meafure,  time  and  place  : 
So  thanks  to  all  at  once,  and  to  each  one. 
Whom  we  invite  to  fee  us  crown'd  at  Scone. 

[Fhurijh,    Exeunt  omes. 
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ACT    I.       SCENE    I. 

A  ftreet  in  Rome. 

Enter  a  company  of  mutinous  Citixens  loitb  fiavesj  clubs^ 

and  other  iveapons 
I  Cit,ir%  Efore  we  proceed  any  further,  hearme  fpeak,. 
All.  Speak,  fpeak. 

1  Cit.  You  are  all  refolvM  rather  to  die^ 
than  to  famifh  ? 

*  The  -whole  hiftory  exaEJly  foUcwed,   and  many  of  the 
principal  fpmhes  copied  from  tie  life  ofCoriolanuiin  Plut. 
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All.  Refolv'd.refolv'd. 

I  Cit.  Fiift,  you  know,  Gaius  Marcius  is  the  chief 
enemy  to  the  people,. 

jdll.  We  know't,  we  know't. 

1  Cit.  Let  us  kill  him,  and  we'll  have  corn  at  our 
own  price.      Is't  a  verdicl  ? 

All.  No  mora  talking  on't^let't  be  done  j  away,  a-- 
way. 

2  C-'t.  One  word,  good  Citizens. 

1  Cit.  We  are  accounted  poor  Citizens  ;  the  Patrici- 
ans, good  ;  what  authority  furfeits  on,  would  relieve 
us  :.  if  they  woub  yield  us  but  the  fuperfluity,  while  it 
were  wholfome,  we  might  guefs  they  relieved  us  hu- 
manely I.  but  they  think  we  are  too  dear  :  the  leannefs 
that  afHifts  us,  the  objedl  of  our  mifery,  is  as  an  inven- 
tory to  particularize  their  abundance  j  our  fufferance  is 
a  gain  to  them.  Let  us  revenge  this  with  our  pikes, 
ere  we  become  rakes  :  for  the  gods  knew,  I  fpeak  this 
in  hunger  for  bread,  not  in  thirft  for  revenge. 

2  Cit^  Would  you  proceed  efpecially  againfl:  Caius 
Marcius. 

A/L  Againft  him  firft ;  he's  a  very  dog  to  the  cotn^ 
monalty.. 

2  Cit.  Confider  you  what  fervices  ha  has  done  for  bis 
country  ! 

I  Cit.  Very  well  j  and  could  be  content  to  give  him 
good  report  for't,  but  that  he  pays  himfelf  with  being 
proud. 

All.  N'ay,  but  fpeak  not  malicioufly. 

1  Cit.  I  fay  unto  you,  what  he  hath  done  famou/ly, 
he  did  it  to  that  end  :  though  foft  confcienc'd  men  can 
be  content  to  fay,,  it  was  for  his  country,  he  did  it  to 
pleafe  his  mother,  and  partly  to  be  proud  3  which  he  is, 
even  to  the  altitude  of  his  virtue. 

2  Cit.  What  he  cannot  help  in  his  nature,  you  account 
a  vice  *  in  him  :  you  muft  in  no  ways  fay  he  is  cove- 
tous. 

I  Cit,  If  I  muft  not,  I  need  not  be  barren  of  accufa- 

*  vice  is  here  ufed  inaccurately  for  crime, 

tions  J 
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tions  ;  he  hath  faults,  with  furplus,  to  tire  in  repetition. 
\^Shouts  ivitkin.']  What  /houts  are  thofe  ?   the  other  fidel 
o'  th'  city  is  rifen  j  why  ftay  we  prating  here  ?  To  the| 

Capitol . 

A/'-  Come,  come. 

1  Ctt.  Soft who  comes  here  ? 

SCENE     II.       Enter  Meaenius  Agrippa. 

2  Cit.  Worthy  Menenius  Agrippa  ;  one  that  hath  al 
ways  lov'd  the  people. 

I  Cit.  He's  one  honeft  enough  j  'would  all  the  reft 
were  fo ! 

Men.  What  work's,  my  countrymen,  in  hand  ?  where 
go  you  ? 
With  bats  and  clubs  !  the  matter — Speak,  I  pray  you. ' 

a  Cit.  Our  bufinefs  is  not  unknown  to  the  fenate  ; 
they  have  had  inklin<r,  this  fortnight,  what  wc  intend 
to  do,  which  now  we'll  fhew  'em  in  deeds  :  they  fay, 
poor  fuiters  have  flrong  breaths  j  they  fhall  know,  we 
have  ftrong  arms  too. 

Men.  Why,  matters,  my  good  friends,  mine  honeft 
neighbours. 
Will  you  undo  yourfelves  ? 

a  Cit.  We  cannot.  Sir,  we  are  undone  already. 

Men.  I  tell  you,  friends,  moft  charitable  care 
Have  the  Patricians  of  you.     For  your  wanes. 
Your  fufferings  in  this  dearth,  you  may  as  well 
Strike  at  the  heaven  with  your  ftaves,  as  lift  them 
Againft  the  Roman  ftatej  whofe  courfe  will  on 
The  way  it  takes,  cracking  ten  thoufand  curbs 
Of  more  ftrong  links  afunder,  than  can  ever 
Appear  in  your  impediment.     For  the  dearth. 
The  gods,  not  the  Patricians,  make  it  ;  and 
Your  knees  to  them  (not  arms)  muft  help.     Alack^ 
You  are  tranfported  by  calamity 
Thither  where  more  attends  you  ;  and  you  flander 
The  helms  o'  th'  ftate,  who  care  for  you  like  fathers. 
When  you  curfe  them  as  enemies. 

a  Cit.  Care  for  us !— true,  indeed ! — they  ne'er  car*d 
for  us  yet.  Suffer  us  to  famifh,  and  their  ftore-houfe« 
ciamm'd  with  graiij:  make  editls  for  ufury,  to  fup- 

porl 
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lort  ufurers ;  repeal  daily  any  wholfome  a£l  e{!ablifh- 
:d  againft  the  rich,  and  provide  more  piercing  fta- 
utes  daily  to  chain  up  and  reftrain  the  poor.  If  the 
vars  eac  us  not  up,  they  will  j  and  tiiere's  ail  the  love 
hey  bear  us. 

Men.  Either  you  muft 
^onfefs  yourfelves  wondrous  malicious, 
)r  be  accus'd  of  folly.     I  fliall  tell  you 
\  pretty  tale,  (it  may  be  you  have  heard  it ;) 
Jut,  fince  it  ferves  my  purpofe,  I  will  venture 
To  fcale't*  a  little  more, 

a  Cit.  Well, 
iVe'll  hear  it.  Sir  ■  yet  you  muft  not  think 

To  fob  off"  our  difgraces  with  a  tale  ; 
tut,  an't  pleafe  you,  deliver. 

Men.  There  was  a  time,  when  all  the  body's  member* 
t-ebell'd  againft  the  belly  j  thus  accus'd  it  j— —  . 
That  only,  like  a  gulf,  it  did  remain 
*  th'  midft  of  the  body,  idle  and  unadlve, 
itill  cup-boarding  the  viand,  never  bearing 
-.ike  labour  with  the  reft  j  where  th'other  inftrumentt 
)id  fee,  and  he^r,  devife,  inftrudl,  walk,  feel, 
\nd  mutually  participate,  did  minifter 
Jnco  the  appetite,  and  afFeflion  common 
)f  the  whole  body.      The  belly  ani'wer'd— — 

2  Cit.   W-IL  Sir.  what  anfwer  made  the  be-Uy  ? 

Men.  Sir,  I  (hall  tell  you. vVnh  a  kind  offmile, 

iVhich  neVr  cjme  from   rbe  lungs,   but  even  thus        ■ 

For  lock  yoii,  I  may  make  the  belly  fmile, 

\s  well  i.slpeak)   it  tau -.tingly  reply'd 

To  th'  difccntenteJ  members,  th'  mutinous  partSj 

Thatenvie!  h-s  receipt  j  even  fo  moft  fitly, "f" 

\s  you  malign  nur  I'enators,  for  that 

They  are  not  fuch  as  you 

a  Cit.  Your  belly's  anfwer  what ! 

The  kingly-crowned  head,  t'ne  vigilant  eye. 
The  counfellor  heart,  tiie  arm  our  foldier, 

\ 
*  lijeigb,  examine,  and  apply  it* 
'\  i.  e.  eftaSilj, 

Our 
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Our  fteed  the  leg,  the  tongue  our  trumpeter  j 
"With  other  munimeats  and  petty  helps 
In  this  our  fabric,  if  that  they        i 

Men,  What  then  ? 'Fore  me  this  fellow  fpeaks, 

"What  then  ?  what  then  ? 

zCit.  Should  by  the  cormorant  belly  be  reflrain'd. 
Who  is  the  fink  o'  th'  body, . 

Men-  Well, what  then  ? 

3  Cit.  The  foraer  agents,  if  they  did  complain^ 
"What  could  the  belly  anfwer  ? 

Men.  I  will  tell  you. 
If  ycu'll  beftow  afmall  (of  what  you  have  little) 
Patience,  a  while,  youMl  hear  the  belly's  anfwer. 

2  Cit.  Y'are  long  about  it. 

Men.  Note  me  this,  good  friend. 
Your  moft  grave  belly  was  deliberate. 
Not  rafh,  like  his  accufers  j   and  thus  anfwer'd  : 
True  is  it,  my  incorporate  friends,  quoth  he. 
That  I  receive  the  general  food  at  firft. 
Which  you  do  live  upon  ;  and  fit  it  is, 
Becaufe  I  am  the  ftorehoufe  and  the  <hop 
Of  the  whole  body.     But  if  you  do  remember,. 
I  fend  it  through  the  rivers  of  your  blood. 
Even  to  the  court,  the  heart,  to  th'  feat  of  th'  brain. 
And  through  the  cranks  and  offices  of  man. 
The  f^rongeft  nerves,  and  fmall  inferior  veins. 
From  me  receive  that  natural  competency, 
Whereby  they  live.     And  though  that  all  at  once. 
You,  my  good  friends,  (this  fays  the  belly,)  markme- 

2  Cit,  Ay,  Sir,  well,  well. 

Men.  Though  all  at  once  cannot 
See  what  I  do  deHver  out  to  each, 
Yer  lean  make  my  audit  up,  that  all 
From  me  do  back  receive  the  fiow'er  of  all. 
And  leave  me  but  the  bran.     What  fay  you  to't  ? 

2  Cit,  It  wab  an  anfvi'er  j  — how  apply  you  this  ? 

I'Ken,  The  fenators  of  Rome  are  this  good  belly, 

And  you  the  mutinous  members  S   foi  examine 

Their  counfels,  and  their  cares  j  digeft  things  rightly 

Touching  the  weai  o'  th'  common  y  you  ihali  find 

No 
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I  No  public  benefit  which  you  receive. 
But  it  proceeds  or  comes  from  them  to  you. 
And  noway  from  yourfelves.      What  do  you  think? 
You,  the  great  toe  of  this  aflembly  ! 

a  Cit.  I  the  great  toe !  why,  the  great  toe  ? 

Met!,  For  that  being  one  o'  th'  iowett,  bafeft,  pooreft. 
Of  this  moft  wife  rebellion,  thou  goeft  foremoft  ; 
Thou  rafcal,  that  art  word  in  blood  to  run. 
Lead 'ft  firft,  to  win  fome  'vantage.-—— 
But  make  you  ready  your  ftitF  bats  and  clubs, 
Rome  and  her  rats  are  at  the  point  of  battle : 
The  one  fide  muft  haye  bale. 

CENE     III.        £«^fr  Caius  Marcius* 
Hail,  Noble  Marcius ! 

Mar.  Thanks.  What's  the  matter,  you  diflenfious 
That,  rubbing  the  poor  itch  of  your  opinion,  [rogues. 
Make  yourfelves  fcabs  ? 

2  Qt.   We  have  ever  your  good  word.  [flatter 

Mar.  He  that  Will  give  good  words  to  thee,  will 
Beneath  abhorring.     What  would  you  have,  ye  curs. 
That  likes  not  peace,  nor  war?  The  one  affrights  you, 
Fhe  other  makes  you  proud.     He  that  trufts  to  you, 
Where  he  fhould  find  you  lions,  finds  you  hares  j 
Where  foxes,  geefe.     You  areno  furer,  no. 
Than  is  the  coal  of  fire  upon  the  ice, 
3r  hailftone  in  the  fun.     Your  virtue  is. 
To  make  him  worthy,  whole  offence  fubdues  him, 
^nd  curfe  that  juflice  did  it.     Who  deferves  greatnefs, 
^eferves  your  hate  j   and  your  affe£lions  are 
^  fick  man's  appetite,  who  defires  moft  that 
Which  would  increafe  his  evil.     He  that  depends 
Jpon  your  favours,  fwims  with  fins  of  lead, 
^nd  hews  down  oaks  with  rnfhes.     Hang  ye— — truft 
With  every  minute  you  do  change  a  mind,  [ye! 

'^nd  call  him  noble  that  was  nCw  your  hate  j 
lim  vile  that  was  your  garland.     What's  the  matter, 
I'hat  in  the  feveral  places  of  the  city 
i'^ou  cry  againft  the  noble  fenate,  who 
Under  the  gods)  keep  ^ou  in  awe,  which  elfe 
Vould  feed  on  one  another  ? What's  their  feeking  ? 

Mi?7, 
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Men,  For  corn  at  their  own  rates,  whereof  they  faj 
The  city  is  well  ftor'd. 

Mar.  Hang  'em  ;  they  fay  { 
They'll  lit  by  th'  fire,  and  prefume  to  know 
What's  done  i'  th'  Capitol  ;  who's  like  to  rife  ; 
"Who  thrives,  and  who  declines :  fide  faftions,  and  give 
Conjedural  marriages  ;  making  parties  ftrcng,        [out 
And  feeble  fuch  as  (land  not  in  their  liking. 
Below  their  cobled  Hioes.  They  fay  there's  grain  enough 
Would  the  nobility  lay  afide  their  ruth. 
And  let  rne  ufe  my  fword,  I'd  make  a  quarry 
With  thoufands  of  thefe  quarter'd  flaves,  as  high 
As  I  could  pitch  my  lance. 

Men.  Nay,  thefe  are  almoft  thoroughly  perfuaded  t 
For  though  abundantly  they  lack  difcretion. 
Yet  are  they  pafling  cowardly.     But,  I  befeech  you. 
What  fays  the  other  troop  ? 

Mar.  They  are  diffolv'd  ;  hang  *em, 
They  faid  they  were  an  hungry,  figh'd  forth  praverbs  j 
That  hunger  broke  fiom  ivaUs.  that  dogs  mvft  eat, 

That  meat  ivas  made  for  mouthi that  the  gcdsfent  not 

Corn  for  the  rich  men  only With  thefe  fhreds 

They  vented  their  complainings :  which  being  anfwer'd. 
And  a  petition  granted  them,  a  ftrange  one,  "* 

To  break  the  heart  of  Generofity, 
And  make  bold  Power  look  pale  j  they  threw  their  caps 
As  they  would  hang  them  on  the  horns  o'  th'  moon. 
Shouting  their  emulation. 

Men.  What  is  granted  them  ? 

Mar.  Five  Tribunes  to  defend  their  vulgar  wifdomsj. 
Of  their  own  choice.     One's  Junius  Brutus, 
Sicinius  Velutus,  and  I  know  not  — — — s'  death. 
The  rabble  fhould  have  firft  unroof 'd  the  city 
Ere  fo  prevail'd  with  me  !  it  will  in  time 
Win  upon  Power,  and  throw  forth  greater  themes 
For  Infurre£lion*s  arguing. 

Men.  This  is  ftrange. 

Mar»  Go,  get  you  home,  you  fragments ! 
E'riter  a  Mejfcnger. 

MeJJ',  Where's  Caius  Marcius  ? 

Mar. 
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Mar.  Here— —what's  the  matter  ? 
,     MeJJ.  The  news  is.   Sir,  the  VolfcJans  are  in  arms. 
'-  Mar,  I'm  glad  on't ;  then  we  /hall  have  means  to 

Our  mo%  Aiperflui^y.     See  !  our  beft  elders fvent 

S  C  E  N  E     JV. 
Enter  Sicinius  Velutus,  Junius  Brutus,  Comniius,  TitMi 
Lartius,  ivith  other  Senators. 

1  Sen.  Marcius,  'tis  true  that  you  have  lately  told  us. 
The  Volfcians  are  in  arms. 

Mar.  They  have  a  leader, 
Tullus  Aufidiosr't'hat  will  put  you  to't. 
I  fin  in  envying  his  Nobility; 
And  were  I  any  thing  but  what  I  am, 
I'd  wiih  rne  only.  he. 

Com.  Yon  have  fought  together  ? 

Mar.  Were  half  to  half  thz  world  by  th'  cars,  and  he 
•Upon  my  party,  I'd  revolt,  to  make 
Only  my  wars  with  him.     He  is  a  lion 
That  I  am  proud  to  hunt. 

I  Sen.  Then,  worthy  Marcius, 
Attend  upon  Cominius  to  thefe  wars. 

Com.  It  is  your  former  promife. 

Mar,  Sir,  it  is  j 
And  I  am  conftant.     Titus  Lartius,  thou 
Shalt  fee  me  once  more  ftrike  at  Tullus'  faccc 
What,  art  thou  ftiff?  ftand'fl'but  ? 

Lart.  No,  C^ius  Marcius. 
I'll  lean  upon  one  crutch,  and  6ght  with  t'other. 
Ere  ftay  behind  this  bufmefs. 

Men.  O  true  bred  ! 

I  Sen.  Your  company  to  th'  Capitol,  where  I  knovf 
Our  greateft  friends  attend  us. 

Lart,   Lead  you  on  5 
Follow,  Cominius ;  we  muft  follow  you  5 
Right  worthy  your  priority. 

Com,  Noble  Lartius——— 
.    I  Sen,  Hence  to  your  homes — ——be  gone. 

.  [To  the  Citizens, 

Mar.  Nay  let  them  follow  ; 
The  Volfcians  have  much  corn  :  take  thefe  rats  thither. 

Vol..  VI.  D  d  To 
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To  gnaw  their  garners.     Wor/hipful  mutineers,  i 

Your  valour  puts  well  forth  J  pray,  follow  ■    ■  •   ■■       | 

\^Exeun  % 
\_CitixevsJleal  anvay,     Matient  Sicinjus  and  BrutWil' 
Sic.  Was  ever  man  fo  proud  as  is  this  Marcius  ?        I  * 
Bru.  He  has  no  equal.  j| 

Sic.  When  we  were..choferi  tribunes  for  the  people— ill' 
£ru.  Mark'd  you  his  hp  and  eyes  ?  [  y 

Sic.  Nay,  but  his  taunts.  || 

Bru.  Being  mov'd,  he  will  not  fpare  to  gird  the  gods!») 
Sic.  "Be-mock  the  modeft  moon,-  j 

Bru.  The  prefent  wars  devour  him!  He  is  grown     i 
Too  proud  to  be  fo  valiant. 

Sic.  Such  a  nature. 
Tickled  with  good  fuccefs,  difdains  the  (hadow 
Which  he  treads  on  at  noon.;  but  I  do  wonder 
His  infolence  can  brook  tc  be  commanded 
Under  Ccminius. 

Bru.  Fame,  at  the  which  he  aims. 
In  whom  already  he  is  well  grac'd,  cannot 
Better  be  held,  nor  more  attain'd,  than  by 
A  place  below  the  firfl:  ;  for  what  mifcarries 
Shall  be  the  General's  fault,  thoueh  he  perform 
To  the  utmoft  of  a  man  ;  and  giddy  Cenfure 
Will  then. cry  out  of  Marcius,  Oh,  if  he 
Had  borne  the  bufinefs— — — 

Sic.  Befides,  if  things  go  well. 
Opinion,  that  fo  fticks  on  Marcius,  ihall 
Of  his  demerits  rob  Cominius. 

Bru.  Come  j 
Half  all  Cominius'  honours  are  to  Marcius, 
Though  Marcius  earn'd  them  not ;  and  all  his  faultfi 
To  Marcius  fliall  be  honours,  though  indeed 
In  aught  he  merit  not. 

Sic.  Let's  hence,  and  hear 
How  the  difpatch  is  made  j  and  In  what  fafliiou. 
More  than  this  fingularity,  he  goes 
Upon  this  prefent  adtion. 
Mru,  Let's  along.  ^Fxeunt 

S  C  E  N  I 
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SCENE    V.         Changes  to  Corioli. 
Enter  Tullus  Aufidius,   ivith  Senaturs  of  Corioli. 

1  Sen.  So,  your  opinion  is,  Aufidius, 
That  they  of  Rome  are  entered  in  our  counfel?, 
And  know  how  we  proceed. 

Auf.  Is  it  not  your's  ? 
What  ever  hath  heen  thought  on  in  this  ftate. 
That  could  be  brought  to  bodily  aft,  ere  Rome 
Had  circumvention  ?     'Tis  not  four  days  gone 

Since  I  heard  thence thefe  are  the  words——!  think 

I  have  the  letter  here  j  yes  here  it  is  j 

They  have  prefs'd  a  power,  but  it  is  not  known 

\Readingt 

Whether  for  eaft  or  weft  5  the  dearth  is  great. 
The  people  mutinous  j  and  it  is  rumour' d, 
Cominius,  Marcius  your  old  enemy, 
[Who  is  of  Rome  worfe  hated  than  of  you,) 
And  Titus  Lartius,  a  moft  valiant  Roman, 
Thefe  three  lead  on  this  preparation 

Whither  'tis  bent molt  likely  'tis  for  you  s' 

Confider  of  it. 

1  Sen.  Our  army's  in  the  field. 

We  never  yet  made  doubt,  but  Rome  was  ready 
To  anfwer  us. 

Auf.  Nor  did  you  think  it  folly. 
To  keep  your  great  pretences  veil'd,  till  when 
They  needs  muft  /hew  themfelves  ;  which  in  the  hatch- 
It  feem'd,  appear'd  to  Rome,     By  the  difcovery    [ing. 
We  fliall  be  fhortened  in  our  aim,   which  was 
To  take  in  many  towns,  ere  (almort)  Rome 
Should  know  we  were  a-foot. 

2  Sen.  Noble  Aufidius, 

Take  your  commiflion,  hie  you  to  your  bands : 
Let  us  alone  to  ?,uard  Corioli  j 
If  they  fet  down  before's,  'fore  they  remove. 
Bring  up  your  armyj    but  I  think  you'll  find 
They've  not  appear'd  for  us, 

Auf.  O,  doubt  not  that, 
I  fpeak  from  certainties.     Nay  more, 
Some  parcels  of  their  power  are  forth  already, 

D  d:  2  And 
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And  only  hitherward.     I  leave  your  honours. 
If  we  and  Caius  Marcius  chance  to  meet, 
'Tis  fworn  between  us,  we  fhall  ever  ftrike 
Till  one  can  do  so.more. 

yf//.  The  gods  affill  you!^ 

j^Juf,  And  keep  your  Honours  fafe  ! 

J  Ser}>  Faicwel. 

2  Sen-  Farev^el. 

AIL  Farewel.  [Exeuntm 

SCENE     VI. 
Changes  to  Caius  Marcius'' s  houfe  in  Rome. 
Enter  Volumnia  ^«i  Virgilia  j  they  fit  donvn  on  t'u^olovi 
Jiooh,  and  f 01V. 

Vol.  I  pray  you,  daughter,  fing,  or  exprefs  yourfelf 
in  a  more  comfortable  fort.  If  my  fon  were  my  huf-. 
band,  I  would  freelier  rejoice  in  that  abfence  wiierein 
he  won  honour,  than  in  the  embracements  of,  his  bed, 
where  he  would  Ihew  moft  love.  "When  yet  he  was  but 
tender-bodied,  and  the  only  fon  of  my  womb  j  when 
youth  with  comelinefs  plucked  all  gaze  his  way  ;  when, 
for  a  day  of  kings'  intreaties,  a  mother  fhould  not  fell 
him  an  hour  from  her  beholding  ;  I  confideiing  how 
Honour  would  become  fuch  a  perfon,  that  it  was  no 
better  than  piclure-hke  to  hang  by  th'  wall,  if  Renown 
made  it  not  ftir,  was  pleas'd  to  let  him  feek  Danger 
where  he  was  hke  to  find  Fame  :  to  a  cruel  war  I  fent 
him,  fjom  whence  he  returned,  his  brows  bound  with 
oak.  I  tell  thee,  daughter,  I  fprang  not  more  in  joy  at 
firft  hearing  he  was  a  man-child,  than  now  in  firft:  fee* 
ing  he  had  proved  himfelf  a  man.  . 

Fir.  But  had  he  died  in  the  bufinefs.  Madam  j  hovr 
then  ? 

Vol.  Then  his  good  report  {hould  have  been  my  lon'j 
I  therein  would  have  found  ifTue.  Hear  me  profefs  fin- 
cerely  ;  Had  I  a  dozen  fons  each  in  my  love  ahke,  and 
none  lefs  dear  than  thjne  and  my  good  Marcius,  I  had 
rather  eleven  die  nobly  for  their  c&untry,  than  one  vo- 
luptuoully  furfei)  out  of  a^lcn  , 

Enter  a  Genthixoptan.  .        <  ■        ■ 

Gent,  Madam,  the  Lady  Valeria  is  come  to  iVifit  youj 

Vir, 
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Vir.  Befeech  you,  give  me  leave  to  retire  myfelf. 

Vol.  Indeed  thou  fhalt  not. 
Methinks  I  hither  hear  your  husband's  drum  : 
I  fee  him  pluck  Aufidius  down  by  th'  hair  j 
/  s  chHdren  from  a  bear,  the  Volfci  fhunning  him. 

Methinks  I  fee  him~ftamp  thus and  call  thus—; 

Come  on,  ye  cowards,  ye  wete  got  in  fear, 
Though  ye  were  born  in  Rome  ;  his  bloody  brow 
With  his  mail'd  hand  then  wiping,  forth  he  goes 
Like  to  a  harveft-man,  that's -task'd  to  mow 
Or  all,  or  lofe  his  hire. 

Vir.   Kis  bloody  brow  !  oh,  Jupiter,  no  blood  ! 

Vol.   Awgy,  you  fool-;  it  more  becomes  a  man. 
Than  gilt  his  trophy.      The  breaft  of  Hecuba, 
When'fhe  did  fuckle  Heftor,  look'd  not  lovelier 
Than  Hef^or's  forehead,  when  it  fpit  forth  blood 
At  Grecian  fwords  contending.     Tell  Valeria, 
-We  are  fit  to  bid  her  welcome.  \^Exit  Gent. 

Vir.   Heav'ns  blefs  my  Loid  from  fell  Aufidius  ! 

Vol.  He'll  beat  Aufidius'  head  below  his  knee, 
Ai\d  tread  upon  his  neck. 

Enter  Valeria,  ivith  an  Upcr^  and  a  Gentlewoman » 

Val.  My  Ladies  both,  good  day  to  you.  . 

Vol.  Sweet  Madam 

Vir.  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  Ladyfliip - 

Val.  How  do  you  both  ?  you  are  manifell  houfe- 
keepers.  What  are  you  fowing  here  ?  a  fine  fpot,  in 
good  faith.     How  does  your  little  fon  ? 

Vir!'  I  thank  your  Ladyfliip  :    well,  gooil  Madam. 

Vol.  He  had  rather  fee  the  fwords,  and  hear  a  drum, 
than  look  upon  his  fchoolmafter. 

Val.  O'  my  word,  the  father's  fon :  I'll  fwear 'tis  a 
very  pretty  boy    O'  my  troth,  I  look'd  on  '  im  o'  Wed- 

.nefday  half  an  hour  together^ . — h'as  fuch  a  confirm'd 

countenance.  I  faw  him  run  after  a  gilded  butterfly  ; 
and  when  he  caught  it,  he  let  it  go  again,  and  after  it 
again  ;  and  over  and  over  he  comes,  and  up  again  ;  and 
caught  it  again  ;  and  whether  his  fall  enrag'd  him,  or 
how  'twas,  he  did  foYet  his  teeth,  and  did  tear  it  j  'oh, 
\  warrant  how  he  mammock'd  it ! 

D  d  3  W* 
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Vol.   One  of 's  father's  moods, 

Val    Indeed,  la,   'tis  a  noble  child. 

Vir.  A  crack.  Madam. 

Val.  Come,  lay  afide  your  ftitchery  ;  I  muft  have  yosu  il 
play  the  idle  hufwife  with  me  this  afternooiv. 

Vivt  No,  good  Madam,  I  will  not  out  of  doors. 

Val.  Not  out  of  doors  1 

Vol.  She  fhall,  fhe  (hall. 

Vir.  Indeed,  no,  by  your  patience ;  I'll  not  over  the 
threshold,  till  my  Lord  return  from  the  wars. 

Val.  Fie,  you  confine  yourfelf  moft  unreafonably. 
Come,  you  muft  go  vifit  the  good  Lady  that  lies  in. 

Vir.  I  will  wifh  her  fpcedy  ftrength,  and  vifit  her  with 
my  prayers  ;  but  I  cannot  go  thither. 

Vol,  Why,  I  pray  you  ? 

Vir.  'Tis  not  to  fave  laboujr,  nor  that  T  want  love. 

Val.  You  would  be  another  Penelope  ;  yet  they  fay,  all 
the  yarn  (he  fpun  in  Ulyffes's  abfence,  did  but  fill  Itha- 
ca full  of  moths.  Come;  I  would  your  cambrick  were 
fenfible  as  your  finger,  that  you  might  leave  pricking  it 
for  pity.     Come,  you  fhall  go  with  us. 

Vir.   No,  good  Madam  j  pardon  me  }   indeed  I  will- 
not  forth. 

Val.  In  truth,  la,  go  with  me,  and  I'll  tell  you-.ex- 
cellent  news  of  your  husband. 

Vir.  Oh,  good  Madam,  there  can  be  none  yet. 

Val.  Verily  I  do  not  jeft  with  you  j  there  came  news 
from  him  la  ft  night. 

Vir.  Indeed,  Madam——— 

Val.  In  earneft  'tis  true  j  I  heard  a  fenator  fpeak  it. 
Thus  it  is — •_ — The  Volfcians  have  an  army  forth,  againft 
whom  Cominius  the  General  is  gone  with  one  part  of  our 
Roman  power.  Your  Lord  and  Titus  Lartius  are  fet  down 
before  their  city  Corioli  j  they  nothing  doubt  prevailing, 
and  to  make  it  brief  wars.  This  is  true,  on  my  honour  j 
and  fo  I  pray  go  with  ik. 

Vir.  Give  me  excufe,  good  Madam  j  I  will  obey  you 
in  every  thing  hereafter. 

Vol.  Let  her  alone,  Lady  j  as  ihe  is  now,  /he  Vi-ill  bot 
difeafe  our  better  mirth, 

VaU 
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Val  In  troth  I  think  fhe  would.  Fare  you  well  then. 
Come,  good  fweet  Lady.  Pr'ythee,  Virgilia,  turn  thy 
folemnefs  out  o'  door,  and  go  along  with  us. 

yir.   No;  at  a  word,  Madam,  indeed  I  muft  not,  I; 
wiih  you  much  mirth. 

Val  Well,  then  faiewel.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    VIJ.        Changes  to  the  loalis  of  Corieli. 
£«rer  Marciiis,  Titus  Lartius,  'with  Captains  and  Soldi* 
ers  :  To  them  a  Mejenger. 
Mar.  Yonder  comes  news:  a  wager  they  have  met. 
hart.  My  horfe  to  your's,  no. 
Mar,  'Tis  done. 
Ijart.  Agreed. 

Mar    Say,  has  our  General  met  the  enemy  T 
Mejf-  They  lie  in  view,  but  have  not  fpoke  as  yeti 
Lart.    o,.  the  good  horfe  is  mine. 
Mar.  I'll  buy  him  of  you. 

Lart.  No,  I'll  not  fell,  nor  give  him  :  lend  him  you  I 
Eor  half  an  hundred  years.     Summon  the  town.      [will 
Mar.  How  far  off  lie  thefe  arm^ies  ? 
M.iJJ\  Within  a  mile  and  half. 

Mar.  Then  fliall  we  hear  their  'larum,  and  they  ours. 
Now,  Mars,   I  pr'ythee,  make  us  quick  in  work  j 
That  we  with  fmoking  fwords  may  march  from  hence. 
To  help  our  fielded  friends  !  Come,  blow  the  blaft. 
tbej  found  a  ■parley.     Enter  tivo  Senators  with  others-on 

the  IV  a  lis.  ** 

Tullus  Aufidius,  is  he  within  your  walls  ? 

I  Sen.  No,  nor  a  man  that  fears  you  lefs  than  he  5 
That's  leffer  than  a  little.     Hark,  our  drums 

[Drum  afar  off. 
Are  bringing  forth  our  youth  :  we'll  break  our  walls. 
Rather  than  they  ihall  pound  us  up:   our  gates, 
Which  yet  feem  fhut,  we  have  but  pinn'd  with  ruflies  j 
Thev'U  open  of  themfelves.     Hark  you,  far  off 

^  [Alarum  far  off* 

There  is  AulTdius.     Lift,  what  work  he  makes 
Among  your  cloven  army. 

Mar.  Oh,  they-^re  at  it !  ■ 

Lart,  Their  nolle  be  our  inftruftion.    Ladders,  ho! 

Enur 
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Enter  the  Volfcians. 
Mar,  They  fear  us  not,   bat  iffue  forth  their  city. 
Now  put  your  fhields  before  your  hearts,  and  fight 
With  hearts  more  proof  than  fhields.     Advance,  brave  f 
They  do  difdain  us  much  beyond  our  thoughts  j  [Titus    « 
Which  makes  me  fweat  with  wrath.  Come  on,  my  fel-   % 
He  that  retires,  I'll  take  him  for  a  Volfcian,       [lows  •  M 
And  he  fhall  feel  mine  edge.  *  ]  | 

[^/arum ;  the  Romans  teat  back  to  their  trencheu 
SCENE     VIII.         Re.zKter  Marciu8. 
Mar.  All  the  contagion  of  the  fouth  light  on  you. 

You  fhames  of  Rome,  you  ! herds  of  boils  'and 

Plaifter  you  o'er,  that  you  may  be  abhorr'd        [plagues 
Farther  than  feen,  and  one  infeft  another 

Againft  the  wind  a  mile  ! You  fouls  of  geefe,. 

That  bear  the  fhapes  of  men,  how  have  you  run 
From  flaves,  that  apes  would  beat  ?  Pluto  and  hell ! 
All  hurt  behind,  backs  red,  and  faces  pale. 
With  flight,  and  agued  fear!  mend,  and  charge  home 
Or,  by  the  fires  of  heaven,  I'll  leave  the  foe, 
And  make  my  wars  on  you  :  look  to' t,  come  on  j 
If  you'll  ftand  fafi:,  we'll  beat  them  to  their  wives. 
As  they  us  to  our  trenches  followed. 
Another  alarum^  and  Mar  cms  folloivs  them  to  the  gates. 
So  now  the  gates  are  ope  :  now  prove  good  feconds  • 
'Tis  for  the  followers  Fortune  widens  them. 
Not  for  the  fliers:  mark  me,  and  do  the  like. 

{He  enters  the  gates,  and  is  put  in, 

1  Soh  Fool-hardinefs,  not  I. 

2  Sol.  Nor  I. 

3  Bol.  See,^they  have  fhut  him  in.  \_Alarum  continues,  ■ 
All.  To  th'  pot,  I  warrant  him. 

Enter  Titus  Lartius. 
Lart.   What  is  become  of  Marcius  ? 
All.   Slain,  Sir,  doubtlefs. 
1  Sol  Following  the  fliers  at  the  very  heels. 
With  them  he  enters  j  who,  upon  the  fudden, 
Clapt  to  their  gates ;  he  is  himfelf  alone. 
To  anfwer  all  the  city. 
Lart,  Ohj  noble  fellow  ! 

Who, 
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Who,  fenfible,  outdoes  his  fenfelefs  fword  ; 

And,  when  it  bows,  ftands  up  ;  thou  art  left,  Marcius — 

A  carbuncle  entire,  as  big  as  thou  art. 

Were  not  fo  rich  a  jewel.     Thou  waft  a  foldier 

Even  to  Cato's  wi/h,*  not  fierce. and  terrible 

Only  in  ftrokes,  but  with  thy  grim  looks,  and 

The  thunder-like  percuiTioji  of  thy  founds,  • 

Thou  mad'ft  thine  enemies  fliake,  as  if  the  world 

Were  feverous,  and  did  tremble.  •  ••. ' 

Enter  Marcius  bleedings  affauhed  by.  thcenemy  • 

I  Sol.  Look,  Sir. 

Lart.  O,  'tis  Marcius. 
Let's  fetch  him  off,  or  make  remain -f  alike. 

[Tbey  fight  y  and  all  enter  the  city. 
Enter  certain  Romans  ivith  fpaiU:  >  — j  .  .  ..»  w 
I  Rom,  This  will  I  carry  to  Rome. 
■'2.  Rom.  And  1'  this. 
3  Rom.  A  murrain  on't,  I  rook  this  for  filver, 

[Alai'um  continues Jiill  afar. off. 

Enter  Marcius  artd  Titus  LdLxtissiyiuhh 'a  trumpet. 

Mir.  See  here  thefe  movers,  that  do  prize  their  ho- 
At  acrack'd  drachm  ;  culhions,  leaden  fpooiis,    [nours 
Irons  of  a  doit,  (loublets  that  hangmen  would 
Burv  wi  h  thof.'  that  wore  them,  thcfe  bafe  flaves. 
Ere  yet  th;?  fi^ht  be  done,  pack  up  ;   down  with  them  j 
Aid  hark,  what    oife  the  General  makes!  — to  himj  — 
Tnerf  is  the  m^n  of  my  fouTs  hate,  Aufi3ius, 
Piercing  our  Romans ;    then,  valiant  Titus,  take 
C)nyenient  numbers  to  make  good  the  city  j 
Whiift  I,  .with  thofe  that  have  the  fpiric,  will  hafte 
To  help  C  iminius. 

Lart.  Worthy  Sir,  thou  bleed' ft  j 

*  Plutarch,  in  the  life  of  Coriolanus,-  relates  this  as  tht 
Opinion  of  Cat  0  tht  elder  ^  that  a  great  foldier 'Jhould  carry 
terror  in  his  look  a  and  tone  of  voice  :  and  the  poet  here,  by 
fqllqiving  the  h.ijlorian  inadvertently,  is  fallen  into  a  great 
chronological  impropriety, 

.f..4/2  old  way  of  ffhxkingi  fgnifying  but  the  fame-  as 
remain.  .     .  .-  w 

Thy 
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Thy  exerdfe  hath  been  too  violent 
For  a  fecond  courfe  of  fight. 

Mar.  Sir,  praife  me  not ; 
My  work  hath  yet  not  warm'd  me.     Fare  you  wdl: 
The  blood  I  drop  is  rather  pbyfical 
Than  dangerous  to  me. 
T'  Aufidius  thus  I  will  appear,  and  fight. 

Lart.  Now  the  fair  goddefs  Fortune 
Fall  deep  in  love  with  thee,  and  her  great  charms 
Mifguide  thy  oppofers'  fwords  1  bold  gentleman  ! 
Profperity  be  thy  page  ! 

Mar,  Thy  friend  no  lefs. 
Than  thofe  fhe  placeth  higheft  !  So,  farewel. 

Lart.  Thou  worthieft  Marcius, 

Go  found  thy  trumpet  in  the  market-place  : 

[To  the  Trumpet* 
Call  thither  all  the  officers  o'  th'  town. 
Where  they  fliali  know  our  mind.     Away.       [^Exeunt* 
SCENE     IX.       Cbangei  to  the  Roman  camp. 
Enter  Cominius  retreating^  'with  Soldiers. 
Com,  Breathe  you,  my  friends  j  well    fought  j    we 
are  come  off 
Like  Romans,  neither  fooli/h  in  our  ftands. 
Nor  cowardly  in  retire  :   belice  me,  Sirs, 
We  fhall  be  charg'd  again..   Whiles  we  have  ftruck. 
By  interims  ani  conveying  gufts,  we  have  heard 
The  charges  of  our  friends.      Ye  Roman  gods. 
Lead  their  fucceffes,  as  we  wifii  our  own  ; 
Tl^t  both  our  powers,  with  fmiling  fronts  encountring, 
May.  give  you  thankful  f^crifice  !    Thy  news  .'' 
Enter  a  iMcJf'enger. 
Meff.  The  Citizens  of  Conoli  have  iflued. 
And  given  to  Lartius  and  to  Marcius  battle, 
I  faw  our  party  to  the  trenches  driven, 
And  then  I  came  away 

Com.  Though  thou  fpeak'ft  truth, 
Methinks  thou  fpeak'ft  not  well.     How  long  is't  fince? 
Mejf,  Above  an  hour,  my  Lord. 
Com.  'Tis  not  a  mile  :  briefly  we  heard  their  drums. 
How  could' il  thou  in  a  mile  confound  an  hour. 

And 
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And  bring  the  news  fo  late  ? 

Mejl  Spies  of  the  Volfcians 
;  Held  me  in  chace,  that  I  was  forc'd  to  wheel 
i  Three  or  four  miles  about  j  elfe  had  I,  Sir, 
,  Half  an  hour  fince  brought  my  report* 
£«/^r  Marcius. 

Com.  Who*s  yonder, 
That  does  appear  as  he  wersflea'd  ?  O  god»! 
He  has  the  ftamp  of  Marcius,  and  I  have 
Before  time  {een  him  thus. 

Mar.  Come  I  too  late  ? 

Com.  The  fliepherd  knows  not  thunder  from  a  tabor. 
More  than  I  know  the  found  of  Marcius'  tongue 
iFrom  every  meaner  m.an. 

Mar,  Come  I  too  late  ? 

Com.  Ay,  if  you  come  not  in  the  blood  of  others'. 
But  mantled  in  your  own. 

Mar.  Oh  !  let  me  clip  ye. 
In  arms  as  found,  as  when  I  woo'd  j  In  heart 
As  merry,  as  when  our  nuptial-day  was  done^ 
And  tapers  burnt.tobedward. 

Com.  Flower  of  warriors, 
How  is't  with  Titus  Lartius  ? 

Mar.  As  with  a  man  bufied  about  decrees^ 
Condemning  fome  to  death,  and  fometo  exile, 
Ranfoming  him,  or  pitying,*  threat'ning  th'  other  s 
Holding  Corioli  in.  the  name  of  Rome, 
Even  like  a  fawning  greyhound  in  the  leafli. 
To  let  him  ilip  at  will. 

Com.  Where  is  that  flave 
Which  told  me  they  had  beat  you  to  your  trenches  ? 
Where  is  he  ?  call  him  hither. 

Mar.  Let  him  alone  j 
He  did  inform  the  truth :  but  for  our  gentlemen. 
The  common  file,  (a  plague  !  Tribunes  for  them  !) 
The  moufe  ne'er  ihunn'd  the  cat,  as  they  did  budge 
From  rafcals  worfe  than  they. 

Gom,  But  how  prevail'd  you  ? 

*  i.  e.  remitting  bii  ranfom. 

Mar, 
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M'^r.  Will  the  time  ferve  to  tell  ?  I  do  not  thinlc-^ 
Where  is  the  enemy  ?  are  you  lords  o'  th*  field  ? 
If  not,  why  ceafe  you  till  you  are  fo  ? 

Ccm.  MarcTus,  we  have  at  difadvantage  fought. 
And  did  retire  to  win  oCir  purpofe. 

Ufar.  How  lies  their  battle  ?  know  you  on  what  fie 
They  have  plac'd  their  men  of  trufl  ? 

Cow.  As  I  guefs^  Marcius, 
Their  bands  i'  th'  vaward  are  the  Ahtiates 
Of  their  beft  truftj  o'er  them  Aufidius, 
Their  very  heart  of  hope. 

Mar.  I  do  befefech'y&i/. 
By  all  the  battles  wherein  we  have  fought. 
By  th'  blood  we've  fhed  together,  by  the  vows 
We've  made  to  endure  friends,  that  you  direftly 
Set  me  againft  Aufidius,  and  his  Antiates  j 
And  that  you  not  delay  *  the'prefent,  but 
Filling  the  air  with  fwords  advanc'd,  and  'darts. 
We  prove  this  very  hour.-^ 

Com,  Though  I  could  wifh 
You  were  conduced  to  a  gentle  bath, 
And  balms  applied  to  you,  yet  dare  I  never 
Deny  your  asking  j  take  your  choice  of  thofe 
That  beft  can  aid  your  aflion. 

Mar.  Thofe  are  they 
That  moft  are  willing  ;  if  any  fuch  be  here 
(As  it  were  fm  to  doubt)  that  love  this  painting, 
Wherein  you  fee  mc  fmear'd  j  if  any  fear 
Lefs  for  his  perfon  than  an  ill  report  j 
If  any  think  brave  death  outweighs  bad  life. 
And  that  his  country's  dearer  than  himfelf. 
Let  him  alone  (or  many,  if  fo  minded) 
Wave  thug,  t'exprefs  his  difpofition. 
And  follow  Marcius. 

[They  all  pyout,  and  vjoave  their  fivordsj  take  hint 
in  their  arms,  and  caji  up  their  caps. 
Oh  !  me  alone,  make  you  a  fword  of  me. 
If  thefe  fliews  be  not  outward,  which  of  you 
But  is  four  Volfcians  ?  none  of  you  but  is 

*  delay,  for  ktjlip,  Al 
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d   Able  to  bear  againft  the  great  AufidJus 

;    A  fhield  as  hard  as  his,     A  certain  number 

r  (Tho'  thanks  to  all,)  muft  I  feledt  from  all. 

r;   The  reft  fhall  bear  the  bufinefs  in  fome  other  fight, 

I  As  caufe  *  will  be  obey'd  •  pleafe  you  to  march, 

[^  And  four  fhall  quickly  draw  out  my  command,  , 

Which  men  are  beft  inclined, 
i       Com.  March  on,  my  fellows. 
Make  good  this  oftentation,  and  you  fhall 
Divide  in  all  with  us.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE     X.       Charges  to  Corio/u 
Titus  Lartius  having  fet  a  guard  upon  Corioli,  going  ivith 
drum  and  trumpet  toward  Com.inius  and  Caius  Marcius, 
enter  -with  a  Lieutenant^  other  Soldiers,  and  afcout.  * 
Lart.  So,  let  the  ports  be  guarded  j  keep  your  duties. 
As  I  have  fet  them  down.     If  I  do  fend,  difpatch 
Thofe  Gentries  to  our  aid  j  the  reft  will  ferve 
For  a  fhort  holding  ;  if  we  lofe  the  field. 
We  cannot  keep  the  town. 
Lieut.  Fear  not  our  care.  Sir. 
X^r/.  Hence,  and  fhut  your  gates  upon*s. 
Our  guider,  come  I  to  th'  Roman  camp  conduft  us. 

S  C  E  N  E     XI.         Changes  tothe  Roman  camp. 
Alarum  as  in  battle.     Enter  Maicius  and  Aufidius,^f  ^. 
•veral  doors. 

xxT^f'}"^^  ^^^^  ""''^^  "°"^  ^"^  ^^'^^  >  ^or  I  do  hate  thee 
Worfe  than  a  promife-breaker. 

Auf.  We  hate  alike. 
Not  Afric  owns  a  ferpent  I  abhor 
Wore  than  thy  fame,  and  envy  j  fix  thy  foot. 

Mar.  Let  the  firft  budger  die  the  other's  Have, 
And  the  gods  doom  him  after  ! 

Auf.  If  I  fly,  Marcius, 
Halloo  me  like  a  hare. 

Mar.  Within  thefe  three  hours,  Tullus 
Alone  I  fought  in  your  Corioli  walls,         ' 
And  made  what  work  I^pleas'd  :  'tis  not  my  blood 
*  caufe^  for  occajion. 

^^^-  V^-  E  e  Wherein 
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Wherem  thou  feeft  me  mafk'd  ;  for  thy  revenge. 
Wrench  up  thy  power  to  th'  higheft. 

Auf.  Wert  thou   the  Hedor 
That  was  the  whip  of  your  bragg'd  progeflv. 
Thou  fhould'ft  not  'fcape  me  here^ 

\Uere  they  fight,  and  certain  Volfciam  come  to  the  aid 
of  AuMxuz.  Marci\isfghts,tiMthey  iedri-ven  in 
treat  hlefi. 

Officious,  and  not  valiant! you  have  iham*d  me 

In  your  condemned  feconds. 

[Exeunt  Mar.  and  Anf.  fighting. 
Flourifi}.     Alarum,    A  retreat  is  founded.     Enter  at  one 
dooty  Cominius  ivith  the  Romans  j  at  another  door, 
Marcius,  icith  his  arm  in  a  fcarf. 
Com.  If  I  fhould  tell  thee  o'er  this  thy  day*s  work, 
Thou'lt  not  believe  thy  deeds ^   but  I'll  report  it. 
Where  fenators  fhall  ming!e  tears  with  fmiles  j 
Where  great  Patricians  fhall  attend  and  fhrug  j 
r  th'  end,  admire  j  where  ladies  fhall  be  frighted, 
And,  gladly  quak.'d,hear  morej  where  the  dullTribunes 
That,  with  the  fufty  Plebeians,  hate  thine  honours,    ,, 
Shall  fay,  againft  their  hearts, — We  thank  the  gods. 

Our  Pvome  hath  fuch  a  foldier  ! 

Yet  tam'fl  thou  to  a  morfel  of  this  feafl. 
Having  fully  din'd  before. 

Enter  Titus  Larrius  ivith, his  fo%oer,f torn  the  furfuitt 
£rrr^  OGeneraJ, 
Here  is  the  fteed,  we  the  caparifon. 

Hadfl  thou  beheld 

Mar.  Pray  now,  no  more  ;  my  mother. 
Who  has  a  charter  to  extel  her  blood. 
When  fhe  does  praife  me,  grieves  me, 
I  have  done  as  you  have  done  j  that's,  what  I  can  j 
Induc'd,  as  ycu  have  been  ;  that's  for  my  country. 
He  that  has  but  effedled  his  good-will. 
Hath  overta'en  mine  adl. 
Com.  You  fhall  not  be 
The  grave  of  your  deferving.     Rome  muft  know 
The  value  of  her  own  :  'twere  a  concealment, 
Worfe  than  a  theft,  no  lefs  than  a  traducement, 
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To  hide  your  doings  ;  and  to  filence  that. 
Which,  to  the  fpireand  top  of  praifes  vouch'd. 
Would  feem  but  modeft  ;  therefore  I  befeech  you, 
(In  fign  of  what  you  are,  not  to  reward 
What  you  have  done,)  before  our  army  hear  me. 

Mar.  r  have  forae  wounds  upon  me,  and  they  fmart 
To  hear  themfelves  remembred. 

Com.  Should  they  not,, 
Well  might  they  fefter 'gainft  ingratitude, 
.And  lent  themfelves  with  death.     Of  all  the  horfes> 
Whereof  we  have  ta'en  good,  and  good  ftore,  of  all 
The  treafure  in  the  field  atchiev'd,  and  city. 
We  render  you  the  tenth,  to  be  ta'en  foith. 
Before  the  common  diftribution,  at 
Your  own  choice. 

Mar,  I  thank  you.  General ; 
But  cannot  make  my  heart  confeut  to  take 
A  bribe,  to  pay  my  fword.     I  do  refufe  it. 
And  ftand  upon  my  common  part  with  thofe 
That  have  beheld  the  doing. 

[Alongfiourijh.     Ibey  all  cry,  Marcius !  Marcius  ! 
coji  up  their  caps  and  lances.     Cominius  and  Lar- 
ims  jiand  bare. 
Mar.  May  thefe  fameinftruments,  which  you  profane. 
Never  found  more !  when  drums  and  trumpets  fhall 
r  th'  field  prove  flatterers,  let  camps,  as  cities. 
Be  made  of  falfe-fac'd  foothing!   When  fteel  grows 
Soft  as  the  parafite's  filk,  let  hymns  be  made 

An  overture  for  th'  wars ! No  more,  I  fay  : 

For  that  I  have  not  waih'd  my  nofe  that  bled. 

Or  foil'd  fome  debile  wretch,  which  without  note 

Here's  many  elfe  have  done  ;  you  fliout  me  fortk 

In  acclamations  hyperbolical  j 

As  if  I  lov'd,  my  httle  fiiould  be  dieted 

In  praifes  fauc'd  with  Jyes. 

Com.  Too  modeft  are  you  : 
More  cruel  to  your  good  report,  than  grateful 
To  us,  that  give  you  truly  j  by  your  patience 
If 'gainft  yourfelfyo^  beincens'd,  we'll  put  you 
(Like  one  that  means  his  proper  harm)  in  manacles ; 
^  E  e »  Then 
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Then  reafon  fafely  with  you  :  theiefore  be  It  known. 
As  to  us,  to  all  the  world,  that  Caiui  Marcius 
Wears  this  war's  garland  :  in  token  of  the  which. 
My  noble  ftecd,  known  to  the  camp,  I  give  him. 
With  all  his  trini  belonging  ;  and  from  this  time,  '** 

For  what  he  did  before  Corioli,  call  him,  .' 

With  all  the  applaufe  and  clamour  of  the  hoft,  'i 

Caius  M-iraus  Coriolanus.     Bear  th'  addition  nobly  ever!  [' 
{Flourijh.     Trumpets  found  and  druvtit  % 

Otnnes.  Caius  Marcius  Coriolanus  I  \ 

Mar.  I  will  go  wadi  j 
And  when  my  face  is  fair,  you  fhall  perceive 
Whether  I  blufh  or  no.     Howbeit,  I  thank  you, 
I  mean  to  ftrideyour  fteed,  and  at  all  times 
To  undercreft  your  good  addition,-]- 
To  th'  fairnefs  |  of  my  power. 

Com.  So,  to  our  tent : 
Where,  ere  we  do  repofe  us,  we  will  write 
To  Rome  of  our  fuccefs  :  you,  Titus  Lartius, 
Muft  to  Corioli  back  j  fend  us  to  Rome 
The  beft,  with  whom  we  may  articulate, 
Por  their  own  good,  and  ours. 

Lart.  I /hall,  my  Lord. 

Mar.  The  gods  begin  to  mock  me. 
I,  that  but  now  refus'd  moft  princely  gifts. 
Am  bound  to  beg  of  my  Lord  General. 

Com.  Take't,  'tis  your's  ;   what  is't  ? 

Mar.  I  fometimelay  here  in  Corioli, 
At  a  poor  mane's  houfe.     He  us'd  me  kindly. 
He  cry'd  to  me.     I  faw  him  prifoner  : 
JBut  then  Aufidius  was  within  my  view. 
And  wrath  o'erwhelm'd  my  pity,     I  requeft  you 
To  give  my  poor  hoft  freedom. 

Com.  O  well  begg'd  1 
Were  he  the  butcher  of  my  fon,  he  fhould 
Be  free  as  is  the  wind.     Deliver  him,  Titus, 

Lart.  Marcius,  his  name  ? 

•f  A pbrafefrom  heraldry, fgnifyingy  that  he  luould  ett" 
dea'vour  to  fupport  his  ?;ood  opinion  of  him, 

J  fairnefs,  for  utmofl.  Mar* 
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Mar.  By  Jupiter,  forgot. . 

I  am  weary  J    yea,  my  memory  is  tirM  : 
Have  we  no  wine  here  ? 

Com.  Go  we  to  our  tent. 
The  blood  upon  your  vifage  dries  j  *tis  time 
It  fhould  be  look'd  to.     Come.       -  [Exeunt,^ 

|S  C  E   N  E     XII.     Changes  to  the  camp  of  the  yoifci. 
Ajiourijh.     Cornet.    Enter  TulJus  Aufidius  bloody,  with 
tivo  or  three  Soldiers, 
•^■if.  The  town  is  ta'en. 

Sol.  'Twill  be  delivered  back  on  good  condition. 
Auf.  Condition  ! 
I  vv^ould  I  were  a  Roman  ;  for  I  cannot, 
Being  a  Volfcian,   be  that  I  am.     Condition  ? 
What  good  condition  can  a  treaty  find 
r  th'  part  that  is  at  mercy  !     Five  times,  Marcius, 
I  have  fought  with  thee,  fo  often  haft  thou  beat  me  : 
And  would'ft  do  fo,  I  think,  fhould  we  encounter 
As  often  as  we  eat.     By  th'  elements. 
If  e'er  again  I  meet  him  beard  to  beard. 
He's  mine,  or  I  am  his :   mme  emulation 
Hath  not  that  honour  in't  it  had  j  for  where 
I  thought  to  crufh  him  in  an  equal  force. 
True  fword  to  fword  j.  I'll  potch  at  him  fomc  way,. 
Or  wrath  or  craft  may  get  him, 
Sol.  He's  the  devil. 

Auf.  Bolder,  tho'  not  fo  fubtle  :  my  valour  (poifon'd^,. 
With  only  fuffering  ftain  by  him)  for  him 
Shall  fly  out  of  itfelf.     Not  fleep  nor  fandtuary. 
Being  naked,  fick,  nor  fane,  nor  capito!. 
The  prayers  of  priefls,  nor  times  af  facrifice, 
Embarments  of  all  fury,  ihall  litt  up 
Their  rotten  privilege  andcuftom  'gainft 
My  hate  to  Marcius.     Where  I  find  him,  were  k 
At  home,  upon  my  brother's  guard,  even  there, 
Againft  the  hofpitable  canon,  would  I 
Wafh  my  fierce  hand  in's  heart.     Go  you  to  th'  cityj 
Uearn  how  'tis  held  j  and  what  they  are  that  muil 
be  hoftages  for  Rome. 
&qI,  Will  not  you  go  ? 

Ee^3  Auf. 
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Auf.  I  am  attended  at  the  cyprefs-grove.  I  pray  you, 
('Tis  fouth  the  city  mills'^,  bring  me  word  thither 
How  the  world  goes,  that  to  the  pace  of  it 
I  may  fpur  on  my  journey. 

SoU  I  fhalJ,  Sir. 


A  C  T     II.        S  C  E  N  E     I. 

Rome, 
Enter  Menenius,  ivith  Sicinius  and  Brutus. 

Msn.'''r^  H  E  augur  tells  me,  we  fhall  have   news  to 

J  night. 

Bru.  Good  or  bad  ? 

Men.  Not  according  to  the  prayer  of  the  people,  for 

they  love  not  Marcius. 

Sic,  Nature  teaches  beafts  to  know  their  friends. 
Men.  Pray  you,  whom  d,oes  the  wolf  love  ? 
Sic.  The  lamb. 

Men.  Ay,   to  devout  him,  as  the  hungry  Plebeiant| 
would  the  noble  Marcius. 

Bru,  He's  a  lamb  indeed  that  baes  like  a  bear. 
Men.   He's  a  bear  inde  -d  that  lives  like  a  lamb. 
You  are  two  old  men,  tell  me  one  thing  that  I  fhall  asl  | 
you. 

Both.  Well,  5ir; 

Men.  In  what  enormity   is  Marcius  poor,  that  yot 
two  have  not  in  abundance  ? 

Bru.  He's  poor  in  no  one  fault,  biit  ftor'd  with  all. 
Sic.  Efpecially  in  pride. 
Bru,  And  topping  all  others  in  boafling. 
Men.  This  is  ftrange  now  !  do  you  two  know  hov 
you  arecenfur'd  here  in  the  city,  I  mean  of  us  o*  th' 
right  hand  file,  do  you  ? 

Bru.  Why,—  ■   how  are  we  cenfur'd  ? 
Men.  Becaufe  you  talk  of  pride  now,  will  you  not  bl 
angry  ? 

Both.  Well,  well,  Sir,  well. 

Men.  Why,  tis  no  great  matter  ;  for  a  very  little  tbic 
of  occafion  will  rob  you  of  a  great  deal  of  patience.— 
{ive  your  difpofuions  the  reins,  and  be  angry  at  youi 

pleafures  • 
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oleafures  ;   at  the  leaft,  if  you  take  it  as  a  pleafure  to 
vou,  in  being  fo. — You  blame  Marcius  for  being  proud, 

Bru.  We  do  it  not  alone.  Sir. 

Men.  I  know  you  can  do  very  little  alone  ;  for  your 
helps  are  many,  or  elfe  your  aftions  would  grow  won- 
drous fmgle  ;  your  abilities  are  too  infant-like  for  doing 
much  alone.  You  talk  of  pride— oh,  that  you  could 
turn  your  eyes  towards  the  napes  of  your  necks,  and 
make  but  an  interior  furvey  of  your  good  felves!  oh, 
that  you  could ! 

Bru.  What  then,  Sir  ? 

Men.  Whv,  then  you  fhould  difcover  a  brace  of  as 
tinmeriting,  proud,  violent,  tefty  magiftrates,  alias  iooh, 

as  any  in  Rome. 

Sic.  Menenius,  you  are  known  well  enough  too. 

Men.  I  am  known  to  be  a  humorous  Patrician,  and 
one  that  loves  a  cup  of  hot  wine  with  not  a  drop  of  al- 
laying Tiberjn't  ;  faid  to  be  fomething  imperfed,  in  fa- 
vouring the  firft  complaint ;  hafty  and  tinder-like,  upon 
too  trivial  motion  ;  one  that  converfes  more  v/ith  the 
buttock  of  the  night,  than  with  the  forehead  of  the 
morning.  What  1  think,  I  utter  j  and  fpend  my  malice 
in  my  breath.  Meeting  two  fuch  weals. men  as  you  are, 
(I  cannot  call  you  Lycurgufes),if  the  drink  you  give  rne 
touch  my  palate  adverfely,  I  make  a  crooked  face  at  it. 
I  can't  fay  your  worfhips  have deliver'd  the  matter  well, 
when  I  find  the  afs  in  compound  with  the  major  part 
of  your  fyllables  5  and  tho'  I  muit  be  content  to  bear 
with  thofe  that  fay  you  are  reverend  grave  men,  yet 
they  lye  deadly,  that  tell  you,  you  have  good  faces  :  if 
you  fee  this  in  the  map  of  my  microcofm,  follows  it,that 
I  am  known  well  enough  too  ?  what  harm  can  your 
bifTon  confpefluities  glean  out  of  this  character,  if  I  be 
known  well  enough  too  ? 

Bru.  Come,  Sir,  come,  we  know  you  well  enough. 

Men.  You  know  neither  me,  yourfelves,  nor  any 
thing  5  you  are  ambitious  for  poor  knaves'  caps  and 
legs  :*  you  wear  out  a  good  wholefome  forenoon,  in 

*  It  appears  from  this  %choIefpecch,  that  Sbakcfpear  mij- 

iook  the  office  o/Frsfcclus  urbis/or  the  tribune's  office.   _ 

hearing 
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hearing  a  caufe  between  an  orange-wife  and  a  fofleil 
feller,  and  then  adjourn  a  controverfy  of  three-pem| 
to  a  fccond  day  of  audience. — When  you  are  hearing 
matter  betvveenparty  and  partVjifyou  chance  to  be  pinch' I 
with  the  cholic,  you  make  faces  like  mummers,  fttul 
the  bloody  flag  againfl  all  patience,  and,  in  roaring  fo 
a  chamber-pot,  difmifs  the  controverfy  bleeding,  thl 
more  entangled  by  your  hearing  :  all  the  peace  yoil 
make  in  their  caufe,  is  calling  both  the  parties  knaves! 
You  are  a  pair  of  ftrange  ones. 

Bru.  Come,  come,  you  are  well  underftood   to  be  j| 
perfeder  gyber  of  the  table,  than  a  neceflary  benchc! 
in  the  Capitol.  I 

Men.  Our  very  priefts  muft  become  mockers,  if  thej 
fliall  encounter  fuch  ridiculous  fubje£ts  as  you  are  j  wher 
you  fpeak  beft  unto  the  purpofe,  it  is  not  worth  the 
wagging  of  your  beards;  and  your  beards  dcferve  not  fo 
honourable  a  grave,  as  to  fluff  a  botcher's  cufhion,  or  to 
be  intomb'd  in  an  afs's  pack-fadle.  Yet  you  muft  be  fay- 
ing, Marcius  is  proud  ;  who,  in  a  cheap  eftimation,  is 
worth  all  your  predeceiTors,  fince  Deucalion  ;  though 
peradventure  fome  of  the  befl  of  them  were  hereditary 
hangmen.  Good-e'en  to  your  Worfhips  ;  more  of  your 
converfation  would  infedl  my  brain,  being  the  herdfmen 
of  tlie  beallly  Plebeians.  I  will  be  bold  to  take  my  leave 
of  you.  [Brutus  and  Slciniusjiand  ajide, 

S   C  E  N  E     II. 
uis  Mcnenius  is  going  out,  enter  Volumnia,  Virgilia,  and 

Valeria. 
How  now  my  as  fair  as  noble  ladies,  and  the  moon, 
were  fhe  earthly,   no  nobler  5  whither  do  you  follow 
your  eyes  fo  faft  ? 

Vol.  Honourable  Menenius,  my  boy  Marcius  ap- 
froaches  ;  for  the  love  of  Juno,   let's  go. 

Men.  Ha!   Marcius  coming  home? 

Vol.  Ay,  worthy  Menenius,  and  with  moft  profpe- 
rous  approbation. 

Mi».  Take  my  cup,  Jupiter,  and  I  thank  thu-^— 
hoo,  Marcius  coming  home! 

Sotb,  Nay,  'tis  true. 
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Vol.  Look,  here's  a  letter  from  him  ;  the  ftate  hath 
another,  his  wife  another,  and  1  think  there's  one  at 
home  for  you. 

Men.  I  will  make  my  very  houfe  reel  to  night  :  A 
letter  for  me  ! 

Vir.  Yes,  certain,  there's  a  letter  for  you,  I  faw't. 

Men.  A  letter  for  me  !  it  gives  me  an  eftate  of  feven 
years'  health  j  in  which  time  I  will  make  a  lip  at  the 
phyfician  ;  the  mod  fovereign  prekription  in  Galen  is 
but  empiric,  and  to  this  prefervative  of  no  better  report 
than  a  horfe-drench.  Is  he  not  wounded  ?  he  was  wont 
to  come  home  wounded. 

yir.  Oh,  no,  no,  no. 

Vol.  Oh,  he  is  wounded,   I  thank  the  gods  for't. 

Men.  So  do  I  too,  if  he  be  not  too  much  j  brings  he 
I  victory  in  his  pocket,  the  wounds  become  him. 

Vol  On's  brows,  Menenius  j  he  comes  the  third  time 
ibome  with  the  oaken  garland. 

Men.  Hath  he  difciplin'd  Aufidius  foundly  ? 

yol.  Titus  Lartius  writes,  they  fought  together,  but 
Aufidius  got  off. 

Men.  And  'twas  time  for  him  too,  I'll  warrant  him 
that !  if  he  had  ftaid  by  him,  I  would  not  have  been  fo 
fdius'd  for  all  the  cherts  in  Corioli,  and  the  gold  that's 
in  them.     Is  the  fenate  poflefs'd  of  this  ? 

Vol.  Good  Ladies,  let's  go.  Yes,  yes,  yes  j  the  fe- 
Wte  has  letters  from  the  General,  wherein  he  gives  my 
"on  the  whole  name  of  the  war :  he  halh  in  this  aftion 
)Utdone  his  former  deeds  doubly. 

Val.  In  troth  there's  wondrous  things  fpoke  of  him. 

Men,  Wondrous!  ay,  I  warrant  you,  and  not  with- 
mt  his  true  purchafing. 

Vtr.  The  gods  grant  them  true  ! 

Vol.  True  ?  pow,  waw.-- 

Men.  True  ?  I'll  be  fvvorn  they  are  true.     Where  is 

\t  wounded  ? -God  fave  your  good  Worfliips  j  Mar- 

ius  is  coming  home  j  he  has  more  caufe  to  be  proud. 
To  the  Tribunei.'] Where  is  he  wounded  ? 

Vol.  I'  th'  ihoulder,''and  i'  th'  left  arm  j  there  will 
%  large  cicatrices  to  ihew  the  people,  when  he  fljail 

Aand 
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ftand  for  his  place.     He  receivM  in  the  rcpulfe  of  Tar- 
quin  feven  hurts  i*  th'  body. 

Men.  One  i'  th'  neck,  and  one  too  i*  th'   thigh  ; 
there's  nine  that  I  know. 

yol.  He  had,  before  this  laft  expedition,  twenty-fivfl 
vrounds  upon  him. 

Men.  Now  'tis  twenty- feven  ;  every  gafh  was  an  ene- 
my's grave.     Hark,  the  trumpets. 

[Ajhout  andfiourifi. 

Vol.  Thefe  are  the  ufliers  of  Marcius  j  before  him  he 

Carries  noife,  and  behind  him  he  leaves  tears : 

Death,  that  dark  fpirit,  in's  nervy  arm  doth  lie  ; 

Which  being  advanc'd,  declines,  and  then  men  die, 

SCENE    in. 
Trumpets  found.    Enter  Cominius  the  General,  and  Tltui 
Lartius  j  between  them  Coriolanus  crowned  ivith  at 
taken  garland,  ivitb  Captains  and  Soldiers,  and  a  Herald. 
Her.  Know,  Rome,  that  all  alone  Marcius  did  fight 
Within  Corioli'  gates,  where  he  hath  won. 
With  fame,  a  name  to  Caius  Marcius. 
Welcome  to  Rome,  renowned  Coriolanus ! 

[Sound.     Flourijb 
All.  Welcome  to  Rome,  renowned  Coriolanus ! 
Cor,  No  more  of  this,  it  does  offend  my  heart  j. 
Pray  now,  no  more, 

torn.  Look,  Sir,  your  mother,     ■    ■  > 
Cor.  Oh! 
You  have,  I  know,  petition'd  all  the  gods 
Jormyprofperity.  i^*"^ 

Vol.  Nay,  my  good  foldier,  up  : 
My  gentle  Marcius,  worthy  Caius,  and 
By  deed-atchieving  honour  newly  nam'd. 
What  is  it,  Coriolanus,  muft  I  call  thee  ? 

But  oh,  thy  wife 

Ccr.  My  gracious  filence,  hail!  a-  sy. 

Would' ft  thou  have  laugh' d,  had  I  come  coffin  d  home 
That  weep'ft  to  fee  me  triumph  !  Ah,  my  dear. 
Such  eyes  the  widows  in  Corioli  wear, 
And  mothers  that  lack  fons. 

M(n,  Now  the  gods  crown  thee ',  -  j 
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Cor,  And  live  you  yet?  O  my  fweetLady,  pardon.^ 

[To  Valeria, 
^o/.  I  know  not  where  to  turn.     O  welcome  home ; 
And  welcome.  General  I  y'are  wekome  all. 

Men.  A  hundred  thoufand  welcomes :  I  could  weep. 

And  I  could  laugh,  I'm  light  and  heavy welcomel 

A  curfe  begin  at  very  root  on's  heart, 

That  is  not  glad  to  fee  thee You  are  three 

That  Rome  fliould  doat  on  :  yet,  by  the  faith  of  men. 
We've  fome  old  crab-trees  here  at  home,  that  will  not 
Be  grafted  to  your  relifh.     Welcome,  warriors! 
We  call  a  nettle,  but  a  nettle  j  and 
The  faults  of  fools,  but  folly. 
Com,  Ever  right. 
Cor.  Menenius,  ever,  ever. 
Her.  Give  way  there,  and  go  on. 
Cor.  Your  hand,  and  your' s. 
Ere  in  our  own  houfe  I  do  fhade  my  head. 
The  good  Patricians  muft  be  vifited  j 
From  whom  I  have  receiv'd  not  only  greetings. 
But,  with  them,  change  of  honours. 

P^oL   Ihave  lived. 
To  fee  inherited  my  very  wiflies. 
And  buildings  of  my  fancy ;  only  one  thing 
Is  wanting,  which  I  doubt  not  but  our  Rome 
Willcaft  upon  thee. 

Cor.  Know,  good  mother,  I 
Had  rather  be  their  fervant  in  my  way. 
Than  fway  with  them  in  theirs. 

Com.  On,  to  the  Capitol,  [Flourijh.    Cornetsi 

[Exeunt  injiate^  as  before, 
SCENE    IV.       Brutus  and  Sicinius  come  forward, 
Bru.  All  tongues  fpeak  of  him,  and  the  bleared  fights 
Are  fpe^lacled  to  fee  him.     Your  prattling-^iiurfe 
Into  a  rapture  ||  lets  her  baby  cry. 
While  (he  chats  him  :  the  kitclien  malkin  pins 
Her  richeft  lockram  'bout  her  reechy  neck, 

11  rapture,  a  common  term,  at  that  time  ufed  for  afty 
iimply.     So,  to  he  raj^d,  fignified,  to  be  in  aft, 

CJamb'ring 
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Clamb'ring  the  walls  to  eye  him  j  ftalks,  bulks,  windowf 

Are  fmother'd  up,  leads  fill'd,  and  ridges  hors'd  ' 

With  variable  complexions  j   all  agreeing 

In  earneftnefs  to  fee  him  :  feld-fhown  flamins 

Do  prefs  among  the  popular  throngs,  and  puff 

To  win  a  vulgar  ftation  j  our  veil'd  dames 

Commit  the  ware  of  white  and  damask  in 

Their  nicely-gawded  cheeks,  to  th'  wanton  fpoil 

Of  Phoebus'  burning  kifTes  ;  fuch  a  pother. 

As  if  that  whatfoever  god  who  leads  him. 

Were  flily  crept  into  his  human  powers. 

And  gave  him  graceful  poilure. 

Sic.  On  the  fudden, 
I  warrant  him  Conful, 

Bru,  Then  our  office  may. 
During  his  power,  go  fleep. 

Sic.  He  cannot  temperately  tranfport  his  honour*. 
From  where  he  fliould  begin  and  end,  but  will 
Lofe  thofe  he  hath  won. 

Bru,  In  that  there's  comfort. 

Sic.  Doubt  not. 
The  commoners,  for  whom  we  ftand,  but  they. 
Upon  their  ancient  malice,  will  forget. 
With  the  leaft  caufe,  thefe  his  new  honours  j  which 
That  he  will  give,  make  I  as  little  queftion 
As  he  is  prone  to  do't. 

Bru.  I  heard  him  fwear, 
Were  he  to  ftand  for  Conful,  never  would  he 
Appear  i'  th'  market  place,  -nor  on  him  put 
The  naplefr,  vefture  of  humility  j 
Nor  fhewing,  as  the  manner  is,  his  wounds 
To  th'  people^^beg  their  ftinking  breaths. 

Sic.   'Tis  right. 

Sru.  It  was  his  word :  oh,  he  would  mifs  it,  rathe* 
Than  carry  it,  but  by  the  fuit  o'  th'  gentry. 
And  the  defire  o'  th'  Nobles. 

Sic.  I  wifh  no  better. 
Than  have  him  hold  that  purpofe,  and  to  put  it 
In  execution. 

^/-«.  'Tis  mofllike  he  will. 

Sie. 


Sic.  It  fliall  be  to  him  then,  as  our  good  wills, 
A  fure  deftru£lion. 

£ru.  So  it  muft  fall  out 
To  him,  or  our  authorities.     For  an  end. 
We  muft  fuggefl  the  people,  in  what  hatred 
He  ftill  hath  held  them  ;  that  to's  power  he  would 
Have  made  them  mules,  filenc'd  their  pleaders,  and 
Difproperty'd  their  freedoms  :  holding  them. 
In  human  a£tion  and  capacity. 
Of  no  more  foul  nor  fitnefs  for  the  world. 
Than  camels  in  the  war  j  who  have  their  provender 
Only  for  bearing  burthens,  and  fore  blows 
For  finking  under  them. 

Sic.  This,  as  you  fay,  fuggefted 
At  fome  time,  when  his  foaring  infolence 
Shall  reach  the  people,  (which  time  fliall  not  want. 
If  he  be  put  upon't  j  and  that's  as  eafy. 
As  to  fet  dogs  on  fheep)  will  be  the  fire 
To  kindle  their  dry  ftubble  j  and  their  blaze 
Shall  darken  him  for  ever. 

Enter  a  Meffenger, 
Bru„  What's  the  matter? 

Meff.  You're  fent  for  to  the  Capitol.     'Tis  thought 
That  Marcius  ihall  be  Conful :   I  have  feen 
The  dumb  men  throng  to  fee  him,  and  the  blind 
To  hear  him  fpeak  ;  the  matrons  flung  their  gloves. 
Ladies  and  maids  their  fcarfs  and  handkerchiefs. 
Upon  him  as  he  pafs'd  ;  the  Nobles  bended 
As  to  Jove's  ftatue  5  and  the  commons  made 
A  fliower  and  thunder  with  their  caps  and  fliouts  : 
I  never  faw  the  like. 

Bru.  Let's  to  the  Capitol, 
And  carry  with  us  ears  and  eyes  for  th'  time. 
But  hearts  for  the  event. 
Sic.  Have  with  you.  \Exeunt, 

SCENE     V.         Cbav^^fi  n  the  Captd. 
Enter  two  Opens,  to  lay  cvjhions. 
1  Off,  Come,  come,  they  are  almoft  here.  How  many 
tand  for  Conful/hips  ? 

^  7.0 ff.  Three,  they  fay  j  but  'tis  thought  of  every  one, 
i-oriolanus  will  carry  it. 
Vol.  VI.  F  f  I  0/. 
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1  Off.  That's  a  brave  fellow,  but  he'^  -vengeana 
proud,  and  loves  not  the  common  people. 

a  Off,  'Faith,  there  have  been  many  great  meii  that 
bave  flatter'd  the  people,  who  ne'er  lov'd  then)  j  anc 
there  be  many  that  they  have  loved,  they  know  no 
wherefore  }  lb  that  if  they  love  they  know  not  why,  thtj 
hate  upon  no  better  a  ground .  Therefore,  for  Coriola 
nus  neither  to  ore  whether  they  love  or  hate  him,  ma 
nifefts  the  true  knowledge  he  has  in  their  difpofition 
and  out  of  his  noble  xareleflhefs  he  lets  them  plainh 

fee't. 

I  Off.  If  he  did  not  care  whether  he  had  their  love  xr. 
no,  he  wav'd  indifferently  'twixt  doing  them  neitho: 
good  nor  harm  :  but  he  feeks  their  hate  with  greater  de- 
votion than  they  can  render  it  him  ;  and  leaves  nothin] 
undone,  that  may  fully  difcover  him  their  oppofite.  Nov 
to  feem  to  affeft  the  malice  and  difpleafure  of  the  people 
is  as  bad  as  that  which  he  diflikes,  to  flatter  them  fo 

their  love. 

a  Off,  He  hath  defervM  worthily  of^iis  country  :  am 
his  afcent  is  not  by  f^ch  eafy  degrees  as  theirs  who  hav< 
been  fupple  and  courteous  to  the  people  j  bonnetted 
without  any  further  deed  to  heave  them  at  all  into  thei 
eftimation  and  report :  but  he  hath  fo  planted  his  ha 
nours  in  their  eyes,  and  his  aftions  in  their  hearts,  tha 
for  t^ieir  tongues  to  be  filent,  and  not  confefs  fo  much 
were  a  kind  of  ingrateful  injury  j  to  report  otherwife 
were  a  malice,  that,  giving  itfelf  the  lye,  would  pluci 
reproof  and  rebuke  from  ev'ry  ear  that  heard  it. 

I  Off.  No  more  of  him,  he  is  a  worthy  man.    .Mafc* 
way,  they  are  coming. 

s  c  E  N  j:    VI. 

Enter  the  Patricians,  and  the  Tribunes  of  the  people^  LrV 
ton  before  tbem-^  Coriolanus,  Menenius,  Coininius /A 
Conful:  Sicinius  and  Brutus  take  their  places  by  them- 

fehes. 

Men.  Having  determinM  of  the  Volfcians,  and 

To  fend  for  Titus  Lartius,  it  remains, 

As  the  main  point  of  this  our  after-meeting. 

To  gratiiy  his  noble  fervice,  that  . 
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Hath  thu3  flood  for  his  country.  Therefore,  pleafe  you, 

Moft  reverend  and  grave  elders,  to  defire 

Theprefent  Conful,  and  laft  General, 

In  our  well-found  fucceffes,  to  report 

A  little  of  that  worthy  work  perform' d 

By  Caius  Marcius  Coriolanus  j-  whom 

We  meet  here,  both  to  thank,  and  to  remember 

With  honours  like  himfelf. 

I  Sen.  Speak.,  good  Cominius  : 
Leave  nothing  out  for  length,  and  make  us  think. 
Rather  our  ftate's  defective  for  requital. 
Than  that  we  ftretch  it  out.     Mafkers  o'  th'  people, 
We  do  requeft  your  kindeft  ear  }  and,  after, 
Vour  loving  motion  toward  the  common  body. 
To  yield  what  pafles  here. 

Sic.  We  are  convented 
Upon  a  pleafing  treaty  j  and  have  hearts 
Inclinable  to  honour  and  advance 
The  theme  of  our  [|  aflembly, 

Sru.   Which  the  rather 
We  fhall  be  biefs'd  to  do,  if  he  remembev 
A  kinder  value  of  the  people,  than 
He  hath  hitherto  priz'd  them  at.- 

Men.  That's  off,  that's  off : 
I  would  you  rather  had  been  filent :  picafe  yea 
To  hear  Cominius  fpeak.  > 

Bru.   Moft  willingly  : 
But  yet  my.  caution  was  more  pertinent, 
Than  the  rebuke  you  give  it. 

Men.  He  loves  your  people. 
But  tye  him  not  to  be  their  bed>felIow. 
Worthy  Cominius,  fpeak. 

[Coriolanus  rifes,  and  ofers  to  go  away, 

(J  He  Jhould  have  faid  your  ajjembly.  For  till  the  Lex 
Attinia,  {the  author  ofivbicb  is  fuppofed  by  Sigcniui  [Dc 
vetere  Italioe  jure]  to  ha-ve  been  cotemporary  ivith  ^intus 
Metellus  Macedonicui)  the  Tribunes  had  not  the  privilege  of 
entering  the  fcnate,  but  had  feats  placed  for  them  near  the 
do9r  on  the  outfde  of  the  houfe. 

f  f  2  Na/,  * 
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Nay,  keep  your  place. 

I  iSen.  Sit,  Corioknus ;  never  fhame  to  hear 
What  you  have  nobly  done. 

Cor,  Your  Honour's  pardon  ; 
I  had  rather  have  iny  wounds  to  heal  again. 
Than  hear  fay  how  I  got  them. 

Bru.  Sir,   I  hope 
My  words  disbench'd  you  not  ? 

Cor,   No,  Sir  j   yet  oft. 
When  blows  have  made  me  ftay,  I  fled  from  words. 
You  foothe  not,  therefore  hurt  not ;  but  your  people, 
I  Jove  them  as  they  weiah. • 

Men,  Pray  now  fit  down. 

Cor.  I  had  rather  have  one  fcratch  my  head  i'  th'  fun. 
When  the  alarum  were  ftruck,  than  idly  fit 
To  hear  my  nothings  monfterM,  [EDcit  Coriolantw. 

Men.   Mafters  of  the  people. 
Your  multiplying  fpawn  how  can  he  flatter. 
That's  thoufand  to  one  good  one,  when  you  fee. 
He  had  rather  venture  all  nis  limbs  for  honour. 
Than  one  of 's  ears  to  hear't  ?  Proceed,  Comintu?* 

Com.  I  fhall  lack  voice  ;  the  deeds  of  Coriolanus 
Should  not  be  utter'd  feebly.     It  is  held. 
That  valour  is  the  chiefeft  virtue,  and 
Moil  dignifies  the  haver  :  if  it  be. 
The  man  I  fpeak  of,  cannot  in  the  world 
Be  fingly  counterpoised.     At  fixteen  years. 
When  Tarquin  made  a  head  for  Rome,  he  fought 
Beyond  the  mark  of  others  :  our  then  Didtator, 
Whom  with  all  praife  I  point  at,  faw  him  fight. 
When  with  his  Amazonian  chin  he  drove 
Thebriftled  lips  before  him  :  he  beftrid 
An  o*er-prefs'd  Roman,  and  i'  th'  Conful's  view 
Slew  three  oppofers:  Tarquin*  s  felf  he  met. 
And  ftruck  him  on  his  knee  :  in  that  day's  feats. 
When  be  might  aft  the  woman  in  the  fcene, 
He  prov'd  th'  beft  man  i'  th'  field,  and  for  his  meed 
Was  brow-bound  with  the  oak.     His  pupil-age 
Man»ent*red  thus,  he  waxed  like  a  fea  j 
And,  in  the  brunt  of  feventeen  battles  fince, 

'  He 
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He  lurch'd  all  fwords  o*  th'  garland.     For  this  laft. 

Before  and  in  Corioli,  let  me  fay, 

I  cannot  fpeak  him  home  :  be  ftopt  the  fliers, 

And  by  his  rare  example  made  the  coward 

Turn  terror  into  fport.     As  waves  before 

A  veflel  under  fail,  fo  men  obey'd. 

And  fell  below  his  ftern  :  his  fword,  (death's  ftamp) 

Where  it  did  mark,  it  took  from  face  to  foot : 

He  was  a  thing  of  blood,  whofe  every  motion 

Was  tim'd  with  dying  cries  :  alone  he  enter'd 

The  mortal  gate  o'  th'  city,  which  he  painted 

With  fhunlefs  deftiny  :  aidlefs  came  off. 

And  with  a  fudden  reinforcement  ftruck 

Corioli,  like  a  planet.     Nor's  this  all  5 

For  by  and  by  the  din  of  war  'gan  pierce 

His  ready  fenfe,  when  ftraight  his  doubled  fpirit 

Requicken'd  what  in  flefli  was  fatigate. 

And  to  the  battle  came  he  j  where  he  did 

Run  reeking  o'er  the  lives  of  men,  as  if 

'Twere  a  perpetual  fpojl  ;  and  till  we  call'd 

Both  field  and  city  ours,  he  never  flood 

To  eafe  his  breaft  with  panting. 

Alett.'Worthy  man  ! 

r  Sen.  He  cannot  but  with  mcafurefit  the  honours 
Which  we  devife  him. 

Com   Our  fpoils  he  kick'd  at. 
And  look'd  upon  things  precious,  as  they  were 
The  common  muck  o'  th'  world  ;  he  covets  \ch 
Than  mifery  "j"  itfeif  would  give,  rewards 
His  deeds  with  doing  them,  and  is  content  • 
To  fpend  his  time 

Mn.  To  end  it,  he's  right  noble* 
Let  him  be  cali'd  for* 

aV/«.  Cajl  Coriolanus, 

Of.  He  doth  appear. 

f  piifery,  fax  avarice 'j  bccauie  a  mifer  ft^n^es  antf- 
vfineieu:,  \ 

Ff3  S^nttr 
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Enter  Coriolanus. 

Men.  The  fenate,  Coriolanus,  are  well  pleas'J 
To  make  thee  Couful. 

Cor.  I  do  owe  them  ilill 
My  life  and  fervices. 

lUsn.  It  then  remains. 
That  jrou  do  fpeak  to  the  people. 

Cor.  I  befeech  you. 
Let  me  o'erkap  that  cuftom  ;  for  I  cannot 
Put  on  the  gown,  ftand  naked,  and  intreat  them, 
For  my  wounds  fake,  to  give  their  fuffrages, 
Pleafe  you  that  I  may  pafs  this  doing. 

Sic.  Sir,  the  people  muft  have  their  voices. 
Nor  will  they  bate  one  jot  of  ceremony* 

Men.  Put  them  not  to*t :  pray,  fit  you  to  the  cufiod^ 
And  take  t'ye,  as  your  predecefTors  have. 
Your  honour  with  the  form. 

Cor.  It  is  a  part 
That  I  Ihail  blufh  in  ading,  and  might  well 
Be  taken  from  the  people, 

Bru.  Mark  you  that  ? 

Cor.  To  brag  unto  them,Thus  I  did — and  thus,— - 
Shew  them  th'  unaking  fears,  which  I  would  hide. 
As  if  I  had  receiv'd  them  for  the  hire 
Of  their  breath  only  — 

Men.  Do  not  ftand  upon't  : — 
We  recommend  t'ye.  Tribunes  of  the  people,  ^ 

Our  purppfe  to  them  j  and  to  our  noble  Conful 
Wilh  we  all  joy  and  honour! 

Sett,  To  Coriolanus  come  all  joy  and  honour  !         ,-, 

[Flouri/h  Cornett    Then  exeunt 
Manent  Sicinius<s»</  Brutus. 

^ru.  You  fee  how  he  intends  to  ufe  the  people. 

Sic.  Miy  they  perceive's  intent!  he  will  require  theoS; 
As  if  he  did  contemn  what  he  requefted 
Should  be  in  them  to  give. 

Bru.  Come,  weMl  inform  them 
Of  our  proceedings  here  ;  on  th'  market  place 
3  know  they  do  attend  us.  \^Exeum 

SC  £N2 
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SCENE     VII.      Changes  to  the  Forum, 
Enter  Uv en  or  eight  Citizens. 

1  Cit.  Once,*  if  he  do-require  our  voices,  we  ought 
not  to  deny  him. 

2  Cit,  We  may.  Sir,  if  we  will. 

3  Cit.  We  have  power  in  ourfelves  to  do  it,^  but  it  is 
a  pov;er  that  we  have  no  power  to  do  j  for  if  he  fhew 
us  his  wounds,  and  tell  us  his  deeds,  we  are  to  put  our 
tongues  into  thofe  wounds,  and  fpealc  for  them*-  fo,  if 
he  tells  us  his  noble  deeds,  we  muft  alfo  tell  him  our 
noble  acceptance  of  them.  Ingratitude  is  monftrous  j 
and  for  the  multitude  to  be  ingrateful,  were  to  make  a 
monfter  of  the  multitude  ;  of  the  which,  we  being  mem-* 
bers,  fhould  bring  ourfelves  to  be  monftrous  members. 

1  Cit.  And  to  make  us  no  better  thought  of,  a  little 
help  will  ferve  :  for  once,  when  we  ftood  up  about  the 
corn,  he  himfelf  ftuck  not  to  call  us  the  many-headed 
monfter, 

3  Cit.  We  have  been  call'd  fo  of  many  ;  not  that  our 
heads  arefoma  brown,  fome  black,  fome  auburn,  fome 
bald  J  but  that  our  wits  are  fo  diverfely  colour'd  :  and 
truly  I  think,  if  all  our  wits  were  to  ifTue  out  of  one 
fcull,  they  would  fly  eaft,  weft,  north,  fouth  j  and  their 
confent  of  one  dire<ft  way  would  be  at  once  to  all  points, 
o'  th'  compafs. 

2  Cit.  Think  you  fo  ?  which  way  do  you  judge  my 
wit  would  fly  ? 

J  Cit,  Nay,  your  wit  will  not  fo  foon  out  as  another 
inan*s  will,  'tis  ftrongly  wedg'd  up  in  a  blockhead  ;  but 
if  it  were  at  liberty,  'twould,  fure,  fo,uthward. 

a  Cit.  Why  that  way  ? 

.3  OV.  To  lofe  itfelf  in  a  fog  ;  where,  being  three 
parts  melted  away  with  rotten  dews,  the  fourth  woufd 
return  for  confcience  fake,  to  help  to  get  thee  a  wife. 

a  Cit,  You  are  never  without  your  tricks — you  may, 
you  may — 

3  Cit.  Are  you  all  refolved  to  g^ve  your  voices  }  but 

'^  <)«ce,  herfe  means  the  fame  as  when  we  fay,  once 
for  alU  \ 

that's 
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that's  no  matter,  the  greater  part  carries  it.  I  fay,  if  he 
would  incline  to  the  people,  there  was  never  a  worthier 
man.  " 

Enter  Coriolanus  In  ago^vn,  ivith  Menenius. 
Here  he  comes,  and  in  the  gown  of  Humility  :  mark 
his  behaviour  :  we  are  not  to  ftayall  together,  but  to 
come  by  him  where  he  ftands,  by  one's,  by  two's,  and 
by  three  s.  He's  to  make  his  requefts  by  particulars, 
wherein  every  one  of  us  has  a  fingle  honour,  in  giving 
him  our  own  voices  with  our  own  tongues  ;  therefore 
follow  me.  an4  I  11  direft  you  how  you  Ihall  go  by  him. 

jiii'  Content,  content* 

Men.  Oh,  Sir,you  are  not  right  j  have  you  not  known. 
The  worthiefl  men  have  don't  ? 

Cor,  What  mail  1  fay  ? 
I  pray,  Sir,^,-plague  upon't,  I  cannot  bring 
My  tongue  to  fuch  a  pace  !  Look,  Sir,— my  wounds— 
I  got  them  in  my  country's  lervice,  when 
Some  certain  of  your  brethren  roar'd,  and  ran 
From  noife  of  our  own  drums. 

Men.  Oh  me,  the  gods  ! 
You  muft  not  fpeak  of  that  j  you  muft  defire  them 
To  think  upon  you. 

Cor.  Think  upon  me  ?  hang  'em, 
I  would  they  would  forget  me,  like  the  virtue* 
"Which  our  divines  lofe  by  'em. 

Men.  You'll  mar  all, 
I'll  leave  you  ;  pray  you  fpeak  to  'em,  I  pray  you, 
la  wholefome  manner.  \Exh, 

Two  CttiT^ni  approach. 

Cor.  Bid  them  wa/h  their  faces. 
And  keep  their, teeth  clean. — ^So,  here  comes  a  brace. 
You  know  the  caufe.  Sirs,  of  my  ftandinghere. 

1  Cit.  We  do,  Sir ;  tell  us  what  hath  brought  you  to't» 
Cor.  Mine  own  defert  t 

2  Cit.  Your  own  defert  ? 
Cor.  Ay,  not  mine  own  defire. 

1  Ctt.  How  !  not  your  own  defire  ? 
Cor.  No,  Sir,  'twas  never  my  defire  yet  to  trouble  the 
f  oor  with  begging. 

I  Cit, 
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I  Cit.  You  muft  think,  if  we  give  you    any  thing, 
we  hope  to  gain  by  you. 

Cor.  Well  then,  I  pray  your  price  o'  th'  confuliTiip  ? 

1  Cit.  The  price  is,  to  ask  it  kindly. 
Cor.  Kindly,  Sir,  I  pray  let  me  ha*t  :  I  have  wounds 

to  fhew  you,  which  fliail   be  yours  in  private.  Your 
good  voice,  Sir,  what  Lxy  yoa  ? 

2  Cit.  You  ihall  ha't,  worthy  Sir.  ^    ^ 
C'yr.  A  match,  fir;   there's  in  ail  two  worthy  voices 

bcgg'd.     1  have  yoxir  alms,  adieu. 

1  Cit.   Butthis  is  ioiTiething  odd. 

a  Cit.  An  'twere  to  give  again  :—— -but  'tis  no  matter, 

^Exeunt, 
Two  ctber  Citizens. 

Cor.  Pray  you  now,  if  it  may  ftand  with  the  tune  of 
your  voices  that  I  may  be  Conful,  I  have  here  the  cof- 
tomary  gown. 

I  Cit.  You  have  deferved  nobly  of  your  country,  and 
you  have  not  deferved  nobly. 

Cor^  Your  aenigma.  "■ 

I  Cit.  You  have  been  a  fcourge  to  her  enemies  ;  yotj 
have  been  a  rod  to  her  friends  j  you  have  not  indeed 
loved  the  common  people. 

Cor.  You  fhould  account  me  the  mort  virtuous,  that 
I  have  not  been  common  in  my  love.  i3ut  I  will.  Sir, 
flatter  my  fworn  brother  the  people,  to  earn  a  dearer 
eftimation  of  them  j  for  'tis  a  condition  they  account 
gentle  :  and  fince  the  wifdom  of  their  choice  is  rather 
to  have  my  cap  than  my  heart,  I  will  praftife  the  infi- 
nuating  nod,  and  be  off  to  them  moft  counterfeitly  ; 
that  is.  Sir,  I  will  counterfeit  the  bewitchment  of  fome 
popular  man,  and  give  it  bountifully  to  the  defirers  : 
therefore  befeech  you,  I  may  be  Conful. 

a  Cit.  We  hope  to  find  you  our  friend  j  and  therefore 
give  you  our  voices  heartily. 

I  Cit.  You  have  received  many  wounds  for  yo« 
country. 

Cor.  I  will  not  feal  your  knowledge  with  Hiewing 
them.  I  will  make  much  of  your  voices,  and  fo  trou- 
fcle  you  no  further. 
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^oth.  The  gods  give  you  joy,  Sir,  heartily  |  \^Exeunt. 

Cor.  Moft  fweet  voices . 

Better  it  is  to  die,  better  to  ftarve. 
Than  crave  the  hire  whi<:h  iirft  we  do  deferve. 
fWhy  in  thiswoolvifli  gown  fliould  I  ftaiid  here. 
To  beg  of  Hob  and  Dick,  that  do  appear. 
Their  needJels  voucher  ?  cuftom  calls  me  to't— — . 
What  cuftom  wills  in  ail  things,  /hould  we  do't. 
Theduft  on  antique  time  would  lie  unfwept. 
And  moxmtainous  error  be  too  highly  heap'd, 

For  truth  to  o'er-peer.. Rather  than  fool  it  foj 

Let  the  high  ofSce  and  the  honour  go 

To  on«  that  would  do  thus I  am  half  through  j 

The  one  part  fufFsr'd,  the  other  wilJ  I  do. J 

Three  Q'tixens  more^  | 

Here  come  more  voices. 

Your  voices'       ■  for  your  voices  I  have  fought, 
Watch'd  for  your  voices  j  for  your  voices,  bear 
Of  wounds  two  dozen  and  odd  ;  battles  thrice  fix- 
I've  feen,  and  heard  of ;   for  your  voices  have  [ces:— . 
Done  many  things,  fome  lefs,    fome  more  ;— your  voi- 
Indeed  I  would  be  Conful. 

I  Cit,  He  has  done  nobly,  and  cannot  go  without  a- 
»y  honeft  man's  voice. 

a  Cit,  Therefore  let  him  be  Conful,  the  gods   give 
him  joy,   and  make  him  a  good  friend  to  the  people. 
^.  Amtu,  Amea.     God  fav£  thee,  noble  Conful  ! 

[^Elxeunt, 
Cor.  Worthy  voices ! 

Enter  Menenius,  wTth  Brutus  and  Sicinius. 
Men.  You've  ftood  your  limitation  t  and  the  Tribunes: 
Endue  you  with  the  people's  voice.     Remains,. 
That  in  th'  official  marks  invefted,  you. 
Anon  do  meet  the  fenate. 
Cor.  Is  this  done  ? 

Sir.  The  cuftom  of  requeft  you  have  difcharg'd  : 
The  people  do  admit  you,  and  are  fummca'd 
To  meet  anon,  upon  your  appiobation. 
Car,  Where  ?  at  the  fenate-houfe  ? 
Sfj;,  Thece,  Coriolanus. 

Ctt'. 
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Cor.  May  I  change  ^thefe  garments  ? 

Sic.  You  jnay  Sir. 

Ccr,  That  I'll  ftraight  do  :  and,  knowing  tnyfelf  a* 
Repair  to  th'  fenate-houfe.  [gain. 

Men.  I'll  keep  you  company.     Will  you  along  ? 

Bru,  We  ftay  here  for  the  people. 

Sic.  Fare  you  well.  [^Exeunt  Coriol.  and  Men. 

SCENE    VIII. 
He  has  it  now,   and  by  his  looksmethinks 
'Tis  warm  at's  heart. 

Bru.  With  a  proud  heart  he  wore 
His  humble  weeds.     Will  you  difmifs  the  people  ? 
•Enter  Plebeians. 

Sic.  How  now,  my  mafters  ?  have  yon  chofe  this  man  ? 

1  Cit,  He  has  our  voices,  Sir, 

Bru.  We  pray  the  gods  he  may  deferve  our  loves  ! 

2  Cit.  Amen,  Sir  :  to  my  poor  unworthy  notice. 
He  mock'd  us,  when  he  begg'd  our  voices. 

3  Cit.  Certainly  he  flouted  us  down-right. 

1  Cit.  No,  'tis  his  kindof  fpeech,  he  did  not  mock  us. 

a  Cit.  Not  one  arrongfl:  us,  fave  yourfelf,  but  fays 
He  us'd  us  fcornfully:    he  fhould  have  fhew'd  us 
His  marks  of  merit,  wounds  receiv'd  for's  country. 

Sic.  Why,  (o  he  did,  I'm  fure. 

y///.  No,  no  man  faw  'em. 

3  Cit.  He  faid,  he'd  wounds,  which  hccould  fliew in 
And  with  his  cap,  thus  waving  it  in  fcorn         [iprivatej 
I  would  be  conful,  fays  he  :  aged  cuftom. 
But  by  your  voices,  will  not  fo  permit  me ; 
Your  voices  therefore:   when  we  granted  that. 
Here  was— I  thank  you  for  your  voices— thank  you— 
Your  moft  fweet  voices — now  you  have  left  your  voices, 
I  have  nothing  further  with  you.  Wa'n't  this  mockery.' 

Sic.  Why,  either  were  you  ignorant  to  fee't  ? 
Or,  feeing  it,  of  fuchchildifh  friendlinefs 
To  yield  your  voices  ? 

Bru.  Could  you  not  have  told  him 
As  you  were  lefTon'd  ?  When  he  had  no  power, 
But  was  a  petty  fervant  to  the  ftate. 
He  was  your  enemy  j  ftill  fpakc  »gainft 

Vour 
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Your  liberties,  and  charters  that  ycu  bear 
I'  th'  body  of  the  weal :  and  now  arriving 
At  place  of  potency,  and  fway  o'  th'  ftate. 
If  he  fhould  ftill  mah'gnantly  remain 
Faft  foe  to  the  Plebeians,  your  voices  might 
Be  curfes  to  yourfelves.     You  fhould  have  fai<J, 
That  as  his  worthy  deeds  did  c'aim  no  lefs 
Than  what  he  flood  for  j  fo  his  gracious  nature 
Would  think  upon  you  for  your  voices,  and 
Tranflate  his  malice  tow'rds  you  into  love, 
Standing  your  friencly  lord. 

Sic,  ,Thus  to  have  faid, 
As  you  were  fore-advis'd,  had  touchM  his  fpiric,    } 
And  try'd  his  inclination  ;  from  him  pluck'd 
Either  his  gracious  promife  which  yon  might. 
As  caufe  had  call'd  you  up,  have  held  him  to  j 
Or  elfe  it  would  have  gall'd  his  furly  nature j 
"Which  eafily  endures  not  article. 
Tying  him  to  aught  j  fo  putting  him  to  rage. 
You  Ihould  have  ta'en  th'  advantage  of  his  choler. 
And  pafs'd  him  unele£led. 

Bru.  Did  you  perceive. 
He  did  folicit  you  in  free  contempt. 
When  he  did  need  your  loves  ?  and  do  you  think. 
That  his  contempt  fhall  not  be  bruifmg  to  you. 
When  he  hath  power  to  crufh  ?  Why,  had  your  bodies 
No  heart  among  you  ?  or  had  you  tongues,  to  cry 
Againfl  the  redtorfhip  of  judgment  ? 

Sic.  Have  you 
Ere  now  denied  the  asker  ?  and  now  again 
On  him  that  did  not  ask,  but  mock,  beftow 
Your  fu'd-for  tongues  ? 

3  Cit.  He's  not  confirm'd,  we  may  deny  him  yet. 

z  Cit.  And  will  deny  him  : 
I'll  have  five  hundred  voices  of  that  found. 

1  Cit.  Ay,  tv/ice  five  hundred,    and  their  friends  to 
piece  'em. 

Bru.  Get  you  hence  inflantly,  and  tell  thofe  friends, 
They've  chofe  a  Conful  that  will  from  them  take 
Their  liberties  j  make-  them  of  no  more  voice 

Than 
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Than  dogs  that  are  as  often  beat  for  barking. 

As  therefore  kept  to  do  fo.  ^'         - 

Sic.  Let  them  aflemble; 
And  on  a  faier  judgment  all  revoke 
Vour  ignorant  eleaion  :  inforce  his  pride. 
And  h,s  old  hate  to  you:  befides,  forget  not 
;With  what  contempt  he  wore  the  humble  weed  ; 
How  in  h,s  fuit  he  fcorn'd  you  :   but  your  Joves, 
Thinkmg  upon  hjs  fervices,  took  from  you 
Theapprehenfion  of  his  prefent  portance  • 
Which  gibingly,  ungravely,  he  did  fafhion 
Atter  th  mveterate  hate  he  bears  to  you 

wf^K  ^>J'  ^^y.^^^"^^0"  "3,  your  Tribunes,  that 
We  labour  d,  no  impediment  between, 
But  that  you  mufl-  caft  your  eleftion  on  him. 

Th.      """J  ra  '^''^'  ^'°'  "^^'■^afterour  commandment. 
Than  guided  by  your  own  affedions  j 

And  that  your  minds,  preoccupied  with  what 
You  rather  muft  do,  than  what  you  /hould  do. 
Made  you  againft  the  grain  to  voice  him  Conful. 
l.ay  the  fault  on  us. 

w£r"*  "^^'i  ^l"l "' "°'  '  ^^y  ^«  '■"d  leftures  to  yoti. 
How  youngly  he  began  to  ferve  his  country,  ^ 

How  long  continued  ;  and  what  ftock  he  fprings  of. 
The  noble  houfe  of  Marcius ;  from  whence  came  ' 
That  Ancus  Marcius,  Numa's  daughter's  fon  ; 
Who    after  great  HoftMius,  here  was  King  :  ' 

T^  .     ^T'n^°"^'  ''"^^'■"^  ^"^  QH-ntus  were. 
That  our  beft  water  brought  by  conduits  hither: 
And  Cenformus,  darling  of  the  people, 
(And  nobly  nam'd  fo  for  twice  beinjcenfor,) 
Was  his  great  anceftcr.*  * 

JJ.tTr'  '"f"''  ""'''""'  '^'^'  Manian  family,  em^ 
""'[""f  .^//''"'''''l great  m^'.n  -who  had  fpruvi  from  it  -  in 
-.UchUfi  ftand  VuhUu.  Marcius,  ani%fnL      lli^l 

tL  TtT'-  T^''  '^'"^^  '^'y  i-^'dl^fore  Plutarch, 
tarne  after  Conc/anu,  Shake/pear  therefore,  hy  cotyinl 
Plutarch  toockjey  andkaftily,  hath  fall er^  into  this  inal 

rr  jiSirr/ir ""'  '"^■^''^^^^  ^^^-^^^ 

Vol.  VI.  ^-^    Gg*  ^k. 
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sic.  One  thus  defcended, 
That  hath  befide  well  in  his  perfo'n  wrought 
To  be  fet  high  in  place,   we  did  commend 
To  your  remembrances  5  but  you  have  found. 
Scaling  his  prefent  bearing  with  his  paft. 
That  he's  your  fixed  enemy,  and  revoke 
Your  fudden  approbation. 

Bru.  Say,  you  ne'er  had  don't 
(Harp  on  that  ftill)  but  by  our  putting  on  ; 
And  prefently,  when  you  have  drawn  your  number, 
Repair  to  th'  capitol. 

JUI'  We  will  fo  J  almoft  all  repent  in  their  ele£lion, 

\^Exeunt  Plebeians. 
Bru.  Let  them  go  on; 
This  mutiny  were  better  put  in  hazard, 
Than  ftay  paft  doubt  for  greater; 
If,  as  his  nature  is,  he  fall  in  rage 
With  their  refufal,  both  obferve  and  anfwer 
The  vantage  of  his  anger. 

Si€.  To  th'  Capitol,  come; 
We  will  be  there  before  the  ftream  o*  th'  people  ; 
And  thisfhall  feem,  as  partly  'tis,  their  own, 
Which  we  have  goided  onward.  [Exeunt 

ACT     III.         SCENE    I. 

^  public  Jlreet  in  Rome, 
Cornets.     Enter  Coriolanus,  Menenius,  Ccminius,  Ti- 
tus Lartius,  and  other  Senators, 
Cor   rT^Ullus  Aufidius  then  had  made  new  head. 

L       Lart.  He  had,  my  Lord  j  and  that  it  wa 
Our  fwifter  compofition.  [which  caus'< 

Ccr    So  then  the  Volfcians  ftand  but  as  at  firft. 
Ready,  when  time  fliall  prompt  them  to  make  'road 

Upon's  again. 

Com.  They're  worn.  Lord  Conful,  fo. 

That  we  fliall  hardly  in  our  ages  fee 

Their  banners  wave  again. 

Cor.  Saw  you  Aufidius  ?  .,      ^ 

Lart.  On  fafeguard  he  came  to  me,  and  did  curie 

Againf 
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Againft  the  Volfcians,  for  they  had  fo  vilely 
Yielded  the  town.     He  is  retir'd  to  Antium. 

Cor.  Spoke  he  of  me  ? 

Lart.   He  did,  my  Lord,. 

Cor.  How  ? — what  ? — 

Lart.  How  often  he  had  met  you,  fwoid  to  fword  ; 
That  of  all  things  upon  the  earth  he  hated 
Your  perfon  moft  ;  that  he  would  pawn  his  fortunes 
To  hoplefs  reftitution,  fo  he  might 
Be  caird  your  vanquifher. 

Cor.  At  Antium  lives  he  ? 

Lart.  At  Antium. 

Cor.  I  wilh  I  had  a  caufe  to  feek  him  there  ; 
T'  oppofe  his  hatied  fully.— welcome  home. 

[ToLartius, 

Enter  Sicini'us  afid  Brutus. 
Behold  !   thefe  are  are  the  Tribunes  of  the  people. 
The  tongues  o'  th'  common  mouth  ;  I  do  defpife  themx 
For  they  do  prank  them  in  authority 
Agahift  all  noble  fufferance.^ 

Sic.  Pafs  no  further. 

Cor.  Hah  !— -what  is  rhat  !— — 

Bru.  It  will  be  dangerous  to  go  on— no  further. 

Cor,  What  makes  this  change  ? 

Men.  The  matter  ? 

Cm.  Hath  he  not  pafs'd  theNobles  and  the  Commons? 

£ru    Cominius,  no. 

Cor.  Have  I  had  children's  voices  ? 

Sen.  Tribunes,  give  way;  he  fhaii  to  th'  market-place. 

Bru.  The  people  are  incens'd  againft  him. 

Sic.  Stop, 
Or  all  will  fall  in  broil. 

Cor.  Are  thefe  your  herd  ? 
Muft  thefe  have  voices,  that  can  yield  them  now,  [ces  > 
And  ftraightdilclaim  their  tongues  ?  What  are  your  offi- 
You  being  their  mouths,  why  rule  you  not  their  teeth  ? 
Have  you  not  fet  them  on  ? 

Msn.   Be  calm,   be  c^lm. 

Cor.  It  is  a  purpos'd  thing,  and  grows  by  plot. 
To  curb  the  will  of  the  Nobjlity  ; 

G  g  a  Suffer't, 
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Suffer' t,  and  live  with  futh  as  cannot  rule> 
Nor  ever  will  be  rul'd* 

Bru.  Call't  not  a  plot ; 
The  people  cry,  you  mock'd  them  j  and,  of  latCj 
When  corn  was  given  them  gratis,  you  repin'd  j 
Scandal'd  the  fuppliants  for  the  people  j  call'd  them 
Time-pleafers,  flatteiers,  foes  to  noblenefs. 

Cor.  Why,  this  was  known  before. 

Bru.  Not  to  them  all. 

Cor.  Have  you  inform'd  them  fince. 

Bru.  How  !   I  inform  them  ! 

Cor.  You  are  like  to  do  fuch  bufinefs. 

Bru,  Not  unHke,  each  way  to  better  yours. 

Cor.  Why  then  fhould  I  be  Conful  ?  by  yond  clouds, 
Let  me  deferve  fo  il)  as  you,  and  make  me 
Your  fellow- tribune. 

Sic.  You  (hew  too  much  of  that. 
For  which  the  people  iVir  j   if  you  will  pafs 
To  where  your  bound,   you  muft  enquire  your  way 
Which  you  are  out  of,  with  a  gentler  fpirit  j 
Or  never  be  fo  noble  as  a  Conful, 
Nor  yoke  with  him  for  tribune. 

Men    Let's  be  calm. 

Com.  The  people  are  abus'd, — fet  on  j — this  paltring 
Becomes  not  Rome:  nor  has  Coriolanus 
Deferv'd  this  fo  difhonour'd  rub,  laid  falfely 
r  th'  plain  way  of  his  merit. 

Cor.  Tell  me  of  corn  ! 
This  was  my  fpeech,  and  I  will  fpeak't  again 

Men.  Not  now,  not  now. 

Sen.  Not  in  this  heat,  Sir,  now. 

Cor.   Now,  as  I  live,  I  will. 

As  for  my  nobler  friends,  I  crave  their  pardons  t 

But  for  themvitable  ran'c-.cenced  many. 

Let  them  regard  me,   as  I  do  not  flaf  er. 

And  there  behold  therofelves.     1  fay  again. 

In  foothing  them,  we  nouiifh  'gainft  out  fenatc 

The  cockle  of  rebellion,  infolence,  fedition. 

Which  weourfelves  have  plow'dfor,fow'd,and  fcatter  d. 

By  mingling;  them  with  us,  the  honour'd  number  :. 
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Who  lack  not  virtue,  no,  nor  power,  but  that 
Which  we  have  given  to  beggars. 
Men,  Well,  no  more — 
Sen.  No  more  words,  we  befeech  you— i 
Cor.  How !— no  more ! — 
As  for  my  country  I  have  fhed  my  blood. 
Not  fearing  outward  force  j  fo  /hall  my  lungs 
Coin  words  till  their  decay,  againft  thofe  meafles. 
Which  we  difdain  fiiould  tetter  us,  yet  feek 
The  very  way  to  catch  them. 

Bru.  You  fpeak  o'  th'  people,  as  you  were  a  god 
To  punifh,  not  a  man  of  their  infirmity. 
Sic.  'Tvvere  well  we  let  the  people  know*t. 
Men.  What,  what  1   his  choler  ? 
Cor.  Choler  !  were  I  as  patient  as  the  midnight-fleep. 
By  Jove,  'twould  be  my  mind. 

•SVc.   It  is  a  mind 
That  fhall  remain  a  poifon  where  it  is. 
Not  poifon  any  further. 
dr.   Shall  remain  ? 
Hear  you  this  Triton  of  the  minnows?  mark  you  ■ 
His  abfolute />«//.? 

Com,   'Twas  from  the  canon. 
Cor.   Shall! 
0  good,  but  moft  unwife  Patricians,  why, 
Vou  grave,  but  recklefs  Senators,  have  you  thus 
Given  Hydra  here  to  chufe  an  officer. 
That  with  his  peremptory  pall^  being  but 
The  horn  and  noife  o'  th'  monfters,  wants  not  fpirit ' 
To  fay,  he'll  turn  your  current  in  a  ditch, 
\nd  make  your  channel  his  ?  If  he  have  power,  . 
Then  vail  your  ignorance  ;  ||  if  none,  awake 
^our  dangerous  lenity  :  if  you  are  learned, 
Je  not  as  common  fools  ;  if  you  are  not, 
-et  them  have  cufhions  by  you.     You're  Plebeians, 
f  they  be  Senators  ;  and  they  are  no  lefs, 
Vhen,  both  your  voices  blended,  the  greateft  tafte 
Ao&  palates  theirs.     They  chufe  their  magiftrate ! 

ij  ignorance,  for  impotence  j  becaufe  it  makes  impotent 

G  g  3  Aad 
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And  fuch  a  one  as  he,  who  puts  hhjhallf 
His  popular _^a//,  againft  a  graver  bench 
Than  ever  frown' d  in  Greece!  {|    'vy  Jove  himfelf,. 
It  makes  the  Confuls  bale  ;  and  my  foul  akes 
To  know,  when  two  authorities  are  up. 
Neither  fupreme,  how  foon  confufion 
May  enter  'twixt  the  gap  of  both,  and  take 
The  one  by  th'  other. 

Com,   Well — On  to  th'  market-place. 

Cor.  Who  ever  gave  that  counfel,  to  give  forth: 
The  corn  o'  th'  ftorehoufe,  gfatis,  as  'twas  us*d 
Sometime  in  Greece-^ 

Men.   Well,  well,   no  more  of  that. 

Cor.  Though  there  the  people  had  more  abfolute  power  j 
I  fay,  they  nouriih'd  difobedience,  fed 
The  ruin  cf  the  ftate. 

Bru.  Why  fhall  the  people  give 
One  that  fpeaks  thus  their  voice  ? 

Cor.  I'll  give  my  rcafons, 
More  worthy  than  their  voice.     They  know,  the  corn 
Was  not  their  recompence  ;  refUngaffur'd, 
They  ne'er  did  fervice  for't;  being  prefs'd  to  th'  war, 
iven  when  the  navel  of  the  ftate  was  touch'd, 
They  would  not  thread  the  gates:  this  kind  of  fervice 
Did  not  dcferve  ccrn  gratis  :  being  i'  th'  war, 
Their  mutinies  and  revolts,  wherein  they  ftiew'd 
Moft  valour,  fpoke  not  for  them,     Th'  accufation. 
Which  they  have  often  made  againft  the  fenate. 
All  caufe  unborn,  could  never  be  the  native  § 
Of  our  fo  frank  donation.     Well,  what  then  ? 
How  fhall  this  bofom-multiplied  digefb 
The  fenate's  courtefy  ?   let  deeds  exprefs, 
What's  like  to  be  their  words — We  did  requefi  ii-^ 
Jf^e  are  the  greater  polly  and  in  true  fear 
*They  gave  us  our  demands. — Thus  we  debafe 
The  nature  of  our  feats,  and  make  the  rabble 
Call  our  cares,  fears  j  which  will  in  time  break  ope 

Ij  i.  e.   that  ever  projeEied  or  executed  kWit 
4  net  I've,  iw  natural  hirth^ 

The 
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The  locks  o'  th'  fenate,  and  bring  in  the  crows 

To  peck  the  eagles. 

Men.  Come,  enough. 
Bru.  Enough,  with  over  meafure. 
Cor.  No,  take  more  5 
What  may  be  Iworn  by.     Borh  divine  and  human 
Seal  what  I  end  withal  !— This  double  worfnip. 
Where  one  part  does  difdain  with  caufe,  the  other 
Infult  without  all  reafon  j  where  gentry,  title,  wifdom,. 
Cannot  conclude  but  by  the  yea  and  no 
Of  gen' ral  ignorance,  it  muft  omit 
Real  neceflities,  and  give  way  the  while 
T'  unftable  nightnefs;  [purpofe  fo  barr'd,  it  follows, 
Nothing  is  done  to  purpofe]  f    Therefore  befeech  you, 
(You  that  will  be  lefs  fearful  than  difcreet  j 
That  love  the  fundamental  part  of  ftate 
More  than  you  doubt  the  change  of 't  j  that  prefer 
A  Eoble  life  before  a  long,  and  wifiv 
To  vamp  a  body  with  a  dangerous  phytic, 
That's  fure  of  death  without)  at  once  pluck  out 
The  multitudinous  tongue,  let  them  not  lick 
The  fweet  which  is  their  poifon.     Your  difhonour 
Mangles  true  judgment,  %  and  bereaves  the  ftate 
Of  that  integrity  which  ihould  become  |j  it  } 
Not  having  power  to  do  the  good  it  would. 
For  the  ill  which  doth  controul  it. 
Bru,  H' as  fa  id  enough. 

Sic.  H'as  fpoken  Uke  a  traitor,  and  fhall  anfwcr 
As  traitors  do. 

Cor.   Thou  wretch  !  defpight  o'erwhelm  thee  ! — 
What  fhould  the  people  do  with  thefe  bald  Tribunes? 
On  whom  depending,  their  obedience  fails 
To  th'  greater  bench.     In  a  rebellion. 
When  what's  not  meet,  but  what  muft  be,  was  law, 
Then  were  they  chofen  ;  in  a  better  hour, 
Let  what  is  meet  be  faid,  it  muft  be  law, 

+  Thisfeems  to  he  fpurious. 
\  judgment y  ior  government , 
I  become f  for  adorn^ 
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And  throw  their  power  i*  th'  duft. 

Bru.  Manifcft  treafon 

Sic.  This  a  Conful  ?  no, 

Bru.  The  ^diJes,  ho!  let  him  be-apprehended. 

[^diles  enter. 

Sic.   Go,  call  the  people,  in  whofe  name  myfelf 
Attach  thee  as  a  traiterous  innovator  ; 
A  foe  to  th'  public  weal.     Obey,  1  charge  thee. 
And  follow  to  thine  anfwer,   [Laying  hold  on  Coriolanus. 

Cor.  Hence,  old  goat ! 

All.   We'll  furety  him. 

Com.  Ag'd  Sir,  hands  off. 

Cor    Hence,  rotten  thing,  or  I  fhall  ihake  thy  bones 
Out  of  thy  garments. 

Sic.  Help  me,  citizens. 

S  C  E  N  E    ir. 

Enter  a  rabble  of  Plebeians,   ivitb  the  JEdiles. 

Men.  On  both  fides,  more  refpe£t.  [er. 

Sic.  Here's  he  that  would  take  from  you  all  your  pow- 

Bru.  Seize  him,  .^diles. 

All.   Down  with  him,  down  with  him  ! 

2  Sen,  Weapons,  weapons,  weapons  ! 

[They  all  bujlle  about  Coriolanus. 
Tribunes,  PatricianSj  citizens — what  ho  !— 
Sicjnius,  Brutus,  Coriolanus,  citizens ! 

All.  Peace,  peace,  peace;  ftay,  hold,  peace! 

Men.  What  is  about  to  be  ? — I  am  out  of  breath  j 
Confufion's  near,  1  cannot  fpeak, — you  Tribunes, 
Coriolanus,  patience  j  fpeak  Sicinius. 

Sic.  Hear  me,  people — peace.  [fpeak. 

All.  Let's  hear  our  Tribune ;  peace  ;  fpeak,  fpeak. 

Sic.  You  are  at  point  to  lofe  your  liberties. 
Marcius  would  have  all  from  you  j  Marcius, 
WhomJate  you  nam'd  for  Conful. 

Men.   Fie,  fie,  fie. 
This  is  the  way  to  kindle,  not  to  quench. 

Sen.  To  unbuild  the  city,  and  to  lay  all  flat. 

Sic.  What  is  the  city,  but  the  people  ? 

All.  True,  the  people  are  the  city. 

Bru,  By  the  confent  of  all  we  wer«  eftabli/h*d 
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The  people's  magiflrates.. 
jill.  You  fo  remain. 

Men.  And  fo  are  like  to  io. 

Cor.  That  is  the  way  to  lay  the  city  flat  j: 
To  bring  the  roof  to  the  foundation. 
And  bury  all,  which  yet  diflinftly  ranges. 
In  heaps  and  piles  of  ruin. 

Sic.  This  deferves  death. 

Bru,  Or  let  us  ftand  to  our  authority,. 
Or  let  us  lofe  it  j  we  do  here  pronounce. 
Upon  the  part  o'  th'  people,  in  whofe  power 
We  were  elected  theirs,  Marcius  is  worthy 
Of  prefent  death. 

Sic.  Therefore  lay  hold  on  him  j 
Bear  him  to  th'  rock  Tarpeian,  and  from  thenct 
Into  deftru£lion  caft  him. 

j?w..  iSdiles,  feize  him. 

AIL  Pie.  Yield,  Marcius,  yield. 

Men.  Hear  me  one  word  j  'befeech  you,  Tribunes, 
hear  me  but  a  word — — 

y£«'z7ej.  Peace,  peace. 

Men.  Be  that  you  feem,  truly  your  country's  friends. 
And  temp'rately  proceed  to  what  you  would 
Thus  violently  redrefs. 

Bru.     ir,  thofe  cold  ways 
That  feem  like  prudent  helps,  are  very  poifonous, 
Where  the  difeafe  is  violent.     Lay  hands  on  him. 
And  bear  him  to  the  rock. 

Cor.  No  J  rli  die  here.     [Coriolanus  draws  his  fnvord. 
There's  fome  among  you  have  beheld  me  fighting  j 
Com';,  try  upon  yourfelves,  what  you  have  leen  me. 

Men.  Down  with    that  fword  j  Tribunes,  withdraw 

Bru.  Lay  hands  upon  him.  [a  while. 

Men,  Help,  Marcius,  help— you  that  be  noble,  help 
him  young  and  old. 

^//^Down  with  him,  down  with  him. 

[7k  tin  mutiny,  the  Tribunes,    the  jEdtks,   and  the 
people,  are  beat  in. 

S  €  E  N  E     III. 
Men,  Go,  get  you  to  your  houfe  ^  begone^  *^^^*  All 
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All  will  be  nought  elfe, 

a  Sen.  Get  yo    gone. 

Cor.  Stand  faft,  we  have  as  many  friends  as  enemies. 

Metit  Shall  it  be  pat  to  that  ? 

Sen.  The  gocis  forbid  ! 
I  pr'ythee,  noble  friend,  home  to  thy  houfe. 
Leave  us  to  cuie  this  caufe. 

Men   For  'tis  a  fore 
You  cannot  tent  ycurfeif  j  begone,  'befeech  you. 

C«w.  Cume,  Sir,  ajong  with  us. 

Men,  I  ^^/ould  they  were  Barbarians,  (as  they  are. 
Though  in  Rome  htter'd  ;)  not  Romans,   (as  they  are 
Though  calved  in  tire  porch  o'  th'  Capitol.)  [not. 

Begone,  put  not  yt  tir  worthy  rage  into  your  tongue. 
One  time  will  owe  another. 

Cor,  Oa  fair  g  ound  I  could  beat  forty  of  them. 

Men,  I  could  myfelf  t^ake   up  a  brace  o'  th.'    beft  of 
them  J  yea,  the  two  Tribunes. 

Com.  But  now  'tis  odds  beyond  arithmetic  ; 
And  manhood  is  call'd  fool'ry,  when  it  ftands 
Againrt  a  falling  fabrick.     Will  you  hence, 
Before  the  tag  return,  whofe  rage  doth  reuA 
Like  interrupted  waters,  and  o'erbeac 
What  they  are  us'd  to  bear. 

Men.  Pray  you  be  gone. 
I'll  try  if  my  old  wit  be  in  requeft 
With  thofe  that  have  but  little  j  this  muft  be  patch'd 
With  cloth  of  any  colour. 

Cfi»7.  Come,  away. 

[^Exeunt  Coriolanus  and  Cominius. 
SCENE     IV, 

r  Sen.  This  man  hatli  marr'd  his  fortune. 

Men,  His  nature  is  too  noble  for  the  world  : 
He  would  not  flatter  Neptune   for  his   trident, 
Or  Jove  for's  power  to  thunder.  His  heart's  his  mouth: 
What  his  breaft  forges,  that  his  tongue  muft  vent  j 
And,  being  angry,  does  forget  that  ever 
He  heard  the  name  of  death.  [^  noife  ivitkin. 

Here's  goodly  work. 

4  Sen^  I  would  they  wer«  a-bed^ 

Men, 


I 
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Men.  I  would  they  were  in  Tiber — What  theven* 
Could  he  not  fpeak 'em  fair  ?  feeance.  I 

Efjter  Brutus  antl  Sicinius,  wt'tk  the  rabble  again*  I 

«?/<:.  Where  is  this  viper,  '  -' 

That  wouid  depopulate  the  city,  and 
Be  every  man  himfelf  ?    '  I 

Alen.  You  worthy  Tribunes— | 

Sic,  He  fliall  be  thrown  down  the  Tarpeian  rock 
With  rigorous  hands  j  he  hath  refifted  law. 
And  therefore  law  fhall  fcorn  him  further  trial 
Than  the  fevcrity  of  public  power. 
Which  he  fo  fets  at  nought. 

I  Cit.  He  fhall  well  know,  the  noble  Tribunes  art 
tThe  people's  mouths,  and  we  their  hands. 

All.  He  fliall,  be  fure  on't. 

Men.  Sir,  Sir,— — 

Sic.  Peace. 

Men.  Do  not  cry  havock,  where  you>fhould  but  hunt 
"With  modeft  warrant. 

Sic.  Sir,  how  cotnes  it  you 
Have  holp  to  make  this  refcue  ? 

Men.  Hear  me  fpeak. 
As  I  do  know  the  Conful's  worthinef?. 
So  can  I  name  his  faults—— 

Sic.  Conful  !— — what  Conful! 

Men.  The  Conful  Coriolanus. 

Bru.  He  Conful! 

All.  No,  no,  no,  no,  no. 

Men.  If  by  the  Tribune's  leave,  and  your*,  good  peo* 
I  may  be  heard,  I'd  crave  a  word  or  two  j  [p^^* 

The  which  fhall  turn  you  to  no  further  harm^ 
Than  fo  much  lofs  of  time. 

Sic.  Speak  briefly  then. 
For  we  are  peremptory  to  difpatch 
This  viperous  traitor.  To  eje£l  him  hence. 
Were  but  our  danger  ;  and  to  keep  him  here. 
Our  certain  death  ;  therefore  it  is  decreed. 
He  dies  to-night. 

Men.  Now  the  good  gods  forbid. 
That  our  renowned  Rome,  whofe  gratitude 

Tow'rdp 
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Tow'rdsher  deferving  children  is  inroll'd 

In  Jove's  own  book,  like  an  unnatural  dam 

Should  now  eat  up  her  own  !  W 

Sic.  He's  a  difeafe  that  muft  be  cut  away.         /  Ui 

Men.  Oh,  he's  but  a  limb  that  has  difeafe  j 
Mortal,  to  cut  it  offj   to  cure  it,  eafy,  B, 

What  has  he  done  to  Rome  that's  worthy  death  ?  l\ 

Killing  our  enemies,  the  blood  he  hath  loft 
(Which  f  dare  vouch  is  more  than  that  he  hath 
By  many  an  ounce)  he  dropt  it  for  his  country  j  I 

And  what  is  left,  to  lofe  it  by  his  country,  1 

Were  to  us  all  thatdo't,  and'fuffer  it, 
A  brand  to  th'  end  o'  th'  world. 

Sic,  This  is  clean  kam. 

£ru.  Merely  awry.  When  he  did  love  his  country. 
It  honour'd  him. 

Sic  The  fervice  of  the  foot 
Being  once  gangren'd,  it  is  not  then  refpefted 
For  what  before  it  was. 

Bru.  We'll  hear  no  more. 
Purfue  him  to  his  houfe,  and  pluck  him  thence  | 
Left  his  infeflion,  being  of  catching  nature. 
Spread  further. 

Jl^en.  One  word  more,  one  word. 
This  tiger-footed  rage,  when  it  fhall  find 
The  harm  of  unfcann'd  fwiftnefs,  will  (too  late) 
Tie  leaden  pounds  to's  heels.     Proceed  by  procefs. 
Left  parlies  (as  he  is  belov'd)  break  out, 
And  fack  great  Rom.e  with  Romans. 

Bru.  If 'twere  fo— — - 

Sic.  What  do  ye  talk  ? 
Have  we  not  had  a  tafte  of  his  obedience. 
Our  ^diles  fmote,  ourfelves  refifted  ?    C'oine    ■■  . 

Men.  Confiderthis:  he  hath  been  bred  i'  th'  wars 
Since  he  could  draw  a  fword,  and  is  ill-fchool'd 
In  boulted  language  j  meal  and  bran  together 
He  throws  without  diftin£lion.     Give  me  leave, 
I'll  go  to  him,  and  undertake  to  bring  him 
Where  he  fliall  anfwer  by  a  lawful  form. 
In  peace,  to  his  utmoft  peril. 

1  Sea* 
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J  Sen.  Noble  Tribunes, 
It  is  the  humane  way  :  the  other  courfe 
Will  prove  too  bloody,  and  the  end  of  it 
Unknown  to  the  beginning. 

Sic.  Noble  Menenius, 
Be  you  then  as  the  people's  officer, 
Mafters,  lay  down  your  weapons. 
Bru.  Go  not  honne. 

Sic.  Meet  on  the  Forum  ;  we*H  attend  you  there. 
Where,  if  you  brin^  not  Marcius,  we'll  pioceed 
In  our  frnl  way, 

McTi.  I'll  bring  him  to  you. 
Let  me  defire  your  company  j  he  mufl  come, 

[To  the  Seniors, 
Or  what  is  worfe  will  follow, 

I  Sen.  Pray,  let's  to  him.  [Exeunt^ 

SCENE     V.         Changes  to  Coriolanus' s  houfe. 

\Enter  Coriolanus,  "uiith  Nobles. 
Cor.  Let  them  pull  all  about  mine  ears,  prefent  me 
Death  on  the  wheel,  or  at  wild  horfes*  heels, 
Or  pile  ten  hills  on  the  Tarpeian  rock. 
That  the  precipitation  might  down  ftretcli 
Below  the  beam  of  fight  j  yet  will  I  ftiU 
Be  thus  to  them. 

Enter  Volumnia. 
Nobl.  You  do  the  nobler. 
Cor,  I  mufe,  my  mother 
Does  not  approve  me  further,  who  was  wont 
To  call  them  woollen  vaflals,  things  created 
To  buy  and  fell  with  groats  ;  to  (hew  bare  heads 
In  congregations  ;  yawn,  be  ftill,  and  wonder. 
When  one  but  of  my  ordinance  flood  up 
To  fpeak  of  peace  or  war.     (I  talk  of  you) 

[lo  his  mother t 
Why  did  you  wiih  me  milder?  wou'd  you  have  mc 
Falfe  to  my  nature  ?  rather  fay,  I  play 
The  man  I  am, 

Vfd.  Oh,  Sir,  Sir,  Sir, 
1  would  have  had  you  put  your  power  well  Olif 
Before  you  had  worn  it  out. 
Vol..  VI,  H  h  C?-> 
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Cor.  Let  it  go.— 

l^cl.  Vou  might  have  been  enough  the  man  you  ar 
With  ftriving  Jefs  to  be  fo.     Lefier  had  been 
The  thwartings  of  yourdifpofjtion,  if 
You  had  not  fhevv'd  them  how  you  were  difpos'd 
Ere  they  lack'd  power  to  crofs  you. 

Cor.  Let  them  hang. 

f^ol.  Ay,  and  burn  too. 

Enter  Menenius,  nvitL  tie  Senatcrs. 

Men,  Come,  come,   you*ve  been  too  rough,  fom< 
thing  too  rough  : 
Vou  muft  return^  and  mend  It. 

Sen.  There's  no  remedy, 
Unlefs,  by  not  fo  doing,  our  good  city 
Cleave  in  the  midft,  and  periih. 

^o/.  Pray,  be  counfeird. 
I  have  a  heart  as  little  apt  as  your's. 
But  yet  a  brain  that  leads  my  ufe  of  anger 
To  better  vantage. 

Men,  Well  faid,  noble  woman. 
Before  he  fhould  thus  ftoop  to  th'  herd,  but  that 
The  violent  fit  o'  th'  times  craves  it  as  phyfic 
For  the  whole  ftate,  I'd  put  mine  armour  on. 
Which  I  can  fcarcely'bear. 

Cor.  What  muft  I  do? 

Men,  Return  to  th'  Tribunes. 

Cor.  Well,  what  then  ?  what  then  ? 

Men.  Repent  what  you  have  fpoke. 

Cor.  For  them  !■—    ■  I  cannot  do  it  for  th€  gods, 
Muft  I  then  do't  to  them  ? 

l^ci.  You  are  too  abfolute, 
Tho'  therein  you  can  never  be  too  noble. 
But  when  extremities  fpeak.     I've  heard  you  fay, 
Honour  and  policy,  like  unfever'd  friends, 
r  th*  war  do  grow  together  :  grant  that,  and  tell  me 
In  peace,  what  each  of  them  by  th'  other  lofes. 
That  they  combine  not  there  ? 

Cor,  Tufh,  tufh 

Men.  A  good  demand. 

Vol,  If  it  be  honour  in  your  warf.  to  feexn 

The 
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The  fame  you  are  not,  which  for  your  beft  ends 
you  call  your  policy  :  how  is't  lefs  or  worfe 
That  it  ihall  hold  companion/hip  in  peace 
With  honour,  as  ia  war  j  fince  that  to  both 
It  ftands  in  like  rcqueft  ? 
Cor.  Why  force  you  this  ? 

FcL  Becaufe  it  lies  on  you  to  fpeak  to  th*  people  ; 
Not  bv  your  own  inftrudion,  nor  by  th'  matter 
Which  your  heart  prompts  yon  to,  but  with  fuch  words 
But  roated  on  your  tongue  ;   baflards,  and  fyllables 
Of  no  allowance,  to  your  bofom's  truth. 
Now,  this  no  more  difhonours  you  at  all. 
Than  to  take  in  a  town  with  gentle  word?. 
Which  elfe  would  put  you  to  your  fortune,  and 

The  haz;jrd  of  much  blood. 

Twould  driVenible  with  my  nature,  where 

My  fortunes,  and  my  friends  at  ftake,  '•equir'd 

I  (hould  do  fo  in  honour.     I  am  in  ihis 

Your  wife,  youffon^^thefe  Senators,  ihe  Nobles.—--— 

And  you  will  rather  Ihcw  our  general  lowts 

How  you  can  frown,  than  fpend  a  fawn  upon  'em. 

For  the  inheritance  of  their  loves,, and  fafeguard 

Of  what  that  want  might  ruin  ! 

McruHohle  Lady ! 
Gome,  go  with  us>  fpeak  fair  t  you  may  falve  fo 
Not  what  is  dangerous  prefent,  but  the  lofs 
Of  what  is  paft. 

F'o/.  I  pr'ythee  now,  my  fon, 
Co  to  them,  with  this  bonnet  in  thy  hand, 
And  thus  far  haviag  ftretch'd  it,  (here  be  with  them,) 
Thy  knee  buffing  the  ftoncs  j  (for  in  fuch  bufinefs 
Aftion  is  eloquence,  and  the  eyes  of  th'  ignorant 
More  learned  than  the  ears  ;)  waving  thy  hand, 
Which  foften  thus,  correcting  thy  ftout  heart. 
Now  humble  as  the  ripeft  mulberry, 
That  will  not  hold  the  handling  :  or  fay  to  them. 
Thou  art  their  foldier,  and,  being  bred  in  broils. 
Haft  not  the  foft  way,  which  thou  doft  confefs 
Were  fit  for  thee  to  ule,  as  they  to  claim, 
In  aiking  their  good  loves  j  but  thou  wilt  frames 

H  h  2  Thy- 
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Thyfelf  (forfooth)  hereafter  theirs  fo  far, 
Asthcu  haft  power  andperfon. 

Z^cn.  This  but  done, 
Tv'n  as  fhc  fpeaks,  why,  all  their  hearts  were  your*5 ; 
For  they  have  pardons,  being  aik'd,  as  free,L 
As  words  to  little  purpcfe, 

J^o/^Pry'thee  now. 
Go  and  be  rul'd  j  altho'  I  know  thou'dft  rather 
FolLow  thine  enemy  in  a  fiery  §ulph 
Than  flatter  him  in  a  bower. 

Enter  Cominiue. 
Here  Is  Cominius. 

Cent,  Tve  been  i'  th'  market-place,  and.  Sir,  'tis  fit 
You  have  ftrong  party,  or  defend  yourfelf 
By  calmnefs,  or  by  abfcnce  :  all's  in  an^er. 
Men.  Only  fair  fpeech. 
Ctw.  I  think  'twill  ferve,   if  he 
Can  thereto  frame  his  fpiritv 

Ffi/,  He  muft  and  will  : 
Pi'ythee  now,  fay  you  will,  anc^  go  about  if» 

Ccr.  Muft  I  go  (hew  them  my  unbarbed  fconce  ? 
Muft  my  bafe  tongue  give  to  my  noble  heart 
A  lye,  that  it  muft  bear  >  Well,  I  will  do't. 
Yet  were  there  but  this  fingle  plot  *  to  lofe, 
This  mould  of  Marcius,  they  to  duft  fhould  grind  it. 
And  throw't  againft  the  wind.     To  th'  market-place ! 
You've  put  me  now  to  fuch  a  part,  which  never 
I  ihall  dilcharge  to  the  life. 

Com  Come,  come,  we'll  prompt  you. 
Vcl.  Ay,  pr'ythee  now,  fweet  fon  ;  as  thou  hafi  faid. 
My  p.aifesmade  thee  firft  a  foldier  ;  fo. 
To  have  my  praife  for  this,  perform  a  part 
Thou  haft  not  done  before. 

dr.  Well,  I  muft  do't. 
Away,  my  difpofition,  and  poftefs  me 
Some  harlot's  fpirit  !  my  throat  of  war  be  turn'd, 
Which  quired  with  my  drum,  into  a  pipe 
Small  as  an  eunuch's,  or  the  virgin  voice 

^        '  That 
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That  babies  lulls  aileep!   the  fmiles  of  knaves 
Tent  in  my  cheeks,  and  fchooiboys'  tears  take  up 
The  glafles  of  my  fight !  a  beggar's  tongue 
Make  motion  through  my  lips,  and  my  arm'd  knees. 
Which  bow'd  but  in  my  ftirrup,  bend  like  his 
That  hath  receiv'd  an  alms  ! — I  will  not  do't,— 
Left  I  furceafe  to  honour  mine  own  truth,. 
And,  by  my  body's  adlion  teach  my  mind, 
A  moft  inherent  bafenefs;  , 
Vol,  At  thy  choice  then. 
To  beg  of  thee,  it  is  my  more  difhonour, 
Than  thou  of  them.     Come  all  to  ruin,  let 
Thy  mother  rather  feel  thy  pride,  than  fear 
Thy  dangerous  ftoutnefs:  *for  I  mock  at  death 
With  as  big  heart -as  thou.     Do  as  thou  lift  ; 
Thy  valiantnefs  was  mine,  thou  fack'dft  it  from  met. 
But  own  thy  pride  thyfelf^- 

Cor,  Pray,  be  content. 
Mother,  I'm  going  to  the  market-place  ; 
€hide  me  no  more.     I'll  mountebank  their  loves. 
Cog  their  hearts  from  them,  and  come  home  belovM 
Of  all  the  trades  in  Rome.     Look,.  I  am  going: 
Commend  me  to  my  wife.     I'll  return  Conful 
©r  never  truft  to  what  my  tongue  can  do 
V  th'  way  of  flattery  further. 
Vol.  Do  your  will  lExit  Volumnia 

Cow.  Away,  the  Tribunes  do  attend  you  :  arm 
Yourfelf  to  anfwer  mildly:  for  they're  prepar'd 
With  accufations,  as  I  hear,  more  ftrong 
Than  are  upon  you  yet. 

Cor.   The  word  is,  mildly. — Pray  you,  let  us  go. 
Let  them  accufe  me  by  invention  j  I 
Will  anfwer  in  mine  honour. 
Men,  Ay,  but  mildly. 

Cor,  Well,  mildly  be  it  then,  mildly \Exmnu 

S  C  E  N  E     VI.         Changes  to  the  Forum, 
Enter  Sicinius  tf»^ Brutus. 
Bru,  In  this  point  charge  him  home,  that  he  affeilr  ■ 
Tyrannic  power  :  if  he  evade  us  there, 
taforce  him  with  Jiis  envy  to  the  people. 
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And  that  the  fpoil  got  on  the  Antiatcs, 
Was  ne'er  diftributed.     What,  will  he  come  ? 
Enter  an  iEdile, 

^dt  He's  coming. 

Bru.  How  accompanied  ? 

jEd.  With  old  Mencnius,  and  thofe  Senators- 
That  always  favour'd  him. 

Sic.  Have  you  a  catalogue 
Of  all  the  voices  that  we  have  procur'd,. 
Set  down  by  th'  poll  ? 

jEd,  I  have  }  'tis  ready,  here. 

Sic.  Have  you  coliefted  them  by  tribes  ? 

^d.  I  have. 

Sic,  AflTemble  prefently  the  people  hither. 
And,  when  they  hear  me  fay,  It  fhall  be  fo,  ■* 

V  th'  right  and  ftrength  o'  th'  Commons  j  (be  it  either- 
For  death,  for  fine,  or  banifhment),  then  let  them. 
If  Ihy  Fine,  cry  Fine;  \i Death ^  cry  Death '^ 
Infifting  on  the. old  prerogative  v/ 

And  power,  i'  th'  truth  o'  th'  caufe. 

JEd.  I  will  inform  them . 

Bru.  And  when  fuch  time  they  have  begun  to  cry,,  j 
Let  them  not  ceafe,  but  with  a  din  confus'd 
Inforcc  the  prefent  execution  <- 

Of  what  we  chance  to  fentencc.  m 

JEd.  Very  well, 

^ic.  Make  them  be  ftrong  and  ready  for  this  hint,. 
When  we  Hiall  hap  to  giv'tthem. 

5ri/.  Go  about  it.  [Exit  Md\\u. 

Put  him  to  choler  ftraight  j  he  hath  been  us'd 
Ever  to  conquer,  and  to-have  his  word 
Off  contradiftion.     Being  once  chaf'd,  he  cannot 
Be  rein'd  again  to  temp'rance  j  then  he  fpeaks 
What's  in  his  heart}  and  that  is  there,  which  looks 
With  us*  to  break  his  neck. 
£hter  Coriolanus,  Menenius,  a«</Cominius,  nuitb  otbert* 

Sic,  Well,  here  he  comes. 

•  A  familiar  pbrafe  of  tbat  Ume,fignifying  works 
•WJth  us. 


Sc.-6.  C08.10L  AKirs.  367 

Men.  Calmly,  I  do  befeeeh  you. 
Cor.  Ay,  as  an  heftier,  that  for  the  pooreft  piece^ 
■Will  bear  the  knave  by  th'    volume  ; — The  honour'd 
Keep  Rome  in  lafety.and  the  chairs  of  juftice         [gods 
Supply  with  worthy  men,  plant  love  amongft  you, 
Throng  our  large  temples  with  the  fhews  of  peace. 
And  not  our  ftreets  with  war! 
I  Sen.    Amen,  amen  !' 
Men.  A  noble  wifh. 

Enter  the  JEdile,  ivitb  the  Plebeians, 
Sic.  Draw  near,  ye  people. 
JEd.  Lift  to  your  Tribunes  :  audience  | 
Peace,   I  fay. 

Cor.  Firft,  hear  me  fpeak. 
Both  Tri.  Well,  fay.     Peace,  ho. 
Cor.  Shall  I  be  charg'd  no.  farther  than  this  prcfent  ? 
Muft  all  determine  here  ? 

Sic,  I  do  demand, 
If  you  fubmit  you  to  the- people's  voices. 
Allow  their  officers,  and  are  content 
To  fufter  lawful  cenfure  for  fuch  faults 
As  fliall  he  pxQved  upon  yoa? 
Cor.  I  am  content. 

Men.  Lo,  Citizens,  he  fays  he  is  content. 
The  warlike  fervice  he  has  done,  conftderj.- 
Think  on  the  wounds  his  body-bears,  which  flicw 
Like  graves  i'  th'  holy  church-yard.  | 

Cor.  Scratches  with  briars,fcars  to  move  laughter  onljr. 

Men.  Confider  further,  

That  when  he  fpeaks  not  like  a  citizen. 

You  find  him  like  a  foldier  j    do  not  take 

His  rougher  accents  for  malicious  founds  j. 

But,  as  I  fay,  fuch  as  become  a  foldier,  T 

Rather  than  envy,  you ^ 

Com.  Well,^well,  no  more. . 
Cor.  What  is  the  matter. 
That  being  pafs'd  for  Conful  with  full  voice, 
Tm  fo  diflionour'd,  that  the  very  hour 
You  take  it  off  again  ? 

^/c,  Anfwei.toui,,  ) 
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Cor,  Say  then  t  'tis  true,  I  ought  Co. 
Sic.  We  charge  you,  that  ye  have  contriv'd  to  take- 
Fiom  Rome  all  feaibn'd  office,  and  to  \rind 
Yourfelf  unto  a  power  tyranical  ; 
For  which  you  are  a  traitor  to  the  people. 
Car.  How  ?  traitor?-     .  ■. 
Men.   Nay,  temperately  ;   your  promife.. 
Cor.  The  fires  i*  th'  loweft  lieil  fold  in  the  people  ! 
Call  me  their  trairor!    thou  injurious  Tribune  ! 
Within  thine  eyes  fat  twenty  thoufand  deaths. 
In  thy  hands  clutch'd  as  many  millions,  in 
Thy  lying  tongue  both  numbers  ;  I  would  fay^ 
Thou  lyeft,  unto  thee,,  wiih  a  voice  as  free 
As  I  do  pray  the  gods. 

Sic.  Mark  you  this,  people  ? 
^/.  To  th*  rock  with  him. 
Sic.   Peace. 
We  need  not  lay  new  matter  to  his  charge  ; 
"What  you  have  (een  him  do,  and  heard  him  fpeak> 
Bfeating  your  officers,  curfing  yourfelves, 
Oppofing  laws  with  ftrokes,  and  here  defying 
Thoie  whofe  great  power  muft  try.  him,  evc:i  this 
So  criminal,  and  in  fuch  capital  kind, 
Dcferves  th'  extremeft  Death, 

£ru.  But  fiacehe  hath 
Serv'd  well  for  Rome— — 

Cor,  What  do  you  prate  of  fervlce  ? 
Bru.  Italk  of  that,  that  know  it. 
Cor.  You  ?— — 

Men.  Is  this  the  promife  that  you  made  your  mother? 
C^m.  Know,  I  pray  you— — 
Cer.   I'll  know  no  farther  ; 
Let  them  pronounce  the  fteep  Tarpeian  death. 
Vagabond  exile,  fleaing,  pent  to  linger 
But  with  a  grain  a-day,  I  would  not  buy 
Their  mercy  at  the  price  of  one  fair  word  j 
Nor  check  my  courage  for  what  they  can  give. 
To  have't  with  faying,  Good  morrow. 

Sic,   For  that  he  has 
(As  much  as  in  him  Jies)  from  time  to  time 

Envy'd 
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InvyM  agalnft  the  people  j  feeking  means 

To  pluck  away  their  power  j  has  now  at  lad 

Giv'n  hoftile  ftrokes,  and  that  not  in- the  prefencc 

Of  dreaded  juftice,  but  on  the  minifters 

That  do  diftribute  it ;  in  the  name  o*  th*"  people^ 

And  In  the  power  of  us  the  Tribunes,  we 

(£v*n  from  this  inftant)  baniib  him  our  city; 

In  peril  of  precipitation 

From  off  the  rock  Tarpeian,  never  more 

To  enter  our  Rome  s  gates.     I*  th'  people**  name, 

I  fay,  it  fhall  be  fo. 

All    It  rtiall  be  fo,  it  ihall  be  fo  j  let  him  away  j 
He's  banifli'd,  and  it  fhall  be  fo. 

Com»  Hear  me,  my  mafters,  and  my  common  friends—* 

Sic.  He's  fentenc'd :  no  more  hearing. 

Com,  Let  me  fpeak. 
I  hive  been  Conful,  and  can  Aew  for  Rome 
Her  enemies'  marks  upon  me       I  do  !ove 
My  country's  good,   with  a  refpefl  more  tender. 
More  holy,  and  profound,  than  mine  own  life. 
My  dear  wife's  eftimate,  her  womb's  incrcafe. 
And  treafure  of  my  loins :  then  if  I  wouJd 
Speak  that— — 

Sic.  We  know  your  drift.     Speak  what  ?■ 

Bru.  There's  no  more  to  be  faid,  but  he  is  banl/h'i 
As  enemy  ta  the  people  and  his  country. 
It  /hall  be  fo. 

All.  It  fhall  be  (o,  it  fhall  be  fo. 

Cor.  You  common  cry  of  curs,  whofe  breath  I  hate 
As  reek  o'  th'  rotten  fens  j  v/hofe  loves  I  prize. 
As  the  dead  carcafes  of  unburied  men. 
That  do  corrupt  my  air  :    I  banilh  you. 
And  here  remain  with  your  uncertainty  ! 
Let  every  feeble  rumour  fhake  your  hearts  ; 
Vour  enemies,  with  nodding  of  their  plumes. 
Fan  you  into  defpair  !  have  the  power  fliU 
To  banifh  your  defenders,  till  at  length 
Yoar  ignorance,   (which  finds  not  till  it  feels) 
Making  but  refervation  of  yourfelves, 
(Still  your  own  enemies)  deliver  you,. 

As 
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As  moft"  abated  -f-  captives,  to  fopie  nation  '' 

That  won  you  without  blows !  Defpifing  then. 
For  you,  the  city,  thus  I  turn  my  back. 
There  is  a  world  elfewhere— — 

{^Exeunt  Coriolanus,  Cominius,  /iff J  otheri,    ' 
\The  people  Jhout,  and  throw  up  their  caps. 

^ff.d.  The  people's  entmy  is  gone,  is  gone ! 

yill.  Ourenemy  is  banifh'd  J  he  is  gone  !  Hool  hoot 

Sic    Go  fee  him  out  at  gates,  and  follow  him 
As  he  hath  fol'ow'd  you.j   with  all  defpight 
Give  him  delerv'd  vexation.     Let  a  guard 
Attejid  uj,  through  the  city 

AH.  Come,  come  j  let'j  fee  him  out  at  the  gates  j  come. 
Ihe  guds  preferve  oui  Noble  Tribunes !— come 

[^Exeuntt 

ACT    IV.        SCENE    I. 

Before  the  gates  of  Rome. 

inter  Coriolanus,  Volumnia,  Virgilja,  Mcnen'us,  Co- 
minius.  ivith  the  young  Nibilitj  of  R^me. 

C*r.  /"^OME,  leave  your  tears :  a  brief  farewel  :  the  . 

V^  beaft 

With  many  heads  butts  me  away.     Nay,  mother^ 
"Where  is  your  ancient  courage  ?  You  were  us  d 
To  fay.   Extremity  was  the  trier  of  fpirits  ; 
That  common  chances  common  men  could  bear  ; 
That  when  the  fea  was  calm,  all  boats  alike 
Shew'd  mafterfhip  in  floating.     Fortune's  blows, 
When  moft  ftruck  home,  being  gently  %  warded,  craves  . 
A  noble  cunning.     You  were  us*d  to  load  me 
With  precepts,  that  would  make  invincible 
The  heart  that  conn'd  them. 

yjr    O  heav'ns  !  O  heav'ns  ! 

Cor.  Nay,  I  pr'ythee,  woman  — • 

•\  Mated  here  carries  the  knk  of  fur^  and^diminijhti • 
in  J'pin't  and  courage. 
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Vol.  Now  the  red  peftilence  ftrjke  all  trades  in  Rome, 
And  occupations  perifli ! 

Cor.  What !  what !  what! 
I  fliall  be  lov'd,  when  I  am  lackM.     Nay,  mother, 
Refume  that  fpirit,  when  you  were  wont  to  fay. 
If  you  had  been  the  wife  of  Hercules, 
Six  of  his  labours  you"'d  have  done,  and  fav'd 
Your  husband  fo  much  fweat.     Cominius, 
Droop  not  J  a^ieu  :  farewel,  my  wife  1  my  mother? 
I'll  do  well  yet.     Thou  old  and  true  Menenius, 
Thy  tears  are  falter  than  a  younger  man's. 
And  venomous  to  thine  eyes.     My  fometime  General, 
I've  feen  thee  ft^rn,  and  thou  haft  oft  beheld 
Heart  hard^'ning  fpeftacles.     Tell  thefe  fad  women, 
'Tis  fond  to  wail  inevitable  flrokes. 
As  'tis  to  laugh  at  'em.     Mother,  you  wot. 
My  hazards  ftill  have  been  your  folace  j  and 
Belie ve't  not  lightly,  (though  I  go  alone. 
Like  to  a  lonely  dragon,  that  his  itn 
Makes  fear'd,  and  talkd  of  more  than  feen)  your  fon 
"Will,  or  exceed  the  common,  or  be  caught 
With  cautelous  baits  and  praftice. 

Vol.  My  firft  j]  fon. 
Where  will  you  go  ?  take  good  Cominius 
With  thee  a  while  j  determine  on  fomecoorfe. 
More  than  a  wild  expofure  taeach  chance. 
That  ftarts  i*  th'  way  before  thee. 

Cor.  O  the  gods  1 

Com.  I'll  follow  thee  a  month,  devlfe  with  thee 
Where  thou  flaalt  reft,  that  thou  may"*ft  hear  of  us. 
And  we  of  thee.     So,  if  the  time  thruft  forth 
A  caufe  for  thy  repeal,  we  Ihall  not  fend 
O'er  the  vaft  world  to  feek  a  fingle  man; 
And  lofc  advantage,  which  doth  ever  cool 
1'  th'  ahfcnce  of  the  needer, 

Cor^  Fare  ye  well : 
Thou' ft  years  upon  thee,  and  thou  art  too  fail 
Of  the  war's  furfeits>  to  go  rove  with  one 

d  i.  c.  nobleji,  mofl  eminent  of  men  t 

"  ■  ^  That's 
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That's  yet  unbruisM  j  bring  me  but  out  at  gate* 
Come,  my  fweet  wife,  my  deareft  mother,  and 
My  friends  of  noble  touch  :  |j  when  I  am  forth. 
Bid  me  farewel,  and  fmile.     I  pray  you,  come. 
"While  I  remain  above  the  ground,  you  fhall    , 
Hear  from  me  ftill,  and  never  of  me  aught 
But  what  is  like  me  formerly. 

Men.  That's  worthily 
As  any  ear  can  hear.     Come,  kt's  not  weep. 
If  I  could  ftxake  off  but  one  feven  years 
From  thefe  old  arms  and  legs,  by  the  good  gods 
I'd  with  thee  every  foot. 

Cor.  Give  me  thy  hand.  [Exeunt 

S  C  E  N  E    II. 
Enter  Sicinius  and  Brutus,  iivitb  the  iEdilc. 
Sie.  Bid  them  all  home,  he's  gone  j  and  we'll  no  fur 
Vex'd  are  the  Nobles,  who,  we  fee,  have  fided  [ther 
In  his  behalf. 

Bru.  Now  we  have  fliewn  our  power, 
Let  us  feem  humbler  after  it  is  done. 
Than  when  it  was  a-doing. 

Sic.  Bid  them  home  j 
Say,  their  great  enemy  is  gone,  and  they 
Stand  in  their  ancient  ftrength, 

Bru.  Difmifs  them  home. 
Here  comes  his  mother. 

Enter  Volumnia,  Virgilia,  and  Menenius. 
Sic.  Let's  not  meet  her. 
Bru,  Why? 

Sic,  They  fay  file's  mad. 
Bru,  They  have  ta'en  note  of  usr  keep  on  your  wa; 
yei.  Oh,  y'are  well  met : 
The  hoorded  plague  o'  th'  gods  requite  your  love ! 
Men.  Peace,  peace  j  be  not  fo  loud. 
yol.  If  that  I  could  for  weeping,  you  Aould  hear- 
Nay,  and  you  (hall  hear  fome. — Will  you  be  gone  ? 
You  fliall  ftay  too.  [To  Virgihi 

II  i.  e.  of  true  metal  unalJafd*    A  metafUr  taken  fro 
trying  gold  on  the  touch/lent. 
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Vir.  I  would  I  had  the  power 
To  fay  fo  to  my  husband. 

Sic,  Are  you  mankind  ? 

Vol.  Ay,  fool :  is  that  a  ftiame  ?  ante  but  this  fooL 
Was  not  a  man  my  father  ?  hadft  thou  fox/hip 
To-bani(h  him  that  ftruck  more  blows  for  Rome, 
Than  thou  haft  fpoken  words 

Sic.  Oh  bleffed  heav'ns  ! 

Vo!,  More  noble  blows  than  ever  thou  wife  words. 
And  for  Rome*s  good — I'll  tell  thee  what — yet  go- 
Nay,  but  thou  flialt  ftay  too — I  would  my  fon 
Were  in  Arabia,  and  thy  tribe  before  him. 
His  good  fword  in  his  hand. 

Sic.  What  then? 

yir.  What  then  ?  he'd  make  an  end  of  thy  poftcrity. 

Vol.   Baftards,  and  all. 
Good  man,  the  wounds  that  he  does  bear  for  Rome  ! 

Men.  Come,  come,  peace. 

Sic.  I  would  he  had  continued  to  his  country 
As  he  began,  and  not  unknit  himfelf 
The  noble  knot  he  made, 

Bru.  I  would  he  had  ! 

Vol.  I  would  he  had ! — 'Twas  you  inccns*d  the  rabble: 
Cats,  that-can  jud^e  as  fitly  of  his  worth. 
As  I  can  of  thoTe  myfteries  which  Heav'n 
Will  not  have  Earth  to  Icnow. 

Bru.  Pray  let  us  go. 

Vol.  Now,  pray.  Sir,  get  you  gone. 
You've  done  a  brave  deed.     Ere  you  go,  hear  this : 
As  far  as  doth  the  Capitol  exceed 
The  meaneft  houfe  in  Rome  ;  fo  far  my  fon. 
This  lady's  husband  here,  this  (do  you  fee) 
Whom  you  have  baniih'd,  does  exceed  you  all, 

Bru.   Wei',  well,  we'll  leave  you. 

Sic.  Why  itay  you  to  be  baited 
[With  one  that  wants  her  wits  ?  \^Exeunt  Tribunes. 

Vol.  TaA-  my  prayers  with  ycu. 
II  wifh  the  gods  had  nothing  elfe  to  do, 
iButto  confirm  my  curfes!  Could  I  meet  'em 
iBnt  once  a -day,  it  would  unclog  my  heart 

VcL.  VI,  1  i  •  'Of 
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Of  what  lies  heavy  to't. 

Men.  You've  told  them  home. 
And,  by  my  troth,  have  caufe.     You'll  fup  with  me? 

Vol.  Anger's  my  meat,  I  fup  upon  myfelf. 

And  fo  fhall  ftarve  with  feeding.     Come,  let's  go, 

Leave  this  faint  puling,  and  lament  as  I  do,      [To  Vir. 

In  anger,  Juno-like.    Come,  come,  fie,  fie  !   \Exeunt, 

SCENE     III.         Changes  to  Antiam. 

Enter  a  Roman  and  a  Volfcian. 

Kom.  I  know  you  well.  Sir,  and  you  know  me  j  your 
name  I  think  is  Adrian . 

Vol.  It  is  fo.  Sir :  truly  I  have  forgot  you. 

Rom.  I  am  a  Roman  ;  but  my  fervices  are  as  you  are, 
againft  'em.     Know  you  me  yet  } 

Vol.  Nicanor  ?  no. 

Rom.  The  fame.  Sir. 

Vol.  You  had  more  beard  when  I  laft  faw  you,  but 
your  favour  is  well  appeal'd  \  by  your  tongue.  What's 
the  news  in  Rome  ?'  I  have  a  note  from  the  Volfcian 
ftate  to  find  you  out  there.  You  have  well  fav'd  me  a 
day's  journey. 

Rom,  There  hath  been  in  Rome  ftrange  infurre£llons : 
the  people  againft  the  Senators,  Patricians,  and  Nobles. 

Vol.  Hath  been !  is  it  ended  then  ?  Our  ftate  thinks 
not  fo  :  they  are  in  a  moft  warlike  preparation,  and  hope 
to  come  upon  them  in  the  heat  of  their  divifion. 

Rom.  The  main  blaze  of  it  is  paft,  but  a  fmall  thing 
would  make  it  flame  again.  For  the  Nobles  receive  fp 
to  heart  the  baniHiment  of  that  worthy  Coriolanus,  that 
they  are  in  a  ripe  aptnefs  to  take  all  power  from  the  peo- 
ple, and  to  pluck  from  them  their  Tribunes  for  ever. 
This  lies  glowing,  I  can  tell  you  \  and  is  almoft  mature 
for  the  violent  breaking  out. 

Vol    Coriolanus  banifti'd  ? 

Rom,  Banifli'd,  Sir. 

Vol  You  will  be  welcome  with  this  intelligence,  Ni- 
canor. «        ,  TV. 

Rm,  The  day  ferves  well  for  them  now.    1  nave 

II  i*  €♦  brought  into  rtmembr^nce. 
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heard  it  faid,  the  fitteft  time  to  corrupt  a  man's  wife,  is 
when  fhe's  faljen  out  with  her  husband.  Your  Noble 
Tullus  Aufidius  will  appear  well  in  thefe  wars,  his  great 
oppofer  Coriolanus  being  now  in  no  requeft  with  his  coun- 
try. 

f^ol.  He  cannot  chufe.  I  am  moft  fortunate,  thus  ac- 
cidentally to  encounter  you.  You  have  ended  my  bufi- 
nefs,  and  I  will  merrily  accompany  you  home. 

Rem.  I  fball  between  this  and  fupper  tell  you  moft 
ftrange  things  from  Rome,  all  tending  to  the  good  of 
their  adverfaries.     Have  you  an  army  ready,  fay  you  ?^ 

Fol,  A  moft  royal  one.  The  centurions  and  their 
charges  diftinftly  billeted,  already  in  the  entertainment, 
and  to  be  on  foot  at  an  hour's  warning. 

Rom.  I  am  joyful  to  hear  of  their  readinefs,  and  am 
the  man  I  think  that  (hall  fet  them  in  prefent  aaion. 
So,  Sir,  heartily  well  met,  and  moft  glad  of  your  com- 
pany. 

P'ol.  Yru  take  my  part  from  me,  Sir  j  I  have  the  moft 
Caufe  to  be  piad  of  your's.       .       .    . 

Rom    Well,   let  us  go -together.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Coriolanus  in  mean  apparel,  difguti'd  and  miffied. 

Lor.  A  gaoilv  city  is  this  Antium. — City, 
*Tis  I  that  made  thy  widows  t  many  an  heir 
Of  thefe  fair  edifices  for  my  wars  ,       . 
Have  I  heard  grnne,  and  dop:  then  knew  me  not, 
Left  that  thy  wives  with  fpit-,  and  boys  with  ftones. 
In  puny  battle  flay  ma — -Save  vou,  Sir! 
Enter  a  Citizen. 

Cit    And  you. 

Cor.  Direa  me,  if  it  be  your  will,  where  great  Aufidius 
Is  he  in  Antium  ?  [lies: 

Cit.  He  is.  and  feafts  the  Nobles  of  the  flate  at  his 
houfe  this  night. 

Cor.  Which  is  his  houfe,  I  befeech  you  ? 

C/>».  This,  here,  before  you. 

Cor    Thank  you.  Sir.     Farewel.  [Exit  Citizen. 

Oh,    World,    thy    flippery   turns!    friends   now    faft- 

fworn, 
Whofe  double  bofoitts  feem  to  wear  one  heart  j    . 

I  i  z  Wh«f? 
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Whofe  hours,  whofe  bed,  whofe  meal  and  exercife 
Are  ftill  together ;  who  twine  (as  'twere)  in  love 
Infeparable,  fhall  within  this  hour. 
On  a  dilTenfion  of  a  doit,  bseak  out 
To  bittereft  enmity.     So  felleft  foes, 
Whofe  paflions  and  whofe  plots  have  broke  their  fleep. 
To  take  the  one  the  other,  by  fome  chance. 
Some  trick  not  worth  an  egg,  fhall  grow  dear  friends. 
And  interjoin  their  iffues.     So,  with  me  :— 
My  birth-place  have  I  and  my  lovers  left  j 
This  enemy's  houfe  I'll  enter  j  if  he  flay  me. 
He  does  fair  juftice ;  if  he  give  me  way, 
I'll  do  his  country  fervice.  \Exlt, 

SCENE    IV.      Change%  to  a  hall  in  Aufidiui\  bouft, 
Mufic  plays.     Enter  a  Serving' man, 

T  Ser,  Wine,  wine,  wine  !  what  fervice  is  here  > 

I  think  our  fellows  are  afleep.  '[Exit, 

Er.ttr  another  Ser'viftg-man. 

2  Ser,  Where's  Cotus  ^  my  maftet  callr  for  him  • 
Cotus,  [Exit, 

Enter  Coriolanus. 

0>r    A  goodly  houfe  j  the  feaft  fmells  weil,  Uit  I  ap- 
pear not  like  a  gueP^, 

Enter  the  firji  Seri/ing-man. 

1  Ser.  What  would   yots  have,  friend  ?  whence  are 
you  ?  here's  no  place  for  you ;  pray  go  to  the  door. 

{Exit. 
Cor.  I  have  defer vM  no  better  entertainment,  in  being 
Coriolanus,  [Jljiiie, 

Enter  fecend  Servant. 
a  Ser.  Whence  are  you.  Sir  >  has  the  porter  his  eyes 
in  his  head,  that  he  gives  entrance  to  fuch  companions  ? 
Pray,  get  you  out. 
Cor.   Away !— — 

2  Ser     Away  ? — get  you  away. 
Cor.  Now  thou' It  troublefome. 

z  Ser.  Are  you  fo  brave  ?  I'll  have  you  talk'd  with 
anon. 

Enter  a  third  Servant.     The  Jirji  meets  bim. 

3  Ser,  What  fellow's  this  ? 
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1  Ser.  A  ftrange  one  as  ever  I  look'J  on  :  I  cannot 
get  him  out  o'  th'  houfe.  Pr'ythee  call  my  mafter  to 
him. 

3  Ser.  What  have  you  to  do  here,  fellow  ?  pray  you 
avoid  the  houfe. 

Cor,  Let  me  but  iland,  I  vflW  not  hurt  your  hearth. 

3  Ser.  Whzt  are  you  ? 

Cor.  A  Gentleman. 

3  Ser.  A  marvellous  poor  one. 

Cer.  True  ;  fo  1  am, 

3  Ser.  Pray  you,  poor  Gentleman,  take  up  Tome  other 

fiation,  here's  no  place  for  you  j  pray  you  avoid  r  come. 

^  Cor.  Follow  your  fundion,    go  and  batten    on  cold 

felts.  [Pujhes  bim  aioay  from  hir,:% 

3  Ser.  What,  will  you  not  ?  pr'ythee,  tell  my  mafter 
%vhat  a  ftrange  gueft  he  has  here. 

2  Ser.  And  I  ftiail.  [Exit  fecond  ferving  man,  - 

3  .y^r.  Where  dwell'ft  thou  ?  •'         ^         ^        • 
Cor.  Under  the  canopy. 

3  Ser.  Under  the  canopy  ? 

Cor»  Ay. 

3  Ser.  Where^'s  that  ?  " 

Cor.  r  th'^city  of  kites  and  crows. 

3  Ser.  I'th'  city  of  kites  and  crows  ?  what  an  afs  i* 
is  !  then  thou  dwell' ft  with  daws  too  ? 

Cor.  No,  I  ferve  not  thy  mafter. 

3  Ser.  How,  Sir  !  do  you  meddle  with  my  mafter  ? 

Cor.  Ay,  'tis  an  honefter  fervice,  than  to  meddle  with 
thy  miftrefs  :  thou  prat' ft,  and  prat'ft  j  ferve  with  thy 
trencher  :  hence.  [Beats  him  away, 

Enttr  Aafidius  'with  aferving-man, 

uSuf,  Where  is  this  fellow  } 

zSer.  Here,- Sir.  J  I'd  have  beaten  him  like  a  dog 
but  for  d.fturbing  the  lords  within.  ' 

Auf.  Whence  com'ft  thou  ?  what   would'ft  thou  ? 
thy  name  ? 
Why  fpeak'ft  not?  fpeak,  man  ;  what's  thy  name  ? 

Cor.  If,  Tullus,  yet  thou  know'ft  me  not)  and,  feeing 
Dbft  not  yet  take  me  for  the  man  I  am,  [me, 

Neceflity  commands  rtie  name  myfeif, 

^'3  Auf, 
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^«/.  What  Is  thy  name  ? 

Cor.  A  name  unmufical  to  Volfciaa  cars. 
And  harfti  in  found  to  thine. 

^uf.  Say,  what's  thy  nan'*  ? 
Thou  haft  a  grim  appearance,  and  thy  face' 
Bears  a  command  in't  j  though  thy  tackJs's  torn. 
Thou  fhew'ft  a  noble  veffel.     What's  thy  name  ?" 

Cor.  Prepare  thy  brow  to  frown:-  know'ft  thou  me 

j^uf.  r  know  thee  not  j  thy  name  ?  [yet  ?" 

Cer.  My  name  is  Cai'us  Marcius,  who  hath  done. 
To  thee  particularly,  and  to  all  the  Volfcians, 
Great  hurt  and  mifchief  j  thereto  wilnefs  may 
My  firname  Coriolanus.     The  painful  fervice. 
The  extreme  dangers,  and  the  drops  of  blood 
Shed  for  my  thanklefs  country,  are  requited 
But  with  that  firname  :  a  good  memory,f 
And  witnefs  of  the  malice  and  difpleafure 
Which  thou  fhouldft  bear  me,  only  that  name  remains* 
The  cruelty  and  envy  of  the  people. 
Permitted  by  our  daftard  nobles,  who 
Have  all  forfook  me,  hath  devour'd  the  reft, 
And  fuffer'd  me  by  th*  voice  of  flaves  to  be 
Hoop'd  out  of  Rome.     Now,  this  extremity 
Hath  brought  me  to  thy  hearth  :  not  out  of  hope 
(Miftake  me  not)  to  fave  my  life  j  for  if 
I  had  fear'd  death,  of  all  the  mtn  i'  th'  world 
I'd  have  avoided  thee  :   but  in  mere  fpitc 
To  be  full  quit  of  thofe  my  banifhers. 
Stand  I  before  thee  here.     Then  if  thou  haft 
A  heart  of  wreak  in  thee,  that  wilt  revenge 
Thine  own  particular  wrou.s,  and  ftop  thof«  maims 
Of  fhame  feen  through  thy  country,  fpeed  thee  ftraight^ 
And  make  my  miferv  ferve  thy  turn  :  fo  ufe  it. 
That  rny  revengeful  fervices  may  prove 
As  benefits  to  th  e :  for  I  will  fight 
Againft  my  canke.'d  country  wfrh  the  fpleen 
Of  all  the  under-fie.ds.     Bui  if  fo  be 
Thou  dar'ft  not  this,  and  that  to  prove  more  fortunifr. 
Thou'rt  tir'd  j  then,  in  a  word,  I  alfo  am 

t  i«  e.  mmorial,  ^^^^^ 
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Longer  to  live  moft  weary,  and  prefent 

My  throat  to  thee,  and  to  thy  ancient  malice  ; 

Which  not  to  cut,  would  fhew  thee  but  a  fool,. 

Since  I  have  ever  fnllow'n  thee  with  hate^, 

Drawn  tuns  of  blood  out  of  thy  country's  breaft,. 

And  cannot  live,  but  to  thy  fhame,  unlefs 

It  be  to  do  thee  fervice. 

Auf.  Oh,  Marcius,  Marcius, 
Each  word  thou'ft  fpcke,  hath  weeded'from  my  heart 
A  root  of  ancient  envy.     If  Jupiter 
Should  from  yond  cioud  fpeak  to  me  things  divine. 
And  fay,  'tis  true  ;  I'd  not  believe  them  more 
Than  thee,  ail  noble  Marcius.     Let  me  twine 
Mine  arms  about  that  body,  where  againft 
My  grained  a(h  an  hundred' times  hath  broke. 
And  fcar'^d  the  moon  withfplinters  :  here  I  cJio 
The  anvil  of  my.  fword,  and  do  conteft 
As  hotly  and  as  nobly  with  ihy  love. 
As  ever  in  ambitious  ftrength  I  did 
Contend  agaijill  thy  valour.     Know  thou  firft, 
I  lov'd  the  maid  I  married  5  never  man 
Sigh'd  truer  breath  :  but  that  I  fee  thee  here. 
Thou  noble  thing  !  more  dances  my  rapt  heart. 
Than  when  I  firftmy  wedded  miltrefs  faw 
Beftride  my' threfhold.     WKy,  thou  Mars  W  'tell  tb€e, 
We  have  a  power  ott  foot  j.  and  I  had  purpofe 
Once  more  to  hew  thy  target  fr©^  thy  bravvn,  — ■ 

Or  lofe  my  arm  for't  :  thoa  hart  beat  me  CKit       <>  i 
Twelve  feveral  tinvoSj-and'I'hiive  nightly  fiace  "' 

Dream'd  of  encounters 'twixtthyfelf  and  me. 
We  have  beerfdowH-^dgetber  in  tnyfl«'eDj 
Unbuckling  helms,  filling  each  other's  throat. 
And  wak'd  hatf  dead-deith -h^MhjjIg,  Worthy 'MarcHis, 
Had  we  no  quarrel  elfe  to  Ron  e,  but  that 
Thou  art  thence  baniih'd,  We''wc«j]y  (nafterall 
From  twelve  to  fevei^ty  j'aWd  poUr>rig  war('^  ■ 
Into  the  bowels  of  i^ngratefuT'Rtornfe,      •'    '   '^ 
Like  a  -bold  flood  o'eibeae.  •  - -O  come,  g6  jh. 
And  take  our  friendly  Senators  by  th'  hands, 
Wiio  now -ait  hcre^taking  their,  leaves 'cfm6, 

Wh« 
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Who  am  prepared  againft  your  territories. 
Though  not  for  Rome  itfelf. 

Ccr.  You  blefs  me,  gods  ! 

yf«/.  Therefore,  moft  abfolute  Sir,  if  thoU  wilt  have 
The  leading  of  thy  own  revenges,  take 
One  half  of  my  commiHion,  and  fet  down 
As  beft  thou  art  experienc'd,  fince  thou  know'ft 
Thy  country's  ftrength  and  weaknels,  thine  own  ways  \ 
Whether  to  knock  againft  the  gates  cf  Rome, 
Or  rudely  vifit  them  in  parts  n  mote. 
To  fright  them,  ere  deftroy.     But  come,  come  in. 
Let  me  commend  thee  firft  to  thofe,  that  fliall 
Say  Tea  to  thy  defires.     A  thoufand  welcomes ! 
And  more  a  friend,  than  e'er  an  enemy  : 

Yet,  Mareius,  that  was  much. Your  hand  :  moft 

welcome  !  lExeunc. 

SCENE      V.      Enter  i-wo  Servants. 

I  Ser,  Here's  a  ftrange  alteration. 

a  Ser.  By  my  hand,  I  had  thought  to  have  ftrucken 
him  with  a  cudgel,  and  yet  my  mind  gave  me,  his 
deaths  made  a  falfe  report  of  him. 

1  Ser,  What  an  arm  he  has !  he  turn'd  me  about 
with  his  finger  and  his  thumb,  as  one  would  fet  up  a 
top. 

z  Ser,  Nay,  Ikjiew  by  his  face  that  there  v^as  fome- 
thing  in  him.  He  had.  Sir,  a  kind  of  face,  methpugbt 
—I  cannot  tell  how  to  term  it.  o,r  v:> 

X  Ser.  He  had  fo  :  looking  as  it  were — 'Would  I 
were  hsfiged,  but  I  thoughtithere  was  more. in  him  than 
I  could  think*  ;..'■'. 

a  Ser.  So  did  I,  I'll  he  fwOrn  ihfiisSimfly  the  rareiir 
man  i'  th'  world. 

1  Ser.l  think,hc  U^  \mt  .-ft  gr^tei;  fpldier.  than  he, 
you  wot  one,  «.j   «.  ,.(■>  ot  •'iiv  ■'•Tip  •  - 

2  Sc-r.  Who,  my  mailer  ? . 

1  Ser.  Nay,  it's  no  matter  for  that..  _     . 

2  5'e''.  Worth  fix  on  hii^t 

1  Ser.  Nay,  not  fo  neither  j  but  I  take  him  to  be  the 
greater  foldier, 
a  Ser,  'i;aith,iook  ypu,  jone,  ipjwinot,  tell  how  to  fay 

that  J. 
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that  J  for  the  defcRce  of  a  town  our  General  is  excel- 
lent. 

1  Ser,  Ay,  and  for  an  aflault  too. 

Enter  a  third  Servant, 

3  Ser,  Oh,  flaves,  I  can  tell  you  news  j  news,  yo» 
rafcals. 

Both,  What,  what,  what  ?  let's  partake. 

3  Ser,  I  would  not  be  a  Roman  of  all  nations.  I  had 
as  lieve  be  a  condemn'd  mam 

Both.  Wherefore  ?  wherefore  ? 

3  Ser.  Why,  here's  he  that  was  wont  to  thwack  ouf 
•  General,  Caius  Marcius.. 

1  Ser.  Why  do  you  fay,  thwack  our  General  ? 

3  Ser,  I  do  not  fey,  thwack  our  General  j  but  he  was 
always  good  enough  for  him. 

2  Ser.  Come,  we  are  fellows  and  friends ;  he  was 
ever  uohard  for  him,  I  have  heard  him  fay  fo  himfelf. 

1  Ser.  He  was  too  hard  for  him  diredUy,  to  fay  the 
truth  on't:  before  Corioii,  he  fcotch'd  him  and  notch'd 
him  like  a  carbonado, 

2  S':r.  And,  had  he  been  cannibally  giveu,  he  might 
bavr  broiPd  and  eaten  him  tuo. 

1  Ser.   But  mora  oi  thy  news  •— — 

'  3  Ser.  Why,,  he  i&  fa  ir.sde  on  hire  within,  as  if  he 
were  fon  and  heir  to  Mars  ;  fet  at  eppei  end  o'  rh'  tablej 
no  queftion  ask'd  him  by  any  of  th^  Senator*^,  bat  they 
fland  bald  before  him.  Our  Geneial  h  mleif  miakes  a 
miftr^fs  of  him,  fan<ftifie's  himfelf  witk's  hands,  and 
turns  up  the  white  o'th'  eye  to  his  dilcourfe.  But  the 
•bottom  ol  the  news  is,  our  General  is  cur  i'  th'  m^dcle, 
and  but  one  half  of  what  he  was  yefterday.  For  the 
other  has  half^  by  the  intieaty  and  grant  ot  the  whole 
table.  He'll  go,  he  fays,  and  fowle  the  porter  of  Rome 
gates  by  th'  ears.  He  will  mow  dowji  all  before  him, 
and  leave  his  pafiage  poll'd. 

2  Sef.  And  he's  as  hke  to  do't  as  any  man  I  can  i- 
magine, 

3  Ser.  Do't !  he  will  do't ;  for,  look  you,  Sir,  he  has 
as  many  friends  as  enemies  j  which  friends.  Sir,  as  it 
werCjL.  durHnot  (look  you.  Sir)  Ibew  themfelves  (^aswe 

term 
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term  it)  his  friends,  whilft  he's  in  dlre£titude. 

I  Ser.  Direftitude  !  what's  that  ? 

3  ^er.  But  when  they  /hall  fee.  Sir,  his  crefl  up  again,, 
and  the  man  in  blood,  they  will  our  of  their  burroughs^, 
(like  conies  after  rain),  and  revel  all  with  him. 

I  Sir.  But  when  goes  this  foiward  ? 

3  Ser.  To-morrow,  to-day,  prefently  ;  you  fliall  have 
the  drum  ftruck  up  this  afternoon,  "Tis,  as  it  were,  a 
parcel  of  their  feaft,  and  to  be  executed  ere  they  wipe 
their  lips. 

a  Sir.  Whyj  then  we  fhall  have  a  ftirring  world  a- 
gain  :  this  peace  is  worth  n-jthing,  but  to  rult  iron,-iOi»- 
creafe  taiUrs,  and  breed  ballad-makers, 

1  Ser.  Let  me  have  war,  fay  Ij  it  exceeds  peace,  a« 
far  as  day  does  night;  'tis  fprightly,  waking,  audiblcj 
and  full  of  vent.  Peace  is  a  very  apoplexy,  lethargy, 
mviU'd,  deaf,  fleepv,  infenfible,  a  getter  of  more  ba*' 
ilard  children  than  war's  a  deftroyer  of  men. 

2  Ser.  'Tis  fo  j  and  as  war  ia  fojne  fort  may  be  faid 
to  be  araviftier,  fo  it  cann^ot  be  denied,  but  peace  is  a 
great  maker  of  cuckolds. 

I  Str.  Ay,  and  it  makes  men  hate  one  another.      i 

3  Ser.  Reafon  \  beeaufe  they  then  iefs  need  one  ano- 
ther. The  wars  for  my  money.  I  hope  to  fee  Rom.ana 
as  cheap  as' Volfcians. 

Thev  are  nfing,  they  are  lifing,  * 

U.oth.  In,  in,  m,  in.  \ExeunU 

SCENE     VI,        A pihVtc  flace  in.Kome. 
Er.tcr  Sicinius<?;;^  Biutut. 
Sic.  We  hear  not  0/  him,   neither  need  v.e  fear  himv 
His  lemedies  are  tame  i'  th'  p-eftnt  peace 
And  quietnefs  o'  th'  people,  which  before 
Were  in  wild  huny.     Here  lie  makes  his  friends         ' 
Blu/h,  that  the  world  goes  well  j  who  rather  had. 
Though  they  themfeJves  did  fuffer  by't,  beheld 
DifTenfious  numbers  peftring  ftieets,  than  fee 
Our  tradefmen  finging  m  their  (hops,  and  going 
About  their  fundioiis  friendly. 

Ertter  M?nenius. 
Bru.  We  flood  lo^t  in  good  time.    Is  this  Menenius 
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Sic.  'Tis  he,  'tis  he.  O,  he  is  grown  mofl  kind  of 
late.     Hail,  Sir ! 

Mcfi'  Hail  to  you  both  ! 

Sic.  Your  Coriolanus  is  not  much  mifsM,  but  with 
iiis  friends  ;  the  commonwealth  doth  ftand,  and  fo  would 
do,  were  he  mere  angry  at  it. 

Men.  AU's  well,  and  might  have  been  much  better, 
if  he  could  have  temporiz'd, 
•  Sic.  Where  is  he,  hear  you  ? 

Men.  Nay,  I  hear  nothing. 
His  mother  and  his  wife  hear  nothing  from  him. 
Enter  three  or  fourCitixens, 

All.  The  gods  preferve  you  both  ! 

Sic.  Good-e'en,  neighbours. 

Bru.  Good-e'en  to  you  all,  good  e'en  to  you  all, 

I  Cit,  Ourfelves,  our   wives,  and  Children,  on  our 
Are  bound  to  pray  for  you  both,  [knees. 

Sic.  Live  and  thrive! 

Bru.  Farewell,  kind  neighbours. 
We  wifh'd  Coriolanus  had  lov'd  you,  as  we  did. 

AIL  Now  the  gods  keep  you! 

BofbTri.   Farewel,  farewel.  [Exeunt  CitiTiem, 

Sic.  This  is  a  happier  and  more  comely  time. 
That  when  thefe  fellows  ran  about  the  Itreets 
Crying  confufion. 

Bru.  Cains  Marcius  was 
A  worthy  officer  i'  th'  war,    but  infolent, 
O'ercome  with  pride,  ambitious  paft  all  thinking. 
Self  loving. 

Sic.   And  affe£ling  one  fole  throne, 
Wif.hout  afliftance. 

Men.  Nay,  I  think  not  fo. 

Sic.  We  had  by  this,  to  all  our  lamentation, 
.   If  he  had  gone  forth  Confnl,  found  it  fo. 

Bru.  The  gods  have  well  prevented  it^  and  Rome 
Sits  fafe  and  ftill  without  him. 

Enter  JEdile, 

Mdik.  Worthy  Tribunes, 
There  is  a  flave,  wh^m  we  have  put  in  prifon, 
Reports,  the  Volfcians  with  two  feveral  powers 


Are 
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Are  entered  in  the  Roman  territories, 
And  with  the  deepeft  malice  of  the  war 
Deftroy  what  lies  before  'em. 

Men.  'Tis  Aufidius, 
Who,  hearing  of  our  Marcius'  ban:fhm?nr, 
Thrufts  forth  his  horns  again  into  the  world  j 
Which  were  innieli'd  when  Marcius  ftood  for  Rome, 
And  durft  not  once  peep  out. 

Sic.  Come,  what  talk  you  of  Marcius  ? 

Bru.  Go  fee  this  rumourer  whipp'd.     It  cannot  be 
The  Volfcians  dare  break  with  us. 

Men.  Cannot  be] 
We  have  record,  that  verj-  well  it-can  5 
And  three  examples  cf  the  like  have  been 
Within  my  age.      But  reafon  with  the  fellow, 
Before  you  punifh  him,  where  he  heard  this  ; 
Left  you  ftiould  chance  to  whip  your  information. 
And  beat  the  meflenger  who  bids  beware 
Of  what  is  to  be  dreaded. 

Sic.  Tell  not  me  < 
I  know  this  cannot  be. 

£ru.  Not  poffible. 

Ef7ter  a  Mejj'er.ger. 

Mejf.  The  noblps  in  great  earneftnefs  are  going 
All  to  the  fenate-houfe  j   fome  news  is  come. 
That  turns  their  countenances. 

Sic.  'Tis  this  flave. 
Go  whip  him  'fore  the  people's  eyes :  his  raifing  ! 
Nothing  but  his  report ! 

MeJ'.  Yes,  worthy  Sir, 
The  flave's  report  is  feconded,  and  more^ 
More  fearful  is  delivered^ 

Sic.  What  more  fearful  ? 

AieJJ'.  It  is  fpoke  freely  out  of  many  mouths, 
Kow  probable  I  do  not  know,  that  Marcius, 
Join'd  with  Aufidius,  leads  a  pow'r  'gainft  Rome  j 
And  vows  revenge  as  fpacious,  as  between 
The  young'ft  and  oldeft  thing. 

Sic.  This  is  mcft  lik^^ly! 

Bru.  Rais'd  only,  that  the  weaker  fort  may  wi<h 

Good 


Sc.  7'  CORIOLANUS.  385 

Good  Marclus  home  again. 

Sic,  The  very  trick  on't. 

Men.  This  is  unlikely. 
He  and  Aufidius  can  no  more  atone. 
Than  violenteft  contrarieties. 

Enter  another  Me[]enger. 

Mejj',   You  are  fent  for  to  the  lenate. 
A  fearful  army,  led  by  Caius  Marcius, 
Aflbciated  with  Aufidius,  rages 
Upon  our  territories  j  and  have  already 
O'erborne  their  way,  confum'd  with  fire,  and  toole 
What  lay  bsforc  them. 

^wrrr  Comln'us.J 

Com,  Oh,  you  have  made  good  work. 

Men,  What  news  ?  what  news  ? 

Com,  You  have  holp  to  ravilh  your  own  daughters,  ani 
To  melt  the  city-leads  upon  your  pates. 
To  fee  your  wives  difhonour'd  to  your  nofes. 

Men.  What's  the  news  ?  what's  the  news  ? 

Com,  Your  temples  burned  in  their  cement, -j-  and 
Your  franehifee,  whereon  you  ftood,  confin'd 
Into  an  augre's  bore. 

Men,  Pray  now,  the  news  ? 
You've  made  fair  work,  I  fear  me  :   pray,  your  news  ? 
If  Marcius  fhould  be  joined  with  the  Volfcians,' 

'Com.  If  ?  he  is  their  god  j  he  leads  them  like  a  thing 
Made  by  fome  other  deity  than  Nature, 
That  fhapes  man  better  j  and  they  follow  him, 
Againft  us  brats,  with  no  lefs  confidence. 
Than  boys  purfuing  fummer-butterfiies, 
Or  butchers  killing  flies. 

Men,  Ycu've  made  good  work, 
You  and  your  apron-men  \  that  ftood  fo  muck 
Upon  the  voice  of  occupation,  and 
The  breath  of  garlic-eaters. 

Com.  He'll  /hake  your  Rome  about  your  ears. 

Men.  As  Hercules  did  fliake  down  mellow  fruit : 
You  have  made  fair  wprk! 

•|-  cement  J  for  cinEiure  or  lndofure% 

,     Vol.  VI.  K  k  Br^u" 
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Bru.  But  is  this  true,  Sir?  .  \ 

Com.  Ay,  and  you'll  look  pale 
Before  you  find  it  other.     All  the  regions 
Do  feemingly  revolt  ;   and  who  refift. 
Are  mock'd  for  valiant  ignorance. 
And  perifh  conftant  fools.     Who  is't  can  blame  him  ? 
Your  enemies  and  his  find  fomething  in  him. 

Men.    We're  all  undone,  unlefs 
The  noble  man  have  mercy. 

Com.  Who  fhall  ask  it  ? 
The  Tribunes  cannot  do'  t  for  /hame  ;  the  people 
Deferve  fuch  pity  of -him,  as  the  wolf 
Does  of  the  fiiepherds  :  his  beft  friends,  if  they 
Shou'd  fay.  Be  good  to  Rome,  they  charge  him  even 
As  thofe  fhould  do  that  had  deferv'd  his  hate/ 
And  therein  fhew'd  like  enemies. 

Men.  'Tis  true. 
If  he  were  putting  to  my  houfe  the  brand 
That  would  confume  it,  I  have  not  the  face 
To  fay,  'Befeech  you,  ceafe.     You've  made/air  hands, 
You  and  your  crafts  !  you've  crafted  fair  ! 

Com.  You've  brought 
A  trembling  upon  Rome,  fuch  as  was  never 
So  incapable  of  help. 

*Tri.  Say  not,  we  brought  it. 

Men.  How  ?  was  it  we?  we  lov'd  him;  but  like 
And  coward  nobles,  gave  way  to  your  clufters,  [beafts, 
Who  did  hout  him  out  o'  th'  city. 

Com.  But  I  fear 
They'll  roar  him  in  again.     Tullus  Aufidius, 
The  fecond  name  of  men,  obeys  his  'points 
As  if  he  were  his  officer.     Defperation 
Is  all  the  policy,  ftrength,  and  defence. 
That  Rome  can  make  againft  them. 

SCENE     VII.         Enter  a  troop  of  Citizens* 

Men.  Here  come  the  clufters. 

And  is  Aufidius  with  him  ? — You  are  they 

That  made  the  air  unvvholefome,  when  you  caft 

Your  ftinking,  greafy  caps,  in  hooting  at 

Coriolanus'  exile.     Now  he's  coming, 

And 
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And  not  a  hair  upon  a  foldiers  head. 

Which  will  not  prove  a  whip  :  as  mant  coxcombs 

As  you  threw  caps  up,  will  he  tumble  c!own. 

And  pay  you  for  your  voices.     'Tis  no  matter. 

If  he  fhould  burn  us  all  into  one  coal. 

We  have  deferv'd  it. 

Omnes.  'Faith,  we  hear  fearful  news. 

I  Cit.  For  mine  own  part, 
When  I  faid,   Baniih  himj    I  faid,  'Twas  pity. 

a  Cit.  And  fo  did  I. 

3  Cit.  And  fo  did  I  j  and  to  fay  the  truth,  fo  did  ve- 
ry many  of  us  ;  that  we  did,  we  did  tor  the  beft  :  and 
though  we  willingly  confeiited  to  his  banifhment,  yet 
it  was  againft  our  will. 

Com.  Y'are  goodly  things ;  you,  voices  !— — 

Mefj,  You  have  made  good  work, 
Vou  and  your  cry.     Shali's  to  the  Capitol  ? 

Com.  Oh,  ay,  what  -elfe  i  [Exeunt, 

Sic.   Go,  mafterSj  get  you  home,  be  not  difmay'd, 
Thefe  are  a  fide  that  would  be  glad  to  have 
This  true,  which  they  fo  feem  to  fear.     Go  home. 
And  (hew  no  fign  of  fear. 

I  Cit.  The  gods  be  good  to  ur :  come,  maiters,  let's 
home.  I  ever  faid,  we  were  i'  th'  wrong,  when  we  ba- 
nifh'd  him. 

a  Cit.  So  did  we  all  j    but  come,  let's  home. 

[^Exeunt  Citixsm, 

Bru.  I  do  not  like  this  news. 

Sic,   Nor  I. 

Bru.  Let's  to  the  Capitol  J  'would  half  my  wealth 
Would  buy  this  for  a  lye  ? 

Sic»   Pray  let  us  go,  \Exennt  Tribunes, 

SCENE  VIII.     A  camp  at  a  fmall  di fiance  from  Rome. 
Enter  Aufidius,  loith  bis  Lieutenant. 

Auf.  Do  they  ftili  fly  to  the  Roman  ? 

Lieut,  I  do  not  know  what  witchcraft's  in  him  j  but 
Your  foldiers  ufe  him  as  the  grace  'fore  meat, 
Their  talk  at  table,  and  their  thanks  at  end  ; 
And  you  are  darken'd  in  this  aftion,  i>ir. 
Even  by  your  own.  ^ 

K  k  a  A4f' 
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Auf.   I  cannot  help  it  now, 
U:,lefs,  by  ufing  mean?,  I  lame  the  foot 
Of  our  defjgn.     He  bears  himfeJf  more  proudly 
Even  to  my  perfon,  than  I  thought  he  would 
When  firft  I  did  embrace  him.     Yet  his  nature 
In  ihat's  no  changeling,  and  I  mult  excufc 
"What  cannot  be  amended. 
Lieut,  Yet  I  wirti.  Sir, 
(T  mean  for  your  particular),  you  had  not 
Join'd  in  commiflion  with  him  ;  but  had  borne 
The  a£lion  of  yourfelf,  or  elfe  to  him 
Had  left  itfolely. 

Auf,  I  underftand  thee  well ;  and  be  thou  fure, 
When  he  fhall  come  to  his  account,  he  knows  not 
What  I  can  urge  againft  him :   though  it  feenis. 
And  fo  he  thinks,  and  is  no  lefs  apparent 
To  th'  vulgar  eye,  that  he  bears  all  things  fairly  j 
And  fhews  good  husbandry  for  the  Volkian  ftate^ 
Fights  dragon  like,  and  does  atchieve  as  foon 
As  draw  his  I'word  -y  yet  he  hath  left  undone 
That  which  fhall  break  his  neck,  or  hazard  mine. 
Whene'er  we  com.e  to  our  account. 

Lieut,  Sir,  Ibefeech,  think  you  he'll  carry  Rome  ? 
Aiif.  All  places  yield  to  him  ere  he  fits  down. 
And  the  Nobility  of  Rome  are  his  : 
The  Senators  and  Patricians  love  him  too  : 
The  Tribunes  are  no  foldiers  ;  and  their  people 
Will  be  as  rafli  in  their  repeal,  as  hafty 
To  expel  him  thence.     I  think  he'll  be  to  Rome 
As  is  the  ofprey  to  the  fi(h,  who  takes  it 
By  fovereignty  of  nature.     Firft,   he  was 
A  noble  fervant  to  them :  but  he  could  not 
Carry  his  honours  even  5  whether  pride, 
(Which,  out  of  daily  fortune  ever  taints 
The  happy  man)  ;  whether  defeft  of  judgment, 
(To  fail  in  the  difpofing  of  thofe  chances 
Whereof  he  was  the  lord) ;  or  whether  nature, 
(Not  to  be  other  than  one  thing  j  not  moving 
From  th'  cask  to  th'  cufliion  ;  but  commanding  peace 
Even  with  tht  fame  aufterity  and  garb, 

As 
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As  he  controll'd  the  war)  but  one  of  thefe, 

(As  he  hath  fpices  of  them  all)  not  all, 

For  I  dare  fo  far  free  him,  made  him  fear'd. 

So  hated,  and  fo  banifh'd:  but  he  has  merit 

To  choke  it  in  the  utt' ranee  j  fo  our  virtues 

Lie  in  th'  interpretation  of  the  timej 

And  power,  unto  itfelf  moft  commendable. 

Hath  not  a  tomb  fo  evident,  as  a  chair 

T'  extol  what  it  h?th  done. 

One  fire  drives  out  one  fire  5  one  nail,  one  nail ; 

Right's  by  right  foiled,  ftrengths  by  ftrengths  do  fail. 

Come,  let's  away  ;  when,  Caius,  Rome  is  thine, 

Thou'rt  ppor'ft  of  all,  then  (hortly  art  thou  mine. 

[ExeuKt. 

r    A  C  T    V.        SCENE     I. 

A  public  place  in  Rome; 

Enter  Menenius,  Cominius,  Sicinius,  Brutus,  ivith  ethers. 

Men.  "VJO,  I'll  not  go  :  you  hear  what  he  hath  faid 
1^   Which  was  fometime  his  General,  who  lov'd 
In  a  moft  dear  particular.     He  call'd  me  father  :     [hina 
But  what  o'  that?  Go,  you  that  banifh'd  him, 
A  njile  before  his  tent,  fall  down,  and  knee 
The  way  into  his  mercy,     Nay,  if  he  coy 'd 
To  hear  Cominius  fpeak,  I'll  keep  at  home. 

Com.  He  would  not  feem  to  know  me, 

Jlden.  Do  you  hear  ? 

Com.  Yet  one  time  he  did  call  me  by  my  name  : 
I  urg'd  our  old  acquaintance,  and  the  drops 
That  we  have  bled  together.     Coriolanus 
He  would  not  anfwer  to  ;  forbad  all  names  j 
He  was  a  kind  of  nothing,  titlefs. 
Till  he  had  forg'd  himfelf  a  name  0'  the  fire 
Of  burning  Rome. 

Men.  Why,  fo  ;  you've  made  good  work  : 
A  pair  of  Tribunes,  that  have  reck'd  for  Rome, 
To  make  coals  cheap:  a  noble  memory ! 

Com.  I  minded  hiin,  how  royal  'twas  to  pardon 
When  it  was  leaft  expected.     He  reply'd, 

K  k  3  It 
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It  was  a  bare  jj  petition  of  a  ftate 
To  one  whom  they  had  punifh'd. 

Men.  Very  well,  could  he  fay  lej^  ? 

Com.  I  ofFer'd  to  awaken  his  regard 
Tor's  private  friends.     His  anfwer  to  me  was. 
He  could  not  ftay  to  pick  them  in  a  pile 
Of  noifome  mufty  chaff.     He  faid,  'twas  folly, 
Por  one  poor  grain  or  two,  to  leave  unburnt. 
And  ftill  to  nofe  th'  offence. 

Men.  For  one  poor  grain  or  two  ? 
I'm  one  of  thofe  :    his  mother,  wife,  his  child. 
And  this  brave  fellow  too,  we  are  the  grains  j 
You  are  the  mufty  chaff}  and  you  are  fmelt 
Above  the  moon.     We  muft  be  burnt  for  you. 

Sic.  Nay,  pray,  be  patient:  if  you  refufe  your  aid 
In  this  fo-never-needed  help,   yet  do  not 
Upbraid's  with  our  diftrefs.     But,  fure,  if  you 
Would  be  your  country's  pleader,  your  good  tongue. 
More  than  the  inftant  army  we  can  make. 
Might  ftop  our  countryman. 

Men.  No:   I'll  not  meddle. 

Sic.  Pray  you  go  to  him. 

Men.  What  fhould  I  do  ? 

Bru.  Only  make  trial  what  your  love  can  do 
For  Rome,  tow'rds  Marcius. 

Men.  Well,  and  fay,  that  Marcius 
Return  me,  as  Cominius  is  returned, 
"Unheard  ;  (what  then  ?) 
But  as  a  difcontented  friend,  grief- fliot 
With  his  unkindnels.     Say't  be  fo  ? 

Sic.  Yet  your  good  will 
Muft  have  that  thanks  from  Rome,  after  the  meafure 
As  you  intended  well. 

Men.  I'll  undertake  it: 
I  think  he'T  hear  me.     Yet  to  bite  his  lip. 
And  hum  at  good  Cominius,  much  unhearts  me. 
He  was  not  takeh  well,  he  had  not  din'd. 
The  veins  unfili'd,  our  blood  is  cold,  andthea 


^  bare,  for  mean,  beggarlj. 
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We  powt  upon  the  morning,  are  unapt. 

To  give  or  to  forgive  ;   but  when  we've  fluffed 

Thefe  pipes,  and  theCe  conveyances  of  blood 

With  wine  and  feeding,   We  have  fuppler  fouls 

Than  in  our  prieft-like  fafts  j  therefore  I'll  watch  him 

Till  he  be  dieted  to  my  rcqueft. 

And  then  I'll  fet  upon  him. 

Sru.  You  know  the  very  road  into  his  kindnefs. 
And  cannot  lofe  your  way. 

Men.   'Good  faith,  I'll  prove  him. 
Speed  how  it  will.     You  ihall  ere  long  have  knowledge 
Of  my  fuccefs.  [£x»V. 

Com.  He'il  never  hear  him. 
'    Sk.  Not? 

Com.  I  tell  you,  he  does  fit  in  gold,  his  eye 
Red  as  'twould  burn  Rome  j  and  his  injury 
The  goaler  to  his  pity.      I  kneel'd  before  him, 
'Twas  very  faintly  he  faid,  Rile:  difmifs'd  me 
Thus,  with  his  fpeechlefs  hand.     What  he  would  do. 
He  fent  in  writing  after  j  what  he  would  not. 
Bound  with  an  oath,  not  yield  to  new  conditions: 
So  that  all  hope  is  vain,   unlefs  his  mother 
And  wife,  who  ;_as  I  hear)  mean  to  folicit  him. 
Force  mercy  to  his  country.     Therefore  hence. 
And  with  our  fair  intreaties  hafte  them  on.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE     II.  Changes  to  the  Volfcian  camp. 

Enter  Menenius  to  the  Watch  cr  Guard. 

I  Watch.  Stay :  whence  are  you  ? 

»  Watch.  Stand,  and  go  back. 

Men,  You  guard  like  men,  'tis  well.     But,  by  your 
I  am  an  officer  of  ftate,  and  come  [leave. 

To  fpeak  with  Coriolanus. 

1  Watch.  Whence  ? 

Men.  From  Rome. 

1  Watch.  You  may  not  pafs,  you  muft  return  :  cur 
Will  no  more  hear  fioni  thence.  [General 

a  Watch.  You'll  fee  your  Rome  embrac'd  with  fire. 
You'll  fpeak  with  Coriolanus.  [before 

Men.   Good  my  friends. 
If  you  have  heafd  ycur  General  talk  of  Rome, 

And 
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And  of  his  friends  there,  it  is  lots  to  b!anks, 
My  name  hath  touched  your  ears  ;  it  is  MeKenius. 

X  Watch.  Be  it  fo,  go  back:  the  virtue  of  your  name 
Is  not  her€  payable.  ^ 

Men.  I  tell  thee,  fellow. 
Thy  General  is  my  lover  :  I  have  been 
The  book  of  his  good  afts  j  whence  men  have  read 
.His  fame  unparallel'd  haply  amplified  : 
For  I  have  ever  narrified  J  my  friends, 
(Of  whom  he's  chief)  with  all  the  fize  that  verity 
Would  without  lapfmg  fuffer  :  nay  fometimes. 
Like  to  a  bowl  upon  a  fubtle  ground, 
I've  tumbled  paft  the  throw,  and  in  his  praife 
Have  almoft  ftamp'd  the  leafing. ,   Therefore,  fellow, 
I  muft  have  leave  to  pafs. 

\  Watch.  'Faith,  Sir,  if  you  had  told  as  many  lyes 
in  his  behalf,  as  you  have  utter'd  words  in  your  own, 
you  fliQuld  not  pafs  here  :  no,  though  it  were  as  virtuous 
to  lye,  as  to  live  chaf^ly.     Therefore  go  back. 

Men.  Pr'ythee,  fellow,  remember,  my  name  is  Me^ 
nevius ;  always  fadionary  of  the  party  of  your  Gene- 
ral. 

a  Watch.  Howfoever  you  have  been  his  lyar,  (as  you 
fay  you  hava)  I  am  one  that,  telling  true  under  him, 
muft  fay,  you  cannot  pafs.     Therefore  go  back. 

Men.  Has  he  din'd,  canft  thou  teil  ?  for  I  would  not 
fpeak  with  him  till  after  dinner. 

I  Watch.  You  are  a  Roman,  are  you  ? 

Men.  I  am  as  thy  General  is. 

1  Watch.  Then  you  /hould  hate  Rome,  as  he  does. 
Can  you,  when  you  have  pufh'd  out  of  your  gates  the 
very  defender  of  them,  and  in  a  violent  popular  igno- 
rance, given  your  enemy  your  fhleld,  think  to  front 
his  revenges  with  the  eafy  groans  of  old  women,  the  vir- 
ginal palms  11   of  your  daughters,  or  with   the  palfied 

inter- 

X  i.  e.  made  their  encomium. 

\  By  virginal  palms  may  be  underjiood  the  holding  up 
the  bands  in  fu^j>Iicat{o/t,    But  as  this  fenfe  is  cold,  and 

gives 
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interceflion  of  fuch  a  dceay'd  dotard  as  you  {etm  to  be? 
Can  you  think  to  blow  out  the  intended  fire  your  city 
is  ready  to  flame  in,  with  fuch  weak  breath  as  this  ? 
No,  you  are  deceiv'd  :  therefore  back  to  Ronae,  and 
prepare  for  your  execution  j  you  are  condemn'd,  our 
General  has  fworn  you  out  of  reprive  and  pardon. 

Aden.  Sirrah,  if  thy  Captain  knew  I  were  here,  he 
would  ufe  me  with  eilimation. 

I  Watch.  Come,  my  Captain  knows  you  not.. 

Men.  I  mean  thy  General, 

I  Watch.  My  General  cares  not  for  you.  Back,  I 
^^Yf  g°}  isft  I  ^sf  forth  your  half  pint  of  blood  ;  that's 
the  utmoft  of  your  having.     Back,  back. 

Men.  Nay,  but  fellow,  fellow,—— 
Enter  Coriolanus  with  Aufidius. 

Cor,  What's  the  matter  ? 

Men.  Now,  you  companion,  I'll  fay  an  errand  for 
you  :  you  fhall  know  now  that  I  am  in  eftimation  j  yoti 
ihall  perceive,  that  a  jack-gardant  cannot  office  me  from 
my  fon  Coriolanus  3.  guefs  by  :ny  entertainment  with 
him  J  if  thou  ftand'ft  not  i'  th'  ftate  of  hanging,  or  of 
feme  death  more  long  in  fpe(a:atorfhip,and  crueller  in  fuf- 
fering,  behold  now  prefently,  and  fwoon  for  what's  t* 
come  upon  thee. — The  glorious  gods  fit  in  hourly  fy- 
nod  about  thy  particular,  profperity,  and  love  thee  no 
worfe  than  thy  old  father  Mencnius  does  !  Oh  my  fon, 
my  fon  I  thou  art  preparing  fire  for  us ;  look  thee, 
here's  water  to  quench  it.  I  was  hardly  moved  to  come 
to  thee,  but  being  afTured,  none  but  myfelf  could  move 
thee,  I  have  been  blown  out  of  our  gates  with  fighs  j 
and  conjure  thee  to  pardon  Rome,  and  thy  petitionary 
countrymen.  The  good  gods  aflwage  thy  wrath,  and 
turn  the  dregs  of  it  upon  this  varlet  here  j  this,  who, 
like  a  block,  hath  denied  my  accefs  to  thee 

Cor.  Awav ! 

gives  us  even  a  ridiculous  idea ;  and  as  the  pajfions  of  the 
federal  intercejors  feem  intended  to  be  here  reprefented,  per- 
haps Shake/pear  might  ivrite  pafmes  or  pames,  i.  e» 
f-wooning-JitSf  from  The  Frmh,  pafmer,  crpaoier. 

Men, 
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Men.  How,  away  ? 

Cor.  Wife,  mother,  child,  I  know  not.     My  afFairs 
Are  fervanted  to  others ;   though  1  owe 
My  revenge  properlj',  remiffion  lies 
In  Vclfcian  breafts.     That  we  have  been  familiar, 
Ingrate  Forgetfulnefs  fhall  prifon,  rather 

Than  Pity  note  how  much Therefore  be  gone  ; 

Mine  ears  againft  your  fuits  are  ftronger,  than 
Your  gates  againft.  my  force.     Yet,  for  I  lov'd  thee. 
Take  this  along  :  I  writ  it  for  thy  fake, 

[Gi'ves  him  a  letter. 

And  would  have  fcnt  Tt.     Another  word,  Menenius, 

I  will  not  hear  thee  fpeak. This  man,  Aufidius, 

Was  my  belov'd  in  Rome  ;  yet  thou  behold' ft — 7- 
Auf,  You  keep  a  conftant  temper.  [Exeunt. 

Manent  the  Guard,  and  Menenius. 
J  Watch.  Now,  Sir,  is  your  name  Mentmus  f 
2  Watch.  'Tis  a  fpell,  you  fee,  of  much  power  :  you 
know  the  way  home  again.  " 

1  Watch.  Do  you  hear,  how  we  are  fhent  for  keepmg 
your  greatnefs  back  ?  , 

2  Watch   What  caufe  do  you  think  I  have  to  fwoon  i 
Men.  I  neither  care  for  the  world,  nor  your  General : 

for  fuch  things  as  you,  I  can  fcarce  think  there  s  any, 
y'are  fo  (light.  He  that  hath  a  will  to  die  by  himfelt, 
fears  it  not  from  another.  Let  your  General  do  his 
worft  ;  for  you,  be  what  you  are, long;  and  your  milery 
increafe  with  your  age  1  I  fay  to  yoa,     as  I  was  fa.d  to. 

Away ■- 

1  Watch.  A  noble  fellow,  I  warrant  him. 

2  Watch.  The  worthy  fellow  is  our  General.  He  « the 
rock,  the  oak  not  to  be  wind-ftiaken.  [E^U  Watch. 
SCENE     III.      Re-enter  Conolznus  a»d  AuMins. 

Cor.  We  will  before  the  walls  of  Rome  to-morrow 
Set  down  our  hoft.     My  partner  in  this  aftion, 
You  muft  report  to  the  Volfcian  Lords,  how  plamly 
I've  borne  this bufinefs.  .    n.  ^      a     ♦■ 

^uf.  Only  their  ends  you  have  refpetted  ;  Itopt 
Your  ears  againft  the  general  fuit  of  Rome  } 
Never  admitted  private  whifper,  no,  ^^^ 
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Not  with  fucb  friencis  that  thought  them  fure  of  you. 

Cor.  This  laft  old  man. 
Whom  with  a  crack'd  heart  I  have  f<mt  to  Rome, 
Lov'd  me  above  the  meafure  of  a  father  ; 
Nay,  godded  me  indeed.      Their  lateft  refuge' 
Was  to  fend  hjm  ;  for  whofe  old  love,  I  have 
(Tho'  I  fhewM  fourly  to  him)  once  more  offer'd 
The  firfl  conditions,  (which  they  did  refufe. 
And  cannot  now  accept)  to  grace  him  only. 
That  thought  he  could  do  more  :  a  very  little 
I've  yielded  to.     Frefh  embafly,  and  fuits. 
Nor  from  the  ftate,  nor  private  friends,  hereafter 
Will  I  lend  ear  to. Ha  !  what  ihout  is  this  ? 

\Shout  'Within* 
Shall  I  be  tempted  to  infringe  my  vow. 
In  the  fame  time  'tis  made  ?  I  will  not- 
Enter  Virgilia,  Volumnia,  Valeria,  joaw^  Marcius,  'voitb 

Attendants^  allin  mourning. 
My  wife  comes  foremoftj  then  the  honoured  mouU 
Wherein  this  trunk  was  fram'd,  and  in  her  hand 
The  grandchild  to  her  blood.     But,  out,  affeftion  ! 
All  bond  and  privilege  of  nature  break  ! 
Let  it  be  virtuous,  to  be  obftinate. 
What  is  that  curtfy  worth  ?  or  thofe  dove's  eyes. 
Which  can  make  gods  forfworn  ?  I  melt,  and  am  not 
Of  ftronger  earth  thaft  others ;  my  mother  bows. 
As  if  Olympus  to  a  molehill  fhould 
In  fupplication  nod  j  and  my  young  boy 
Hath  an  afpedl  of  interceffion,  which 
Great  nature  cries.  Deny  not.    Let  the  Volfcians 
Plow  Rome,  and  harrow  Italy  j  I'll  never 
Be  fuch  a  gofling  to  obey  inftinft  ;   but  ftand 
As  if  a  man  were  author  of  himfelf. 
And  knew  no  other  kin. 

Virg.  My  lord  and  husband  ! 

Cor.  Thefe  eyes  are  not  the  fame  I  wore  In  Rome. 

Virg.  The  forrow  that  deUvers  us  thus  chang'd. 
Makes  you  think  i^. 

Cor,  Like  a  dull  aftor  now, 

I  havtf 
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I  have  forgot  my  part,  and  I  am  out. 
Even  to  a  full  di'fgrace.     Bell  of  my  fiefli. 
Forgive  my  tyranny  ;  but  do  not  fay, 

For  that,  Forgive  cur  Romans.' O,  a  klfs" 

Long  as  my  exile,  fweft  as  my  revenge  ! 
Now,  by  the  jealous  Q^^een  ot  heav'n,  that  kifs 
I  carried  from  thee,  dear  ;  and  my  true  lip 
Hath  virgin'd  it  e'er  fmce.— You  goils'   I  prate  j 
And  the  moft  noble  mother  of  the  world  ^^     , 

Leave  unfaluted  ;  fink, -my  knee,  i'  th'  earth  j  \Kncds, 
Of  thy  deep  duty  more  impreflion  (hew 
Than  that  of  common  fons. 
Vol.  O  itand  up  biefs'd  1 
'\  "Whilft  with  no  fofter  cufliion  than  the  flint 
/  J  kneel  before  thee,  and  unproperly 

Shew  duty  as  miftaken  all  the  while  IKr.telu 

Between  the  child  and  parent. 

Cor.  What  is  this? 
Your  knees  to  me  ?  to  your  correaed  fon  ? 
Then  let  the  pebbles  on  the  hungry  beach 
Fillop  the  (Vars ;  then  let  the  mutinous  windi 
Strike  the  proud  cedars  'gainft  the  fiery  fun  j 
Murd'ring  impoflibility,  to  make 
What  cannot  be,  flight  work. 

Fr//.  Thou  art  my  warrior,  ^.  t    j    i 

I  holp  to  frame  thee.     Do  you  know  this  Lady  ? 

Cor.  The  noble  fifter  of  Poplicola,     _ 
The  moon  of  Rome  ;  chaile  as  the  icicle, 
That's  curled  by  the  froft  from  pureft  fnow. 

And  hangs  on  Dian's  temple.     Dear  Valeria  ! 

Vol.  This  is  a  poor  epitome  of  your  s, 

(  Shelving  young  Marcius. 

Which  by  th'  interpretation  of  full  time 
May  fhew  like  all  yourfelf. 
Cor.  The  God  of  foldieis. 
With  the  confent  of  fupreme  Jove,  Inform 
Thy  thoughts  with  noblenefs,  that  thou  may  ft  prove 
To  fliame  invulnerable,  and  ftick  i'  th'  wars 
Like  a  great  fea-mark,  ftanding  every  flaw. 
And  faving  thofe  that  eye  thee  ! 
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'Vol.  Your  knee,  firrah. 

€or.  That's  my  brave  boy; 

Vol.  Even  he,  your  wife,  this  lady,  and  nayfelf. 
Are  fuitersto  you. 

Cor.  I  befeech  you,  peace  : 
Or,  if  you'd  aik,  remember  this  before; 
The  thing  I  have  forfworn  to  grant,  may  never 
Be  held  by  you  denial.     Do  not  bid  me 
Difmifs  my  foldiers,  or  capitulate 
Again  with  Rome's  mechanics.     Tell  me  not 
Wherein  I  feem  unnatural :  defire  not 
T'  allay  my  rages  and  revenges,  with 
Your  colder  reafons. 

Vol>  Oh,  no  more  :  no  more  : 
You've  faid,  you  will  not  grant  us  any  things 
For  v/e  have  nothing  elfe  to  ask,  but  that 
Which  you  deny  already  ;  yet  we  will  afk 
That  if  we  fail  in  our  requeft,  the  blame 
Mayhang  upon  yourhardnefs  j  therefore  hear  us. 

Cor,  Aufidius,  and  you  Volfcians,  mark  ;  for  we'll 
Hear  nought  from  Rome  in  private. -Your  requeft  ? 

Vol,  Should  we  be  filent  and  not  fpeak,  our  raiment 
And  ftate  of  bodies  would  bewray  what  life 
We've  led  fince  thy  exile.     Think  with  thyfelf,^ 
How  more  unfortunate  than  all  living  women 
Are  we  come  hither  j  fince  thy  fight,  which  fhould 
Make  our  eyes  flow  with  joy,  hearts  dance  with  com- 
forts, 
Gonftrains  them  weep,  and  fliake  with  fear  and  forrow  j 
Making  the  mother,  wife,  and  child  to  fee, 
The  fon,  the  hufband,  and  the  father  tearing 
His  country's  bowels  out.  And  to  poor  we. 
Thine  enmity's  moft  capital  j  thou  barr'ft  us 
Our  prayers  to  the  gods,  which  is  a  comfort 
That  all  but  we  enjoy.     For  how  can  we, 
Alas  !  how  can  we,  for  our  country  pray. 
Whereto  we're  bound,  together  with'thy  vi'£lory. 
Whereto  we're  bound  ?  Alack  !  or  we  muft  lofe 
The  country,  our  dear  nurfe  ;  or  elfe  thy  perfon, 
Our  comfort  in  the  country.      We  muft  find 

Yoi.  VJ,  h  1  An 
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An  eminent  calamity,  tho'  we  had 

Our  wifli,  which  fide  fhou'dwin.    For  either  thou 

Muft,  as  a  foreign  recreant,  be  led 

With  manacles  along  our  ftreetsj  or  elfe 

Triumphantly  tread  on  thy  country's  ruin. 

And  bear  the  palm,  for  having  bravely  flied 

Thy  wife  and  childrens'  blood.     For  myfelf,  fon, 

I  purpofe  not  to  wait  on  fortune,  till 

Thefe  wars  determine.     If  J  can't  perfuade  thee 

Rather  to  {hew  a  noble  grace  to  both  parts. 

Than  feek  the  end  of  one  j  thou  fhalt  no  fooner 

March  to  aflault  thy  country,  than  to  tread 

(Truft  to't,  thou  fhalt  not)  on  thy  mother's  womb^ 

That  brought  thee  to  this  world. 

Virg.  Ay,  and  mine  too, 
That  brought  you  forth  this  boy,  to  keep  your  name 
Living  to  time. 

Boy.  He  fhall  not  tread  on  me  : 
I'll  run  away  till  I'm  bigger,  but  then  I'll  fight. 

Cor.  Not  of  a  woman's  tendernefs  to  be. 
Requires,  nor  child,  nor  woman's  face,  to  fee  ; 
I've  fat  too  long, 

Vcl,  Nay,  go  not  from  us  thus. 
If  it  were  fo,  that  our  requeft  did  tend 
To  fave  the  Romans,  thereby  to  deftroy 
The  Volfcians  whom  you  ferve,  you  might  con(3einn  us. 
As  poifonous  of  your  honour.    No  ;  our  fuit 
Is,  that  you  reconcile  them  :  while  the  Volfcians 
May  fay,  This  mercy  we  havefhew'd  ;  the  Romans, 
This  we  received  j  and  each  in  either  fide 
Give  the  all-hail  to  thee  j  and  cry,  Be  blefs'd 
For  making  up  this  peace  !  Thou  know'ft,  great  fon. 
The  end  of  war's  uncertain  j  but  this  certain. 
That  if  thou  conquer  Rome,  the  benefit 
Which  thou  /halt  thereby  reap,  is  fuch  a  name, 
Whofe  repetition  will  be  dogg'd  with  curfes  j 
Whofe  chronicle  thus  writ.  The  man  was  noble—— 
But  with  his  laft  attempt  he  wip'd  it  out, 
Dcftroy'd  his  country,  and  his  name  remains 
To  th'  enfuing  age  abhorr'd.     Speak  to  me.,  fon  : 

Thoa 
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Thou  haft  affefted  the  fir^  (trains  of  honour. 

To  imitate  the  graces  of" the  gods  ; 

Who  tear  with  thunder  the  wide  cheeks  o'  th'  air. 

And  yet  do  charge  their  fulphur  with  a  bolt. 

That  ihould  but  rive  anaak.     Why  doft  not  fpeak  ? 

Think'ft  thou  it  honourable  for  a  ncble  man 

Still  to  remember  wrongs  ?     Daughter,  fpeak  you  ; 

He  cares  not  for  your  weeping.     Speak  thou,  boy  j 

Perhaps  thy  childifhnefs  will  move  him  more 

Than  can  our  reafons.     There's  no  man  in  the  world 

More  bound  to's  mother  j  yet  here  he  lets  mc  piate 

Like  one  o'  th'  flocks.     Thou'ft  never  in  thy  life 

Shew'd  thy  dear  mother  any  courtefy  j 

When  fhe,  (poor  hen,)  fond  of  no  fecond  brood,  - 

Has  cluck'd  thee  to  the  wars,  and  fafely  home, 

Loaden  with  honour.     Say,  my  requeft's  unjuft  ; 

And  fpurn  me  back  :  but  if  it  be  not  fo, 

Thou  art  not  honeft,  and  the  gods  will  plague  thee. 

That  thou  reftrain'ft  from  me  the  duty  which 

To  a  mother's  part  belongs, — He  turns  away  : 

E>own,  Ladies  ;  let  us  fhame  him  with  our  knees. 

To'sfirname  Coriolanus  'longs  more  pride, 

Than  pity  to  our  prayers.     Down,  and  end  ; 

This  is  the  laft.     So  we  will  home  to  Rome, 

And  die  among  our  neighbours  :  nay,  behold  us. 

This  boy,  that  cannot  tell  what  he  would  have, 

But  kneels,  and  holds  up  hands  for  fellowfhip, 

Does  reafon  our  petition  with  more  ftrength 

Than  thou  haft  to  deny't.     Come,  let  us  go: 

This  fellow  had  a  Volfcian  to  his  mother  5 

His  wife  is  in  Corioli  j  and  this  child 

Like  him  by  chance  :  yet  give  us  our  difpatch. 

I'm  hufh'd,  until  our  city  be  afire  j 

And  then  I'll  fpeak  a  little. 

Cor*  O  mother,  mother  ! 

[Ho/ds  her  By  the  hands yfihnt. 
What  have  you  done  ?  Behold,  the  heav'ns  do  ope. 
The  gods  look  down,  and  this  unnatural  fcene 
They  laugh  at.     Oh,  my  mother,  mother !  oh  ! 
You've  won  a  happy  viftory  to  Rome ; 

Lla  But 
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Eut  for  your  fin  believe  it,  oh,  believe  it, 
I'.Toft  dang'ro'jfly  you  have  with  him  prevail'd, 

Ifi^Gt  raofl  mortal  to  him.     Let  it  come. 

Aufidiu?,  though  I  cannot  make  true  wars, 
I'll  frame  convenient  peace.     Now,  good  Aufidiu?,, 
Were  you  in  my  ftead,  fay,  would  you  have  heard 
A  mother  lefs?    or  granted  lefs,  Aufidius  f 

Auf.  Itoo  wasmov'd. 

Or.  I  dare  be  fworn  you  were  j 
And,  Sir,  it  is  no  little  thing  to  make 
Mine  eyes  to  fweat  compaffion..     But,,  good  Sir, 
What  peace  you'll  make,  advife  me  :  for  my  part 
ril  not  to  Rome,  I'll  back  with  you,  and  pray  you 
Stand  to  m.e  in  this  caufe.     O  mother  !  wife  ! 

Auf.  I'm  glad  thou'ftfet  thy  mercy  and  thy  honour- 
At  diffevence  in  thee  j  out  of  that  I'll  work 
Myfelf  my  former  fortune.  \^AJide, 

Cor.  Ay,  by  and  by  j   but  we  will  drink  together: 
And  you  ihall  bear  [Iv  Yol.  Virg..Gff. 

A  better  witncfs  back  than  words,  which  we. 
On  like  conditions,  will  have  counteifeal'd. 
Come,  enter  with  us. 

Auf.  Ladies,  you  deferre 
To  have  a  temple  built  you  :  all  the  fwords 
In  Italy,  and  her  confederate  arms. 
Could  not  have  made  this  peace.  \_Exeunt». 

SCENE     IV.         The  Forum  in  Rome. 
Enter  Menenius  and  Sicinius. 

Men.  See  you  yond  coin  o'  th'  Capitol,  yond  corner- 
flone  ? 

Sic.  Why,   what  of  that? 

Men.  If  it  be  poflible  for  you.to  difplace  it  with  your; 
little  finger,  there  is  foine  hope  the  ladies  of  Rome,  e- 
fpecially  his  mother,  may  prevail  with  him.     But  I  fay 
there  is  no  hope  in't  j  our  throats  are  fentenc'd,  and 
ilay  upon  execution. 

Sic.    Is't  pcfiible,  that  fo  fhort  a  time  can  alter  the 
condition  of  a  man  ? 

Men.  There  is  difference  between  a  grub  and  a  butter- 
fly, yet  your  butterfly  was  a  grub  ;  this  Marcius  is  grown  j 

frum  ' 
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from  man  to  dragon  j  he  has  wings,  he's  more  than  a 
creeping  thing. 

Sic.  He  lov'd  hi?  mother  dearly. 

Men.  So  did  he  me  ;  and  he  no  more  remembers  his 
mother  now,  than  an  eight  years  old  horfe.*  The  tart- 
nefs  of  his  face  fours  ripe  grapes.  When  he  walks,  he 
moves  like  an  engine,  and  the  ground  ftrinks  before  his 
trading.  He  is  able  to  pierce  a  corflet  with  his  eye  ;  talks 
like  a  knell,  and  his  hum  is  a  battery.  He  fits  in  his 
ftate  as  a  tiling  m.ade  for  Alexander.  What  he  bids  be 
done,  is  fini/h'd  with  his  bidding.  Ke  wants  nothing 
of  a  god,  but  eternity,  and  a  heaven  to  throne  in. 

Sic.  Yes,  mercy,  if  you  report  him  truly. 

Men.  I  paint  him  in  the  chara<?l:er.  Mark,  what  mer- 
cy his  mother  fhall  bring  from  him:  there  is  no  mere 
mercy  in  him,  than  there  is  m.ilk  in  a  m,ale  tyger  ;  that 
/hall  our  poor  city  find  5  and  all  this  is 'long  of  you. 

Sic.  The  gods  be  good  unto  us  ! 

Men.  No,  in  fuch  a  cafe  the  gods  will  not  be  good 
tinto  us.  When  we  banifh'd  him,  we  refpeded  not 
them  i  and  he  returning  to  break  our  necks,  they  refpeft 
not  us>  . 

Enter  a  Mcjfcnger. 

Mejf.  Sir,  if  you'd  fave  your  life,  fly  to  your  houfsj 
The  Plebeians  have  got  your  fellow-tribune. 
And  hale  him  up  and  down  5  all  fwearing,  if 
The  Roman  ladies  bring  not  comfort  home. 
They'll  give  him  death  by  inches. 

Enter  another  MeJJenger. 

Sic.  What's  the  news? 

MeJf.  Good  news,  good  news  j  the  ladies  have  pre- 
The  Volfcians  are  diflodg'd,  and  Marcius  gone,  [vail'd, 
A  merrier  day  did  never  yet  greet  Rome, 
No,  not  the  expuifion  of  the  Tarquins. 

Sic,  Friend, 
Art  certain  this  is  true  ?  is  it  moft  certain  > 

MeJJ'.  As  certain  as  I  know  the  fun  is  fire. 
Where  have  you  lui^k'd,  that  you  make  doubt  of  it  ? 

f  Subintdligitur^  rcmemben  biidam* 

t.13.  Ne'er 
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Ne'er  through  an  arch  (o  hurried  the  blown  tide, 
As  the  reconiforted  through  th'  gates.  Why,  hark  you; 
[Trumpets,   hautboys,  drums  beat,  all  together. 
The  trumpets,  fackbuts,  pfalteries,  and  fifes. 
Tabors  and  cymbals,  and  the  fhouting  Romans 
Make  the  fun  danee.     Hark  you  !         [AJhout  ivithin. 

Men.  This  is  good  news. 
T  will  go  meet  rhe  ladies.     This  Volumnia 
Is  worth  of  Confuls,  Senators,  Patricians, 
A  city-full;  of  Tribunes,  fuch  as  you, 
A  fea  and  land-full.     You've  pray'd  well  to-day; 
This  morning,  for  ten  thoufand  of  your  throats 
I'd  not  have  given  a  doit.     Hark,  how  they  joy  1 

ISoundJiill^  with  the  pouts. 
.S/<r.  Firft,  the  gods  blefs  you  for  your,  tidings  :  next. 
Accept  my  thankfulnefs*  ^ 

^'ejf.  Sir,  we  have  all  great  caufe  to  give  great  thamif . 
Sic.   They're  near  the  city  ? 
MeJ\  Almoft  at  point  to  enter. , 
Sic.  "WVll  meet  them,  and  help  the  joy.       [Exeunt,. 
Enter  tivo  Senators,  ivitb    the  Ladies,  faffing   over  the 
ftage  ;  ivitb  other  Lords. 
Sen.  Behold  our  patronefs,  the  life  of  Rome: 
Call  all  your  tribes  together,  praife  the  gods,. 
And  make  triumphant  fires :  ftrew  flowers  before  them*  -. 
Unfliout  the  noife  that  banifl-i'd  Marcius  ; 
Repeal  him  with  the  welcome  of  his  mother. 
Cry, — Welcome,  Ladies,  welcome  1 

AU.  Welcome,  Ladies,  welcome  ! [Exeunt. 

[AJiourip  with  drums  and  trumpets, 
SCENE     V.         Changes  to  a  public  place  iti  Antium.  ' 
Enter  Tullus  Aufidius,  ivith  Attendants. 
Auf.  Go  tell  the  Lords  o'  th'  city,    I  am  here. 
Deliver  them  this  paper  :  having  read  it, 
Bid  them  repair  to  th'  market-place,  where  I, 
Even  in  theirs  and  in  the  commons'  ears. 
Will  vouch  the  truth  of  it.     He  I  accufe. 
The  city  ports  by  this  hath  enter'd  ;   and 
Jn tends  t' appear  before  the  people,  hoping 
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To    purge  himfelf  with   words.      Difpatch.— — Mod 


welcome  ' 


Enter  three  or  four  Confplraton  of  A  \i?id\\\s''^fa3ion» 
I  Con.  How  is  it  with  our  General  ? 
Auf.   Evenfo, 
As  with  a  man  by  his  own  alms  impoifon'd^ 
And  with  his  charity  flain. 
a  Con.  Moft  Noble  Sir, 
If  yoa  hold  the  fame  intent  wherein 
You  wifli'd  us  parties,  we'll  deliver  yo»  .  ' 

Of  .your  great  danger. 

Auf-  Sir,   I  cannot  ttU  ; 
We  mull:  proceed  as.wx:  do  find  the  people. 

3  Con.  The  people  will  remain  uncertain,  whllft 
'Twixt  you  there's  difference  j  but  the  fall  of  either 
Makes  the  furvivor  heir  of  all. 

Auf.  I  know  it  j 
And  my  pretext  to  ftrike  at  him  admits 
A  good  con ftru£lion.     I  raifed  him,  and  pawn'd 
Mine  honour  for  his  truth  ;  who  being  fo  heighten'd;, 
He  vaater'd  liis  new.  plants  with  dews  of  flattery. 
Seducing  fo  my  friendsj  and  to  this  end 
He  bow'd  his  nature,  never  known  before  . 
But  to  be  rough,  unfwayabie,  and  fierce, 

3  Con,  Sir,  his  flcutnefs 
When  he  did  ftand  for  Conful,  which  he  loft 

By  lack  of  looping 

Auf.  That  I  would  have  fpoke  of. 
Being  banifh'd  for't,  he  came  unto  my  hearth, 
Prefented  to  my  knife  his  throat.     I  took  him, 
Made  him  joint  fervant  with  me  ;  gave  him  way 
In  all  his  own  defires  j   nay,  let  him^  chufe 
Out  of  my  files,  his  projects -to  accomplifh. 
My  bef^  and  frelhefl  men  ^  lerv'd  his  delignmcnts 
In  mine  own  perfon  ;  holp  to  reap  the  fame. 
Which  he  did  make  all  his  5  and  took  fome  pride 
To  do  myfelf  this  wrong  5  till,  at  the  laft, 
I  feem'd  his  follower,  not  partner  j  and 
He  wag'd  me  wIe^  his  countenance,  as  if 

I  had  been  Qiercenary,  ^  , 

J  Com 
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I  Con,  So  he  did,   my  Lord. 
The  army  marvei'd  at  it,  an.^,   at  lair. 
When  he  had  carried  Rome,  and  that  we  looked 
For  no  left  fpoil  than  glory—— 

y^uf.  There  was  it  5 

(For  which  my  finesvs  fhajl  be  itretch'd  upon  himj  : 
At  a  few  drops  of  womens'  rheum,  which  are 
As  cheap  as  lies,  he  fold  the  blood  and  labour 
Of  our  great  aftion  j  therefore  /hall  he  die. 
And  ril  renew  me  in  his  fall.     But,  hark  ! 

\_Drums  and  trumpets  found ^  tvith  great  Jhouts   of 
the  people, 

I  Con.   Your  native  town  you  enter'd  like  a  poft. 
And  had  no  welcomes  home  ;  but  he  returns. 
Splitting  the  air  with.noife. 

a  Ccn,  And  patient  fools, 
"Whofe  children  he  hath  llain,  their  bafe  throats  tear. 
Giving  him  glory. 

3  Con,  Therefore,  at  your  'vantage, 
Ere  he  exprefs  himfelf,  or  move  the  people 
With  what  he  would  fay,  let  him  feel  your  fword. 
Which  we  will  fecond.     "When  he  lies  along-. 
After  your  way  his  tale  pronounc'd  fhall  bury 
His  reafons  with  his  body, 

Auf,  Say  no  more. 
Here  come  the  Lords, 

Enter  the  Lords  of  the  city. 

All  Lords.  You're  moft  welcome  home* 

Auf.  I  have  not  deferv'd  it. 
But,  worthy  Lords,  have  you  with  heed  perusM 
What  I  have  written  to  you  ? 

AIL  We  have. 

1  Lord,  And  grieve  to  hear  it. 
What  faults  he  made  before  the  laft,   I  think 
Might  have  found  eafy  fines  :  but  there  to  end 
Where  he  was  to  begin,  and  give  away 
The  benefit  of  our  levies,  anfwering  us 
With  our  own  charge,  making  a  treaty  where 
There  was  a  yielding  j  this  admits  no  excufe. 

Auf,  He  approaches;  you  ihaU  heaf  iiinn* 

S  C   iu  i!%   1^ 
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S  C  E  N  E     VI. 

Enter  Coriolanus,  marching  nvith  drums  and  eolours,  tht 
Commons  being  ivith  him. 

Cor,  Hail,  Lords;  I  am  return'd,  your  foldier  2 
No  more  infeiled  with  my  country's  love, 
Than  when  I  parted  hence,   but  ftiU  fubfift'ng 
Under  your  great  command.     You  are  to  know. 
That  profperoufly  I  have  attempted,  and 
With  bloody  pafTage  led  your  wars,  even  to 
The  gates  of  Rome.    Oar  Ipoils  we  have  brought  home^ 
Do  more  than  counterpoife,  a  full  third  part. 
The  charges  of  the  adion.     We've  made  peace 
With  no  lefs  honour  to  the  Antiates, 
Than  fhame  to  th'  Romans :  and  we  here  deliver, 
Subfcribed  by  the  Confuls  and  Patricians, 
Together  with  the  feal  o'  th'  fenate,  what 
We  have  compounded  on. 

Auf.  B-«ad  it  not.  Noble  Lords ; 
But  tell  the  traitor,  in  the  higheil  degree 
He  hath  abus'd  your  powers. 

Cor.  Traitor  ! — how  now  !•■    -  ■ 

J^uf.  Ay,  traitor,  Marclus. 

Cer.  Marcius ! 

Auf,  Ay,  Mircius,  Caius  Marclus ;  doft  thou  thiok, 
I'll  grace  thee  with  that  robbery,  thy  M'n  name 
Coriolanus  in  Corioli  ? 

You  Lords  and  heads  0'  th'  ftate,  periidioufly 
He  has  betray'd  your  bufmefs,  and  given  up 
For  certain  drops  of  fait,  your  city  Rome  ! 
I  fay,  your  city,  to  his  wife  and  mother  j 
Breaking  his  oath  and  refolution,  like 
A  twift  of  rotten  fiik,  never  admitting 
Counfei  o'  th'  war  j  but  at  his  nurfe's  tears 
He  whin'd  and  roar'd  away  your  vidlory, 
That^pages  blufh'd  at  him,  and  men  of  heart 
Look'd  wond'ring  each  at  other. 

Cor.  Hear'll  thou,  Mars  ! 

Auf,  Name  not  the  god  !  thou  boy  of  tears ! 

Cor.  Ha  ! 

^I'f*  No  njorej 
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Cor.  Meafurelefs  lyar,  thou  haft  made  my  heart 
Too  great  for  what  contains  it.     Boy  ?  O  flave  !— 
Pardon  me.  Lords,   'tis  the  fiift  time  that  ever 
I'm  forc'd  to  fcold.     Your  judgments,  my  grave  Lords, 
Muft  give  this  cur  the  lye  j  and  his  own  notion 
(Who  wears  my  ftripes  imprefs'd  upon  him,  that  j 

Muft  bear  my  bearing  to  his  grave)  fhall  join  ^ 

To  thiuft  the  lye  unto  him. 

1  Lord.   Peace  both,  and  hear  me  fpeak. 
Cor.  Cut  me  to  pieces,  Volfcians,  men  and  lads,. 
Stain  all  your  edges  in  me.     Boy  ?  falfe  hound  ! — > 
If  you  have  writ  your  annals  true,  'tis  there 
That,  like  an  eagle  in  a  dovecote,  I 
Flutter'd  your  Volfcians  in  Corioli* 
Alone  I  did  it.     Boy  ! 

Auf.  Why,  Noble  Lords, 
"Will  you  be  put  in  mind  of  his  blind  fortune^ 
"Which  was  your  fhamfe,  by  this  unholy  braggart, 
'fore  your  own  eyes  and  ears  ? 
All  Con.  Let  him  die  for't. 
All  People.  Tear  him  to  pieces,  do  it  prefently. 
He  kill'd  my  fon,— my  daughter,— kill'd  my  coufm, — 

He  kill'd  my  father, ^Tbe  croud  fpeak  fromijcuoujlji 

2  Lord.  Peace, — bo  outrager— peace 

The  man  is  noble,  and  his  fame  folds  in 
This  orb  o'  th'  earth  ;  his  laft  offences  to  us 
Shall  have  judicious  hearing.     Stand,  Aufidius, 
And  trouble  not  the  peace. 
Cor.  O  that  I  had  him, 
•With  fix  Aufidius's,  or  more,  his  tribe. 

To  ufe  my  lawful  fword 

Auf.  Infoknt  villain ! 

All  Con.  Kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill  him. 

\frbe  Confpirators  all  draiu,  and  A///MarciuS,  ivht 
falls,  and  Aufidius/awc/f  on  bim. 
Lords.  Hold,  hold,  hold,  hold. 
Auf.  My  Noble  Matters,  hear  me  fpeak. 

I  Lord.  O  TuUus 

a  Lord.  Thou  haft  done  a  deed  whereat 

Valour  will  weep.  _     . 

3  Lord, 


kb 


Sc.  6.  C  OR  I  O  L  A  N  U  S.  407 

3  Lord.  Tread  not  upon  him — Matters  all,  be  quiet  s 
Put  up  your  fwords. 

Auf.  My  Lords,  when  you  fhall  know  (as,  in  this  rage 
Provok'd  by  him,  you  cannot  J  the  great  danger 
Which  this  man's  life  did  owe  you,  you'll  rejoice 
That  he  is  thus  cut  off.     Pleafe  it  your  Honours 
To  call  me  to  your  fenate,  I'll  deliver 
Myfelf  your  loyal  fervant,  or  endure 
Your  heavieft  cenfure, 

1  Lord.  Bear  from  hence  his  body. 

And  mourn  you  for  him.     Let  him  be  regarded 
As  the  moft  noble  corfe  that  ever  herald 
Did  follow  to  his  urn, 

2  Lord.  His  own  impatience 

Takes  from  Aufidius  a  great  part  of  blame. 
Let's  make  the  beft  of  it. 
Auf.  My  rage  is  gone. 
And  I  dm  ftruck  with  forrow.     Take  him  up  J 
Help,  three  o'  th'  chiefeft  foldiers  j  I'll  be  one. 
Beat  thou  the  drum,  that  it  fpeak  mournfully. 
Trail  your  fteel  pikes.     Though  in  this  city  he 
Hath  widowed  and  unchllded  many  a  one. 
Which  to  this  hour  bewail  the  injury. 
Yet  ye  fhall  have  a  noble  memory. 

[Exeunt  bearing  Marcius'5  body,     A  dead  march 
founded. 

The  End  of  the  Sixth  Volvmb, 
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